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R.  ^frat^   now  Lord    Billiop 

of  P^ochefler^    obferves    with 

great  Truth  and  Judgment, 

that   '  it  is  the  Cuftom   of 

*  the   World  to   prefer  the 

'  pompous  Hiftories  of  great  Men,  before 

'  the  greateil  Virtues  of  others,  whofe  Lives 

A  4  have 
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have  been  led  in  a  Courfe  lefs  llluftrious. 
This  indeed,  fays  he,  is  the  general  Hu- 
mour. But  I  believe  it  to  be  an  Error 
in  Mens  Judgments:  For  certainly  that 
is  a  more  profitable  Iniliuftion  which 
may  be  taken  from  the  eminent  Goodnefs 
of  Men  of  lower  Rank,  than  that  which 
we  learn  from,  the  fplendid  Reprefentati- 
011!^.  cf  the  Battels  arid  Viftories,  Buildings 
and  Sayings  of  Great  Commanders  and 
Princes.  Such  fpecicus  Matters,  as  they 
are  feldom  deliver'd  v/ith  Fidelity,  fo 
thev  ferve  but  for  the  imitation  of  a  very 
few,  and  rather  make  for  the  Oflcntati- 
on  than  the  true  Information  of  human 
Life.  Whereas  it  is  from  the  Praftice 
cf  Men  equal  to  our  felves,  that  we  are 
more  naturally  taught  how  to  command 
our  Paffions,  to  direft  our  Knov/Iedge, 
and  to  govern  our  Aftions. 


This  Remark  finiihes  an  Account  of  the 
Life  and  Writings  of  Mr.  Cowley:  The 
Work  mud  convince  all  who  read  it,  how 
unjuft  that  common  way  of  judging  is  from 

the 


of  Mr.THoyiAS  Otway. 

the  many  excellent  Rules  of  Life  which  are 
laid  down  by  that  good-natur'd  and  elegant 
Writer,  upon  the  occafion  of  reprefenting 
to  the  World  in  how  amiable  a  manner  his 
deceafed  Friend  pofTeffed  and  applied  his 
great  Talents. 

The  Gentleman  whofe  Works  I  now 
publifh  has  no  fuch  kind  Hand  to  clofe  his 
Eyes,  and  we  are  very  much  at  a  lofs  to 
know  any  thing  of  the  Man  or  his  Man- 
ners,  but  fo  far  as  we  may  draw  from  his 
Reprefentation  of  laudable  Characlers  in  o- 
theis,  his  Senfe  of  thofe  Virtues  in  him- 
felf.  There  Shines  through  all  his  Writings 
a  very  lively  Spirit,  accomrany'd  with  much 
Gaiety,  but  indeed  fuch  a  Gaiety  as  would 
be  contemned  by  thofe  of  Mr.  C^ir/^y  s  Con- 
verfation.  You  mr.y  fee  he  ?,llbciated  him- 
felf  with  Men  of  Wit,  but  not  fuch  as  liv'd 
under  the  Direction  of  the  fevered  Ru'es, 
or  underftood  the  higheil  Tafle  of  good 
Writing.  By  tbis-.means  the  Praife  of  Mr. 
Oivpafs  Writings  is,  that  they  are  the  Ef- 
fcft  of  Nature  in  a  very  good  Genius. 
A  5  But 


Some  Account  of  the  Life,  Sec. 

But  before  we  enter  into  any  difcourfe  of 
his  Works,  we  muft  not  omit  what  Httle 
we  do  know  of  himfelf,  and  his  Fortunes. 

Thomas  Otway  was  the  Son  of  a  worthy 
Clergyman,  Mr.  Humphrey  Oway^  Redor  of 
Wolheding  in  Suffex.  He  was  born  at  Trottin 
in  that  County  on  the  third  of  March 
I(5fi5  and  Educated  at  Winchefier.  In  the 
eighteenth  Year  of  his  Age  he  was  enter'd 
Commoner  of  Chrifl  Church  in  Oxford^  but 
left  the  Univerfity  before  he  was  of  Stand- 
ing to  take  any  Degree.  His  firil  Appear- 
ance in  the  World  was  upon  the  Stage: 
His  Parts  and  Qualifications  fet  in  fo  pub- 
lick,  however  difadvantageous  a  View,  could 
not  cfcape  the  notice  of  People  of  Quality 
about  the  Court  and  Town.  The  greateil 
Frierdfhip  he  met  with  was  from  one  of 
the  King's  Sons,  the  Earl  of  Plin/outb'^  but 
that  Favour  went  no  higher  than  to  re- 
commend him  in  the  twenty  fixth  Year  of 
his  Age  to  the  CommifHon  of  a  Cornet  of 
Horfe,  IlI  the  new  Levies  defign'd  for 
Flanders.    But  he  did   not,  it  fcems,  find 

Encou- 
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Encouragement,  or  was  not  himfelf  turn'd 
for  the  Profeflion  of  Arms,  for  the  enfuing 
Winter  he  came  back  to  London  in  a  very 
indigent  Condition.  His  Poverty,  and  the 
Relief  from  it,  which  he  purchas'd  by  the 
Succeft  of  his  Play  of  Don  Carlos^  is  repre- 
fented  in  a  Seffion  of  the  Poets,  written  a- 
bout  that  time  with  great  Infolence  and 
Bitternefs,  without  the  lead  Wit,  in  the 
following  Lines ; 


Tom  Otway  came  next,  Tom  Shadwell'^  dear  Zany, 

And  fvfie%rs  for  Heroicks,  he  writes  beft  of  any  j 

Don  Carlos  bis  Vockets  fo  amply  had  fill' d, 

That  his  Mange  was  c^uite  curd,  and  his  Lice  were  all  kill'd, 

liHt  Apollo  had  feen  his  Face  on  the  Stage, 

And  prudently  did  not  think  fit  to  engage 

The  Scum  of  a  Playhoufe,  for  the  prop  of  an  Age, 


Tho'  he  fares  thus  ill  in  the  Account 
given  of  him,  by  thofe  who  might  poffibly 
envy  his  Parts,  Gentlemen  who  have  con- 
versed with  him,  fay,  Ke  was  a  Man  of  much 
good  Humour,  eafie  Manners,  and  winning 
Converfation.  He  was,  it  feems,  very  much 
addi(5led  to  Pkafure,  and  his  jovial  Temper 

led 
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led  him  into  great  Wants  and  Neceflicies  : 
Men  of  V/itjat  that  time,  not  having  the 
leafl  Encouragement  any  further  than  to 
partake  in  Riots  and  Debauches,  from 
whence  they  were  to  return  to  their  own 
narrow  Circumftances  with  the  lofs  of 
their  Modefty  and  Virtue  :  Thus  they  lan- 
guifh'd  in  Poverty,  without  the  fupport  of 
Innocence.  We  know  indeed  no  guilty 
Part  in  Mr.  Owafs  Life,  any  other  than 
thofe  faihionable  Faults  which  ufually 
recommend  to  the  Converfation  of  Men 
in  Courts  j  but  which  ferve  for  Excufes 
for  their  Patrons,  when  they  have  not  a 
Mind  to  do  for  them.  However  Mr.  Ot- 
way  was  treated  by  tliofc  who  had  the 
Pleafure  of  his  Company,  when  they  con- 
defcended  to  have  more  Wit  at  their  Ta- 
bles than  they  could  bring  thither  from 
their  own  Stock,  we  find  that  he  liv'd  the 
siioft  uncomfortable  of  all  Lives,  fome- 
times  in  Excef,  and  fometimes  in  Want, 
to  the  thirty  third  Year  of  his  Age.  On 
the  fourteenth  of  Apyil  i(58f,  he  d^fdi  at 
a  Publick-Houfe  on  Tovcer-htlL   This  iliort 


melan- 
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melancholy  Account  of  our  Author  may  be 
of  ufe  to  fuch  ingenious  Men,  who  may 
expeft  to  raife  their  Fortunes  by  courting 
great  Men,  without  applying  themfelves 
to  fuch  Arts  as  may  render  them  ufeful  in 
Society  in  general,  befides  the  Recommen- 
dation of  Wit  and  fine  Parts.  Since  there- 
fore we  have  but  little  light  into  what  re- 
garded this  Gentleman  himfelf,  and  his  Cir- 
cumftances,  let  us  confider  him  in  his 
Writings. 

He  was  Mafter  of  the  moft  affefting 
Manner  in  expreffing  the  PalHons,  and 
touched  them  with  great  Skill  and  Deli- 
cacy. I  don't  know  of  fuch  another  !n- 
ftance  of  this  force  as  in  the  Play  of  the 
Orfhan.  This  Tragedy  is  compofed  of  Per- 
fons,  whofe  Fortunes  do  not  exceed  the 
Quality  of  fuch  as  we  ordinarily  call  People  of 
Condition,  and  without  the  Advantage  of 
having  the  Scene  heightened  by  the  impor- 
tance of  the  Charafters,  his  inimitable  Skill 
in  reprefenting  the  Motions  of  the  Heart, 
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and  its  AfFeftions  is  fuch,  that  the  Circum- 
flances  are  great  from  the  Art  of  the  Poet, 
rather  than  from  the  Fortunes  of  the  Perfons 
reprefcnted.  The  whole  Drama  is  admira- 
bly wrought,  and  the  Mixture  of  Pafli- 
ons  (raifcd  from  Affinity,  Gratitude,  Love 
and  Mifunderftanding  between  Brethren,  ill 
Ufage  from  Perfons  oblig'd  flowly  return'd 
by  the  Benefadtors,  the  whole  grounded 
upon  very  probable  Miflakcs)  keeps  the 
Mind  in  a  continual  Anxiety  and  Con- 
trition. The  Sentiments  of  the  unhappy 
Innocent  Monimia  are  delicate  and  natural, 
fhe  is  miferable  without  Guilt,  but  incapa- 
ble of  living  with  a  Conicioufnefs  of  having 
committed  an  ill  Ad,  tho'  her  Inclination 
had  no  Part  in  it.  It  was  only,  as  I  jufl 
before  remarked,  in  Owafs  Power,  to 
give  thefe  DiftrclTcs  in  Domeftick  Life? 
Weight  enough  to  move  the  general  Senfe 
of  an  Audience.  But  he  needed  not,  that 
an  inju  d  or  miftaken  Lover  fhould  be  able 
to  threaten  the  Ruin  of  Nations,  and  wage 
War,  becaufe  his  Miflrefs  was  out  of  hu- 
mour. 

The 
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The  Faculty  of  mingling  good  and  bad 
Chara£ters,  and  involving  their  Fortunes, 
feems  to  be  the  diftinguifhing  Excellence 
of  this  Writer.  He  very  well  knew,  that 
nothing  but  diftreffed  Virtue  can  ftrongly 
touch  us  with  Pity.  Therefore  in  Venice 
Preferv'dj  to  make  us  have  any  manner  of 
regard  to  the  Confpirators,  he  makes  Pierre 
talk  of  redrefling  Wrongs,  and  mention  all 
the  Common-place  of  Malecontents. 


To  fee  the  Sufferings  of  my  Fellow-Creatures  y 
And  own  my  fefa  Man:  To  fee  our  Senators 
Cheat  the  del-sded  Feople  with  a  /hew 
Of  Liberty,  which  yet  they  ne'er  mujl  tafle  of  -^ 
They  fay,  by  them  our  Hands  are  free  from  letters^ 
Yet  whom  they  pleafe  they  lay  in  bafefl  Boods^ 
Bring  whom  they  pleafe  to  Infamy  and  Sorrow^ 
Brizie  us  like  Wrecks  down  the  rough  Tide  of  Tower, 
Whilfl  no  hold's  left  to  fave  us  from  DeftruBion-y 
All  that  bear  this  are  Villains,  and  1  one, 
Not  to  rouze  up  at  the  great  Call  of  Nature, 
And  check  the  Growth  ofthefe  Dcmejiick  Spoilers, 
That  make  us  Slaves,  and  tell  us  it's  our  Charter. 

pag.  281 
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Jajfeiis  Wants  and  Diftrefles  make  him 
prone  enough  to  any  defperate  Refolutionj 

yet  fays  he, 

But  -when  I  think  what  Belv'idera  feels, 

The  Bitternefs  her  tender  Spirit  taps  of, 

I  own  myfelfit  Coward:  Bear  mj  Weaknefs, 

If  throwing  thus  my  Arms  about  thy  Neck, 

JpUy  the  Boy,  and  blubber  in  thy  Bofem.  pag.  28^. 

Jaffeir's  Expoftulation  afterwards  is  the 
Pifture  of  all  who  are  partial  to  their  own 
Merit,  and  generally  think  a  Relifh  of  the 
Advantages  of  Life  is  Pretence  enough  to 
enjoy  them. 

Tell  me  -why,  good  Heav'n, 

Thou  mad'ft  me  rphat  I  am,  v:ith  all  the  Spirit, 

Afpiring  Thoughts  and  elegant  Bcfi'res 

That  fill  the  hapfeji  Man?  Ah\  rather  why 

Bidjl  thou  not  form  me  fordid  as  my  Tate, 

Bafe-mmded,  dull,  a'adfit  to  carry  Burdens?  p. 285. 

How  dreadful  is  y#/>'s  Soliloquy,  af- 
ter he  is  engaged  in  the  Confpiracy. 


rm 
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Tm  here-y  md  thus,  the  Shades  of  Night  aromd  me, 
I  look  as  if  all  Hell  ri>ere  in  my  Heart, 

And  I  in  Hell.    Nay,  furely  'tis  fo  vpith  me  \ 

Jor  every  fle^  I  tread,  methinhs  fome  Fiend 

Knocks  at  ?22y  Breaji,  and  i: ids  it  not  be  quiet. 

I've  heard  horo  defpey-ate  Wretches,  like  my  felf. 

Have  wander' d  out  at  this  dead  time  cf  Night 

To  meet  the  Toe  of  Mankind  in  his  -walk: 

Sure  Tm  fo  Curjl,  that,  tho'  cf  Heav'n  forfaken, 

No  Minifler  of  Darknefs  cares  to  Temp  me. 

Hell  I  Hell  I  rehy  feepeft  thou?  pag,  290, 

In  this  Play,  he  catches  our  Hera'ts,  by 
introducing,  if  I  may  fo  call  it,  the  Epifod 
ofBehidera,  Private  and  publick  Calamities 
alternately  claim  our  Concern,  and  feme- 
times  we  are  again fl  the  whole  State  for 
the  fake  of  one  didrefi'ed  Woman,  again 
we  come  to  our  felves,  and  recover  our 
Senfes  in  behalf  of  a  whole  People  in  dan- 
ger. There  is  not  a  Virtuous  Charader 
in  the  Play  but  that  of  Belvidera^  and  yet 
fo  wonderful  is  the  Force  of  the  Au- 
thor's Eloquence  and  Skill  in  mingling 
Vices  and  Virtues,  and  private  with  pub- 
lick  Concerns,  that  the  Ruffian  on  the 
Wheel  is  as  much  the  ObjeiEt  of  Pity,  as 
if  he  had  been  brought  to  that  unhappy 

Fate 
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Fate  for  fome  brave  A£l::on.  I  know  not 
but  rhefe  loofe  Hints  my  improve  the 
Talle  of  Ordinary  Readers  of  this  Author, 
which  is  the  fiacere  Wifh  of  the  Publidierj 
for  he  is  fenfible  n  thing  can  prevent  the 
Sale  of  Mr.  Otways  Works,  but  Ignorance 
of  his  Excellencies. 


A  L' 
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-"'^ Laudetur  ah  his  Culpetur  ah  Hits. 

Horat.  Serm.  Lib.  i.  Sat.  2^ 


Printed  in  the  Year  17 li- 


To  the  Right  Honourable 

C  H  A  R  L  E  S 

Earl  i/Middlefex. 


My  LORD, 

Am  fafficiently  fenfible  of  my 
own  Arrogance,  in  that  being 
almoft  a  Stranger  to  every  thing 
of  You  but  your  Fame,  I  durft 
obtrude  fo  abjed  a  Trifle  as 
this,  under  the  Patronage  of 
fo  eminent  a  Perfon;  but  that  generous  Can^ 
dour,  wherewith  You  oblige  all  the  Worldj 
gave  me  Courage  to  hope  You  might  at  leaft par- 
don this  firft  Offence  in  me.  And  though,  per- 
haps, the  beft  Prefents  of  this  nature  may  not  be 
more  than  ordinary  grateful ;  yet  I  have  here  my 
Wifhes,  if  the  Sincerity  of  my  Zeal,  may  atone 
for  the  Meannefs  of  the  Offering:  That  isthefar- 
theft  Proipedt  I  take,  which  whilft  I  have  in  view, 
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I  dare  not  (ihough  perhaps  as  juftly  as  fome  O' 
thers  have  doiie  I  might)  complain  of  the  Cen- 
furesof  the  World;  forfmce  I've  heard  that  Your 
LordHiip  provM  indulgent,  I  were  unworthy  of 
the  Favours  Youbeftow'd,  fhould  I  be  concerned 
at  the  Malice  or  Petulancy  of  thofe,  who  (alas!) 
will  needs  think  it  Modifh  to  be  Critical,  but  in 
the  mean  while  tbrget  'tis  as  Gentile  to  be  Civil. 
No,  my  Lord,  'tis  under  your  Umbrage  only  I 
would  court  Protection,  to  whom  Heav'n  has 
given  a  Soul,  wnofe  Endowments  are  as  much 
above  Flattery,  as  it  fclf  abhors  it;  and  which  are 
as  impoffible  to  be  defcrib'd,  as  1  am  unable  to 
comprehend  them.  But  as  pooreft  Pilgrim;,  when 
they  vifit  Shrines,  will  make  fome  Prefents  where 
they  kneel :  So  I  have  here  brought  mine,  by  your 
ownGoodnefs  only  made  worthy  to  bepreferv'd; 
in  whofc  Defence  1  can  fay  nothing  more,  than 
that  with  it  all  my  beft  Endeavours  are,  and  ever 
Ihall  be  ready  to  teftifie  how  much  I  am,  my 
Lord, 

The  moft  earneji  of  Tour 
Servatsts^  and  Admirers^ 


Tho.  Otway. 


PROLOGUE, 

Spoken  by  Mr.  Harris. 

NEyer  did  Rymer  greater  Hazard  run, 
'Mon^  us  by  your  Severity  undone: 
Though  we,  ahts!  to  oblige  ye  have  done  mofl,  S 

And  bought  ye  Pleafiires  at  your  own  fad  cofi :  V, 

Xet  all  our  beji  Endeazours  have  been  loft,  C 

5"^  dft  a  States-man  lab' ring  to  be  goody 
His  Honejlysfor  Treafon  underftood: 
Whilft  fome  falfe  fiatt'ring  Minion  of  the  Court, 
Shall  flay  the  Tr.%ytor,  and  be  honoured  for' t, 
Teyou  known  Judges  of  what's  Senfe  and  IVit, 
Our  Author  fwears  he  gladly  will  [ubmit :  7 

But  there's  a  fort  of  things  infefl  the  Pit,  C 

That  will  be  witty,  fpight  of  Nature  too,  \ 

And  to  bethought  fo,  haunt  and  pefter  you. 
Hither  fometimes  thofe  Would- be-M^tts  repair,  7 

In  queft  of  you  ;  where  if  you  not  appear,    *  C 

Crys  one Fugh  I  Damn  me  what  do  we  do  here  ?  \ 

Streight  u}  heftarts,  his  Garniture  then  puts  ' 

In  order,  fo  he  Cocks,  and  out  he  ftruts, 
Toth'Coffee-Houfe,  where  he  about  him  looks: 

Thefliri'  '"''  V^'^  —  r-e  been  to  N.ght  at  /)^^Dukes  : 

■Lhe  Jilly  Rogues  are  all  undone,  my  Dear 

I  gad!  not  one  cf  ferfe  that  I  faw  there,  ' 

Thus  to  htmfelfhe'd  Reputation  gather 

Ofmt,  and  good  Acquaintance,  but  has  neither, 

Wtt  has  indeed  a  Stranger  been  of  late, 

^2^/r.  Pm.;^.,  rmight  fo  ftrange  as  that. 

Both  Houfestoo  too  lo?2g  a  Faft  have  known. 

That  courfefi  Non-fenfe  goes  mofl glibly  down, 

-n^Hs  though  this  Trifler  never  wrote  before, 

ret  Faith  he  vemur'd  on  the  common  Score: 

Since  Non-fenfe  is  fo  generally  aUow'd, 

tie  hofes  that  his  maypafs  amongft  the  Crowd. 

Dramatis 
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MEN, 

^gls.  Mr.  Medbourn. 

Alcibiades,  General  of  Athens,  but  fled^ 

thence  in  difcontent,  and  made  Gene- > Mr.  Batterton. 
ral  of  Sparta,  betrothed  to  Timandra.^ 

Tijfaphernes,  the  old  General  of  Sparta.     Mr.  Sanford. 

'Patroclus,\i\sSor\,2Xi<^YncnAto Akibiabes .  Mr.  Crosby, 

Theramnes,  the  now  Athenian  General,  7  v^^  rr,    • 

in  Love  with  Tmandra,  S 

Toly77dus,  a  young  Noble  of  Athens,  his  ^  j^^j^^  cillow. 

Friend.  S 

WOMEN. 

ID.;^^;^/X  Queen  of  Sparta,  in  Love?  ^^^s.  M^.vl,,. 

with  Alctbiades.  3  ^ 

TiWm   a  nohlc  Athenian  Lady,  be-?  ^^^^  ^^^^^^^^^ 

trothed  to  Alctmaes.  ^ 

Draxilla,  Sifter  to  Akibiades,  and  h^r?  ^^^^^  Barrv, 

Friend.  5        ' 

Ardella,  Lady  of  Honour  to  the  Queen?  ^^^^^  Gillofff, 

of  Sparta,  3 

Piiefb  and  Prieftefies  of  Hymen,  Spirits,  Guards,  MeiTcn- 
gers,  Villains,  Ladies,  ^c, 

ALCJ- 


AWimmTEs. 


AC  T    I.    S  C  E  N  EI. 

S  C  E  N  E   «   Valacm^ piv.  ^y,'A\ 
Enter  'Timandra  and  DraxUla^f  '■■■'  )  ' 
Shouts  without,.. r^ef^;«»£j.'  Thsrry?mes\  Thern'/nn'fft:  t 


TIM  ANDR  A. 


£»ter  a  Servant, 


HAT  mc:in  ihefe  Shciits? 

Sew. Oh  alJ  your  Hopes  are  croCt 

The  Gallant  Alcibiadcs  h  lofl. 

T}m.l\2h\- 

6>^'.—  When  lailNight  tlie  Youta 
cS  Athens  larc       '  . 
P:ore  up  the  OrgU  to  celebi-ate, 
„   ,   ,        ,       ,      The:B^rc/^^?W;,  all  hot  and  drunk  with 
He  led  to  the  Almighty  Thund'rer's  Shr4rie,  r\vine 

And  there  his  Image  feated  on  a  Throne  ''         ' 

They  violently  took,  and  tumbled  dovvn: 
This  opportunity  Themmnes  got 
To  fupplant  him,  and  his  own  ends  promote. 
For  by  the  Senate  he  vvas  docm'd  to^btecd. 
And  that  his  Rival  iliou 'd  in  all  mccc^d ; 
But  he,  the  threatning  Danger  to  evade, 
4s,  to  the  SpMta?}  Camp  for  Refuge  fl.-.^'- 

Vol.  I.  B  "  ■  ^^^^ 


dfe  AXCIBIADES* 

And  now,  by  Order  from  the  Senate,  all 
'  "With  Shouts  proclaim  Theramms  General . 

Tim.  -But  is  he  fled?  Has  he  fo  meanly  dotj^ 
"To  leave  me  to  be  wretched  here  alone? 
Rthis  thy  plighted  Faith,  is  this  thy  TmtbX 
-  bh  too  unkind,  ialfe,  and  unconftantYouth!  \  [Exit  Smjl 

Brax.  Madam,  believe  not  but  my  Brother's  juft, 
~  You  wrong  his  Honour,  by  this  mean  Diftruilj 
Think  you  that  Diftance  can  his  Love  rebate? 

Tim.  Thy  ycmng  Experience  never  iielt  the  Weight 
^;Of  Lovers  Fears  i  if  juft,  he'll  eafily 
^cufe  that  Love,  that  breeds  this  Jealoufie.  [have. 

X>rax.  But,  Madam,  for  thefe  Doubts  no  grounds  job 
Tim.  Alas!  go  ask  of  Mad- men  why  they  rave. 
What  more  could  Fate  do  to  augment  my  Woe  ? 
i  love,  am  mad,  and  know  not  what  I  do. 
I,  who  before  had  nothing  in  my  Eyes 
But  Glory  and  Love. growing  to  Ddight; 

Like  Chymills  waiting  for  their  Labours  Prize, 
My  Hopes  are  dafh'd  and  ruin'd  in  their  height. 
Dr/ix.  Alas,  we  but  with  weak  Intelligence 
.^Read  Heav'ns  Decrees  j  th'are  writ  in  Myftick  Scnfe. 
For  were  they  -'pen  laid  to  mortal  Eyes, 
Men  would  be  Gods,  or  they  no  Deities- 
Perhaps  the  wifcr  Pow'rs  thought  £t  t|ii&  way 
To  give  your  growing  Happinefs  allay» 
Left  fnould  it  in  its  high  Pcrfedion  come. 
Your  Soul  for  the  Reception  might  v/mt  Room. 

Tim.  Thy  Rcafqns,  kind  DM^ci/Z^,  weakly  move: 
What  Woman  e'er  complain'd  of  too  nwich  Love? 
No,  had  Lnaked  to  the  World  been  left. 
Of  Honour,  and  its  gaudy  Plumes, -bereft. 
Yet  all  thefe  I  with  Gladnefs  could  reiign 
So  Alcibiades  had  jftill  been  minej 
But  he  rcmov'd,  what  can  they  give  alone? 
What  is  the  Casket  when  the  Jewel's  gone? 
T>raK.  Madam,  if  he  be  gone,  'tis  to  obtain 
A  nobler  Luftre,  and  return  ^gain: 
Think  ybu  his  great  Soul  could  with  Patience  fee 
His  rifled  Honours  heap'd  on's  Enemy,  And 


Alcibiades.  3 

Aid  not  Ills  Rage  have  grown  to  that  excels. 

As  muft  have  ruin'd  all  your  Happkiefs? 

But  he  withdrew,  and  like  a  icalous  Hermit  did  forcgoe 

Thoie  little  Toys,  to  gain  a  Heav'n  m  you. 

Tim.  That  Zeal  muft  needs  be  very  weak  and  faiflt; 
That  let's  the  Votary  forlake  his  Saint  j 
No,  he  is  htppy  in  fome  other  Flame, 
And  from  his  Brcaft  has  blotted  out  my  Namc^ 
So  that  there  nothing  more  remakis  for  me 
,But  a  kind  Death,  or  a  long  Mifery. 
But  Death  akttie's  th'  unhappy  Lover's  Eafe, 
That  feals  up  to  us  an  Eternal  Peace ; 
By  that  our  Souls  to  endlels  Pleafurcs  move. 
And  we  enjoy  an  everlaftiflg  Love. 
Y«t  e'er  I  dye,  as  dye  I  feel  I  muft. 
To  ^ibiadis  I  woiud  be  juft; 
Fain  would  I  let  him  know  how  I  refign 
AH  in  him,  that  his  paft  Vows  had  made  mme^ 
Then  to  its  Seat  irv  Peace  my  Soul  (hould  flye. 
And  calmly  at  my  Lover's  Feet  I'd  dye. 
Dr/^tUa,  fpr  thy  Friend,  what  couldil:  thou  d©? 

Dr ax.  Mzdzmy  I  could  do  any  thing  for  youj 
!  know  not  what  you'd  ask  me  I'd  deny, 
JExccpt  that  cruel  thin?,  to  fee  you  dye. 

Tim.  Some  fafe  Dilguifes  for  us  then  provide. 
From  watchful  Eyes  our  fudden  Flight  to  hide; 
.Hence  te  the  Spartan  Camp  I'll  forthwith  move. 
Born  on  the  Wings  of  Jcaloufie  and  Love; 
For  I'm  rcfolv'd  to  know  the  worft  of  Fatc^ 
I  wou'd  be  bleft^  can  be  unfortunate ; 
Since  'tis  the  only  thing  of  Heav'n  I  crave. 
To  meet  a  faithful  Lover,  or  a  Grave. 
Theramnes  at  the  Boor. 

Ther.- Stay,  kind  Folindus,  here, 

Whilfl  1  go  pay  my  juft Devotion  there:  [Stepping 40  Tiat. 
See,  faireft  Queen  of  Love  and  Beauty,  here 
Your  faithfulleft  and  humbleft  Worfhipper, 
Who  comes  to  offer  up  a  Sacrifice, 
To  thofe  fitemal  Gipries  of  your  Eyes; 

Bi  It 
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It  is  a  Heart  as  fpotlefs  and  fincere, 

As  the  chafte  Vows  of  holy  Veftals  are; 

Accept,  Divine  one,  and  pronounce  my  Doom.  '» 

Tim,  Are  you,  my  Lord,  to  mock  my  Sorrows  coniQ? 

Ther.  No,  (guided  by  my  Love.;  I  humbly  came 
To  pay  my  Duty,  and  prefent  my  Flame.     . 

Tim.  What  Flame  or  Duty  can  you  owe  to  me? 

Ther.  Next  what  the  Holy  to.  the  Deity, 
When  they  for  Bleffings  at  the  Altars  move ; 
*Tis  Adoration,  Madam,  joyn'd  with  Love. 

Tim.  Love!  I  thought  tliat  had  been  e'er  this  o'cr-blown ; 
I'm  fure  it  had  fmall  Hopes  to  live  upon. 

Ther.  That  Love,  which  only  tedious  Hopes  fuflain. 
Is  a  dull,  eaiie,  and  ignoble  Pain : 
Wine's  an  enliv'ning  and  tranfporting  Fire, .        ' 
Whofe  Flames  increafe,  and  ftill  are  piercing  higher. 

Tnn.  Yes,  as  from  Piles  fome  wilder  Flames  eflay  ■< 
To  mount,  but  baffled  part  in  Fumes  awayj    .u-w  rj  ifA_ 
So  all  that  Love,  you  now  fo  ftrongly  boaft,     '  "^  •■-'  ti\\X 
Sever 'd  from  Hope  in  a  weak  Vapour's  loft  j  A 

But  you  too  urgent  in  your  Suit  appear.  .  '^ 

Ther.  Oh  what's  too  urgent  for  a  Joy  fo  dear! 

Tim.  Since  then  you  Conftancy  fo  firmly  vow, 
Worthy  Theramnes,  here  I  do  fo  too.       [Gives  her  Hand. 

Ther.  Thus,  when  the  Storms  of  Love  are  over-paft. 
We  gain  the  wifht-for  Port  of  Blifs  at  laft. 
I  ne'er  could  doubt [Kips  her  Hand. 

Xim. Then  know  I  ne'er  can  ceafe   . 

From  my  vow'd  Love  to  Alclbiades.  ..     .^j'l 

Ther.  I'm  loft,  and  all  thofe  Joys  I  faw  fo  near;''-JOv/I 
Vanifh,  and  leave  me  wand 'ring  in  Defpair:  ■      '* 

Thus,  Madam,  barb'rolis  Cruelty  y'ave  fhown, 
Raifmg  me  up  only  to  throw  me  down. 

Tim.  Not  to  deceive  you,  I  (Theramnes)  know 
How  much  I  am  oblig'd  t'your  Love  and  You. 
Since  you  fuch  ample  Kindnefs  did  cxprefs. 
In  favour  of  my  Alcibiades: 
How  poorly  did  you  envy  the  Efteem 
1  for  his  matchlefs  Virtues  had,  and  Him ! 

When 
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"When  finding  him  abandoned  by  the  State, 
You,  to  advance  your  Int'reft,  did  create 

New  Feuds  i 

As  if  my  Love  were  ballanc'd  by  his  Fate : 
No,  he  had  nobler  Charms  my  Breaft  to  move, 
Unblemifh'd  Honour,  and  a  fpotlefs  LovCj 
Which  though  perhaps  now  know  another  Flame, 
Yet  I  have  Love  and  Paffion  for  their  Name. 

Thsr.  Am  I  then  of  all  hopes  of  Blifs  debarred  ? 
Oh  too  foft  Charms  fway'd  by  a  Heart  too  hard ! 

Tim.  Y'are  fomething  difcompos'd;  Sir,  1  perceive. 
And  "'tis  but  Modefty  to  take  my  leave. 

Ther.  Oh  flay,  an<l  pity  a  poor  Lover^s  Fate! 

Ti7n.  If  Pity,  Sir,  is  all  you  ask,  take  that. 

T/^fr.  Heav'ns,  can  fne  at  thofe  Chains  flie  gavemefcoflf! 

Tim.  You  at  your  Pleafure,  Sir,  may  fhake  'em  off. 

[Exswit  Tim.  and  Drax.. 
Enter  Polyndus. 

Vol.  How  fares  my  nobleft  Friend  ? 

Ther. As  thofe  who  are 

Tott'ring  upon  the  Brinks  of  dire  Defpair^ 
Help  and  retrieve  me  with  thy'  affifting  Hand, 
Love  thrufts  me  forward,  and  I  cannot  ftand. 

Tol.  Then,  Sir,  turn  back,  and  face  your  driving  Foe. 

Ther.  Alas!  what  can  a  fetter'd  Captive  do? 
The  more  I  drive,  the  failer  I  am  bound, 
As  ign'rant  Swimmers  are  with  i*rugling  drown'd. 

Vol.  Timandra  furely  can't  in  Honour  lefs, 
Than  crown  ypur  Love  with  profperous  Succefs, 
When  fhe  believes  (as  certainly  fhc  muflj 
That  Alcibiades  is  prov'd  unjuft.        * 

Ther.  Alas,  fhe  loves  him  with  much  greater  Flame^, 
And  pays  Devotion  to  his  very  Name : 
Diflance  adds  to  their  Loves  a  Violence j 
And  their  Souls  hold  from  far  Intelligence. 
Thus  my  miftaking  Policy  out-run 
My  Fate  5  and  I'm  by  my  own  Plots  undone. 

Fol.  Why  do  you  let  your  Soul  be  fo  oppreft  B 
'Tis  Patience  beft  befits  a  gallant  Breaft. 

B  J  Jher.^ 
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T^.  Patience!  What's  th^t?  the  Miftrefs  of  tame  Fods' 
That  can  in  nothing  elfe  em^ploy  their  Souls : 
Noi  fince,  Ttmandra,  thou  canft  difapprove 
My  ju{t  Flame  for  an  abfcnt  Rival's  Love, 
I'll  find  that  Rival  out,  and  fhatch  his  Bt^ath^ 
Though  ev'ry  Step  I  tread  encounter  Death. 

Pc/.  Now,  Sir,  y 'are  brave 

^Already  you've  difarm'd  Timandra's  Charms, 

Methinks  I  fee  you  rev'ling  in  her  Arms ! 

Let's  then  o'lh'  Wings  of  Love  and  Honour  flye 

To  th'  Field,  and  meet  th'  infulting  Enemy : 

Where  through  the  Paths  of  Death  and  Blood  we'll  go 

To  meet  your  Rival,  and  his  Country's  Foe  : 

There  the  remembrance  of  Timmdras  Charms 

Shall  add  frefh  Courage  to  your  conqu'ring  Arms, 

But  if  Fate  the  Succefs  fb  order  fhall. 

That  by  your  Rival's  Sword  you  chance  to  fall* 

1  then  (as  Kouour  juflly  will  command,) 

Infpir'd  by  Friendfliip  and  Timandra's  Name, 
Will  bravely  Hem  him,  and  with  this  bold  Hand 

Revenge,  or  fall  aVi<Siim  to  your  Flame. 

Ther.  Oh  noble  generous  Youth !  whofe  tender  Years 
Such  gallant  Courage  and  fuch  Honour  wear ! 
How  can  my  Aims  but  in  my  Wifhes  end,?    Zmhreicii 
Jhat  hav-e  fo  v/orthy  and  fo  brave  a  Friend  ?  ^        ^^/»« 
Come  my  Polyndus 

Pel. On  my  Friend  I'll  waiti. 

Through  all  the  Labyrinths  of  Love  and  Fate.       lEx^mt, 

S  C  E  N  E  IL  The  Tmt  of  ft  Favill'm  Komi  j  the  Ki^g 
and  ^een  of  Sparta,  Alcibiades,  Tiiraphsrncs,  Patro- 
clus,  Gftards,  Ladies,  8cc. 

King.  Now  mufl  iproiid  Athens  lay  her  Triumphs  do wa, 
And  pay  her  Glory's  Tribute  to  my  Crown  j 
No  more  fball  ftupid  Greece  her  Fetters  wear. 
Nor  make  difadvantageous  Peace  for  fear  i 
But  fhe  her  felf  muft  in  Subje<5lion  come. 
And  humbly  at  my  Feet  expedl  her  Doom. 
.  Tif.  Yes,  Sir  j  all  Glories  muft'  when  yours  break  forth. 
Go  vut,  and  lofc  their  Beauty,  and  their  Worth  j 

And 


And  lilce  falfe  Angels  vanifh  and  be  gone, 
Dreading  thofe  Shapes  they  durll  before  put  on. 

Tdt.  Athens,  the  World's  great  Miftrefs,  will  not  be 
Courted  with -low  and  vulgar  Gallantry. 
Her  Glory  aims  at  higher  Chara<aers, 
Than  heavy  Gown-men  clad  in  formal  Furrs : 
Who  wins  her  Deeds  'bove  common  Fate  muft  ^ot,       "^ 
And  fo  fhe's  only  Miftr efs  fit  for  you.  > 

Kmg.  Yes !  and  I  only  will  enjoy  her  too,  3 

But  noble  generous  Youth,  thou  haft  alone  [To  Alcibiades; 
Things  worthy  the  Athenian  Honour  done : 
Thou  like  a  tow'ring  Eagle  foar'dft  above 
That  lower  Orb  in  which  they  faintly  move; 
A  Flight  too  high  for  their  dull  Souls  to  ufe. 
Which  prompted  ^em  that  Honour  to  abufe; 
Thinking  their  Bafenefs  they  might  palliate, 
With  the  dark  Qoud  of  Policy  and  State. ' 
But  let  them  that  black  My  ftery  purfuc, 
By  Worth  and  Honour  Empires  greateft  grow  j- 
Which  when  abus'd,  their  Glory  does  fupprefs, 
As  reversed  Profpeds  make  the  Objeft  lefs. 

Ale.  Yours,  Sir,  like  Hcav'ns  great  Soul,  is  general  5-'. 
DifpenTing  its  kind  Influence  on  all. 
This  makes  Succefs  and  Viftory  repair, 
To  move  with  you  as  in  their  proper  Sphere; 
As  fragrant  Dews  leave  the  corrupter  Earth, 
Exhal'd  by  th'  Sun,  from  whom  they  had  thefr  Birth. 

Kjng,  The  truth  of  that  we  by  your  Lawrels  know, 
Conqueft  your  Arms,  Triumph  ftiil  waits  your  Brow; 
By  your  Succefs  th'  Athenian  Greatnefs  rofe, 
Your  Courage  fcatter'd  their  infulting  Foes; 
And  from  that  Height  to  which  by  you  th'arc  grown, 
*Tis  your  Succefs  alone  muft  throw  'em  down. 
Thus  have  we  made  you  General  of  our  Force  j 
And  all  thofe  Honours  you  were  robb'd  of  there. 
We'll  make  our  Study  to  redouble  here. 

Tif.  And  I,  (if  that  my  Malice  tell  me  true,} 
As  diligently  ihzW  his  Plagues  purfuc.  [Afid^, 

Ak.  Of  all  my  Courage  or  my  Sword  (hall  do-, 
I  ihc  Succefs  muft.  to  your  Virtue  owe, 

B  4.  The 
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The  Honour  and  the  Juftice  of  your  Caufe 

So  glorious  are,  Fatemufl  from  them  take  Laws  t 

So  you  o'er  ^j-^m  this  Advantage  have,.    ■ 

You  Fortune  ri;Je,.  to-whoni  fte's  but  aSlave.        /-,-,  ,/-. 

King.  Enjoy,  myTfffa,^hernes,  now  thy.  Eafe,     -,;j  ^oH 
And  plant  frefh  Lawrels  in  the  Sh:des  of  Pe&jc^  ;-rf  n-^-^lX 
The  Glories  thou  haft  won  fo  num'rous  are,  v.'  ^'•:;-,v  ^.-'^'/ 
They  feem  as  many  as  thy  Age  can  bear. 
But  if  thy  fpacious  Soul  thou  canfl  confine 
"Within  this  narrow  Manfion  of  mine,  -»it  -avi 

Be  this  the  umioft  of  dry  Wifches  Bound,  --.'^il'T 

Vo&is  his  grateful  Heart,  whole  Head  th'afl:  GrownC'  •"^' 

Tlf.  Heav'n  knows  my  Age  does  feel  no  fliarrer  Sting, 
Than  to  vvant  PowV  to  ferve  ,fo  gooda  King..  ,j  ^^^^  A 
But  imce  Time  tells  me  that  my  .Glafs  ir  run,rj-r.icr  xniflvv 
Sfittmg  me  backward  where  I  tirfl  begun  j  ,a~j,  -v-itjif  •.!')' 
Since  no  way  eTfe  they  can  their  Duty  fhow,;  .j 
V\\  only  employ  my  Hands  to  Heav'n  for  you: 
And  what  my  Sword  can't,  may  Devotion  do,;      , 

King.  How  truly  he  a  glorious  Monarch  is,        ■.,  d-.'^i-f/ 
That's  crown'd  with  Bleilings  fo  fublime  as  thcfc!  .^jv^r-^A 
How  can  I  but  in  all  Things  happy  be,  ,U:.nr;oT:^' 
Propt  Dy  llich  Courage  and  fuch  Piety?  ■  -jM  :;t'-  ^.-Iln^'a 
To  me,  with  Gods,  Similitude  is  giv'nj         .  ?  ^i^m  ?:»dT 
'Tis  Pow'r  and  Virtue  that  fupports  their  Heav'n.    —■    ■■' 
Our  Royal  Standard  to  the  City  bear, 
T' alarm  it  to  Obedience,  or  to  War/ 
1o  Morrow  muft  decide  tW  Athen'tm  Fate,  \  -Exeum  Om 
This  Day  to  Joy  and  Eafe  we'll  confecrate.  3    fr^t.  1^]£, ,  '^ 

Tff.  Ungrateful  King!  thy  lliallow- Aims  purfue;   07  ..g 
But,  my  Drisk  Upftart  Fav'rite,  have  at  you.  "  /  '^Y 

V/as  it  tor  this,  my  Ad:ive  Youtn  I  fpent  -^ 

In  War?  and  knew  no  Dwelling  but  a  Tent' 
Have  I  for  this  through  Invious  Mountains  pad? 
Demolilh d  Cities,  and  laid  Kingdoms  wafte? 
Still  m  his  Caufe  un  weary 'd  Courage  fhown  > 
And  almoft  hid  his  Head  in  Crowns  I  won' '      v; 
Upon  my  Breafl  receiv'd  fo  many  Scars,  J-a-.a4ch  ;^.\ 

They  fbem  a  Wardeibrib'd  in  Charaacrs!/-:  il/rO  .iVh'" 
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And  muft  the  Harveft  of  my  Toil  and  Blood, 

Upon  a  fawning  Rebel  be  beftow*d  ? 

Who  having  falfe  to  his  own  Country  been. 

Comes  here  to  play  his  Treaibns  o'er  again? 

Muft  he  at  laft  tumble  my  Trophies  down. 

And  revel  in  the  Glories  I  have  won  ? 

Whilfl  from  my  Honours,  they  me  difengage. 

With  a  dull  Compliment  to  feeble  Age. 

What  ails  this  hardy  Hand,  •  that  yet  it  fliouM 

Tremble  at  Death,  or  /!art  at  reeking  Blood? 

Methinks  this  Dagger  I  as  firmly  hold,    [Driiws  a  Da^gir, 

And  with  a  Sn-ength  as  refolute  and  bold" 

As  he  who  kindly  would  its  Point  impart^ 

A  Prefent  to  an  envy'd  Favorite's  Heart; 

And  I,  fond  Youth,  will  try  to  work  thy  Fal:, 

Though  with  my  own  I  crown  thy  Funeral,  ' 

Envy  and  iMalice  from  your  Manfions  flie, 

Reiign  your  Horrour  and  your  Snakes  to  me; 

For  111  a<a  Mifchiefs  yet  to  you  unknown; 

Kay,  you  fhall  all  be  Saints  when  I  come  down,     fExh, 


.,A  C  T   11.      S  C  E  N  E  I. 

SCENE  v^  Grove  adjowmg  to  the  Spartan  Cam^. 
Enter  Ttmamlr A  and  Draxilla. 

^w.  \I7 HA  T  uncouth  Roads  affliaed  Lovers  pafs ! 

V  V     How  ftrange,  prepoft'rous  Steps  their  Sorrows 
Oh,  AkibUdeSy  if  thou  art  juft,  [trace  1 

Forgive  th'Exceis  of  Love  that  bred  Diftruft. 
Driven  by  that,  difguis'd  I  hither  came, 
Yet  here  and  ev'ry  where  my  Gne?s  the  fame. 
But  kind  Dr^A:;//^'s  Friend  fhip  can  difpel 
The  thickeft  Clouds  that  on  fad  Bofoms  dwell  r 
That  do3s  alleviate  my  Griefs,  and  give 
My  weary 'd  ?qu1  a  foft  and  kind  Reprieve  5 
Wliich  ever  to  forget,  wculd  be  as  hard, 
Axid  as  i  mpoflibie,  as  to  reward. 
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DrMx.  The  fcrving  you,  my  tfeppinejls  fecurcff^ 
I'm  only  fomething  by  my  \mng  yours  j 
Since  equally  with  yours,  my  Hopes  were  croft. 
When  in  your  Lover  I  a  Brother  lofir'; 
1  hen  like  an  Orphan,  deftitute  and  bare 
Of  all,  but  Mifery  and  fad  Defpair, 
Your  Kindnefs  gave  my  yielding  Spirits  reft, 
^nd  rais'd  me  to  a  Dwelling  in  your  Breaft: 
Then  ought  I  not,  in  all,  my  Soul  refign 
To  eafe  her  Griefs  that  kindly  pity'd  mine? 

Tim.  In  that  I  did  what  Honour  ui^'d  me  to, 

Drax.  And  Honour  tells  me  Gratitude  is  due. 

Tim.  But  how  grows  Gratitude  to  that  degc^ 
To  be  affii£led  thus,  and  weep  for  me? 

Drax:  Alas!  that  is  the  leaft  that  I  could  doj 
To  our  worft  Enemies  our  Tears  we  owe. 
Friend  {hip  to  {uch  a  noble  height  fhould  rife, 
As  their  Devotion  does  in  Sacrifice, 
WIk)  think  they  ihev/  a  Zeal  remifs  aad  fmall. 
Except  themfelves  as  nobler  Vi<5Hms  fall. 
With  as  great  Courage  could  I  for  you  die. 
And  my  triumphant  Soul  to  Heav'n  fhould  fliej 
There  J  again  my  Friend(hip  would  renew, 
And  lay  up  chiefcft  Joys  in  flere  for  you.  [take! 

Tim.  What  vaft  and  boundlefs  Flights  does  Fricndihip'/ 
Beyond  what  Search  can  fee,  or  Fancy  track ! 
■'TIS  the  Improvement  of  the  Part  divine, 
"When  Souis  in  their  Seraphick  Tranfpojts  join  j 
In  Souls  united,  fo  we  Friendfhip  fee. 
As  many  Glories  make  a  Deity. 

Enter  Akibkdes  from  the  back  part  of  the  Scr/tef. 

Drax.  Madam,  yonder  he  comes  who  mull  retrieve^  :'; 
Your  drooping  Hopes,  and  your  faint  Joys  revive,  *'' 

Tim.  My  Alcibiades\  how  I  begin 
To  think  my  mifplac'd  Jealoulie  did  finf  * 

Go  meet  him,  feem  all  troubled  and  in  Tears, 
And  with  the  Tale  I  taught  thee,  wound  his  Ears : 
Mean  while  I  will  withdraw  my  fclf  this  way, 
Nor  would  my  fwelUag  PalTions  let  me  flay. 

{GQei  to  the  Door', 
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^',  What  airy  Vmons  o'er  my  Eyes  there  move. 
Like  the  good  Genius  of  an  abfent  Love ! 
Where-e'er  I  turn  me,  I  mcthinks  efpy 
Ttmandra'i  Image  foftly  gWing  by. 
Such  fond  Ambition  Love  his  Slaves  does  teach, 
To  make  'em  fancy  what  they  cannot  reach. 

For  oh,  Divine  One! 

How  fickly  Joys  Honour  and  Greatriefs  grant, 
When  thee  the  Glory  of  my  Soul  I  want! 

Drax.  My  Lord! • 

Ale. Guard  me,  yePow'rs!  Braxilla  hcr^ 

And  weeping  too  I  Oh  my  Prophetick  Fear ! 
What  is't  your  coming  here  would  Teem  to  tell? 
Relate,  oh  quickly,  is  my  Princefs  well  ? 

Drax.  Oh  Sir !  In  that  unhappy  fatal  Night, 
When  to  the  Spartan  Camp  you  took  your  Flight, 
When  by  the  cruel  Senate  you  were  drove. 
Both  to  forfake  your  Country  and  your  Love^ 
Ttmartdra,  and  my  felf,  as  we  were  iate 
In  her  Apartment,  grieving  for  your  Fate  •. 
No  fooner,  with  fad  Jealoufies  oppreft, 
•Her  wearied  Soul  in  Sleep  fought  after  Reft, 
But  Grief  new  Scenes  of  Mifery  brought  in. 
And  plaid  in  Dream.s  its  Horrours  o'er  again  : 
Sometimes  her  tender  Arms  flie'd  forward  ftretch. 
Then  fiercely  at  the  empty  Air  would  catch : 
Weary 'd  with  Grief,  fhe  then  would  milder  be, 
And  in  a  hollow  Sigh  fend  out.  Ah  Me ! 
At  laft  fhe  role,  and  'bout  the  Chamber  walkt. 
Sometimes  fhe  ftarted,  then  flood  ilill  and  talkt: 
Anon,  repeat  fome  fhort  and  pithy  Pray'rj 
Again  grow  wild,  and  tear  her  precious  Hairj 
'Till  having  fo  wrought  Sorrow  to  that  height. 
That  her  Soul  grew  too  tender  for  the  Weight : 
E'er  I  my  Courage  could  colledl,  to  gp 
And  give  a  Hindrance  to  the  fatal  Blow, 
She  with  her  Dagger  flabb'd  her  felf,  and  faid. 
Thus  dy'd  Timarklrai  that  unhappy  Maid. 

Ale.  Ye  Gods !  Is't  thus  your  JufHce  you  difpence, 
To  lay  th'  Reward  of  Guilt  on  Innocence? 

Whs?f. 
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"What  though  thefe  Sacrilegious  Hands  have  thrown 
Your  Images,  thofe  Pageant  Glories,  down! 
Mufl:  you  Revenge  on  her  I  lov'd  transfer  ? 
You  might  have  plagu'd  me,,  fo  y'ad  pity'd  her. 
But  thus  I'll  fend  my  Soul,  where  it  may  tell 
She  lov'd  too  rafhly,  but  not  lov'd  too  well: 

[Offers  to  fall  on  his  Smrd,  bat  is  hindred  by  Draxilla. 
Oh  Siller !  do  not  hinder  me  my  Death ; 
Sighs  are  the  only  Ufe  I've  left  of  Breath: 
One  Blow  will  put  an  end  to  Grief  and  me. 
'  '  Enter  Timandra. 

Tim.  That,  Sir,  you  muit  not  do,  nor  mufl:  I  fee. 

[Alcibiadesy?^^/^, 
Why  Hy  you  back?  Nay,  if  you  fliun  me  now, 
I  fhall  grow  apt  to  think  my  Fears  too  true. 

Ale,  Oh  Heav'ns!  does  then  my  dear  Timandra  live! 
The  Joy's  too  mighty  for  me  to  receive  j 
This  was  tl-ic  greateft  B\l£s  Heav'n  had  to  give. 
How  rafhly  did  my  impious  Rage  prophane 
Your  GoodneisJ  oh  but  wafh  away  that  Stain, 
Then  I  with  Vidims  will  your  Altars  load, 
And  have  a  Sacrifice  for  ev'ry  God : 
'Till  by  thofe  holy  Fires  this  black  Offence 
Be  purg'd,  and  purify 'd  to  Innocence. 
But  Deareft,  how  could  you  fo  cruel  be. 
To  let  fuch  Blifs  be  drefs'd  in.Mifery  ? 
To  tell  me  you  were  dead! 

How  could  you  think  but  th''Horrour  of  that  Breath 
Mufl  damp  my  Soul,  and  chill  me  into  Death  ? 

Tim.  Alas!  my  Fears  could  find  out  no  Relief,; 
But  thus  t  aflault  you  in  the  garb  of  Grief  i 
This  Tryal  of  your  Faith  my  Joy  fecures. 
As  Thunders  ulher  in  refrefliing  Show'rs. 

Ale.  Let  us  no  longer  then  to  Doubts  give  way. 
But  halle  to  tV  Confummation  of  our  Joyj 
So,  ^vith  our  bright^  united  Flames,  difpel 
Thofe  anxious  Mills  that  on  our  Bofoms  dwell. 
Being  of  no  otl^er  Jcaloufie  poffeft, 
But  which  Ihall  kindefl  proves  and  love  the  befl. 

Tim.  And  v/hen  o'ar  faithful,  happy  Hearts  ilaii  be, 
Firmer  united  by  that  facred  Tie, 
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How  in  an  cndlefs  Road  of  Blifs  we'll  move,  V.>  r-rr:  ;^/l 
Steering  our  Motions  by  our  perfedt  Love !  /'  ni j^  I 

There  we  with  Pleafure  will  recount  each  Woe,     '^  *  _ 
Which  we  have  pafs'd,  and  others  undergo. 
There  we'll  rcfled:  o'  th'  various  Hopes  and  Fears, 
The  mournful  Sighs  and  the  impatient  Tears 
Of  diHreft  Lovers,  whilft  well  kindly  thence,  y 

Through  a'ftrange  myftical  Intelligence,  "'  -  57;^,.  .  > 

Give  'em  Redreiles  by  our  Influence :  :  .rJ/.  A/ds.^ 

Till  fo,  by  ours '■•  .        orlv/  ,o::o  rA. 

Their  full  grown  Joys  receive  a  happy  Krtb,--';  »;  •.  "  ?    ', 
As  Planets  in  their  kind  Conjundiion 3  blefs  the  Earth. 

Ale.  Then,  my  Timandra,  to  our  Bliis  let's  fly, 
There's  but  one  Minute  more  to  Extafie.  [Exemt. 

Enter  ^^ueen  and  Ardella. 

^ueen.  Oh  my  Ardella,  whither  ilialt  I  turn? 
I'm  ail  o'er  Flame,  in  ev'ry  part  I  burn.  , .     , 

Ard.  Your  Majelly -.  ,    r'  ■■  ^:  '  J 

^^een. Fool,  Majefty!  what's  that?-  -. . 

Th' ill-natur'd  Pageant  mockery  of  Fate }  - 

When  her  ungrateful  Iportive  Pow'r  ihe'd  ftiow,^ 

Railing  us  high : 

T©  bar  us  of  the  Benefits  below. 

But  I'll  her  fervile  Policy  defpife. 

And  make  her  ftoop  to  Love's  great  Vidories. 

Th'  Almighty  Pov/'r  of  Heav'n  came  down  from  thence. 

To  tafte  the  Sweets  of  am'rous  Excellence: 

Why  then  fhould  Princes,  that  are  Gods  below. 

Think  that  a  Sin  which  Heav'n  is  proud  to  do? 

Ard.  But  Madam,  is  it  not  a  cruel  thing 
T'abufe  a  loving  Husband,  and  kind  King  ? 

^ueen.  Dull  Girl,  thou  know'iT:  not  what  aHuiband  is, 
Alas,  they  never  reach  the  height  of  Blifs, 
But  ignorantly  with  Loves  Magick  play,  =.- 

Till  they  raife  Spirits  they  Avant  Pow'r  to  lay.  [yr 

In  that  brave  Alcibiades  there  fv/arm  ol 

So  many  Graces,  he's  all  over  Charm, 
Such  kilhng  Airs  in  each  part  of  him  move,. 
His  Brows  dart  Majelly,  and  his  Eyes  Lov'fc : 

Oil 
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Oh  my  ArdeUa,  I  am  loft  in  Thought! 

I  fain  would  have  thee yet  'tis  falfe,  Vd  not. 

Ard.  Madam,  your  Royal  Pleailire  but  relate, 
1*11  be  as  faithful,  and  as  firm  as  Fate. 

^een.  Art  thou  then  skilful  in  Love*s  fubdc  Arts, 
Cunningly  to  lay  Ambufcades  for  Hearts  ? 
Canft  thou  exprefs  a  melting  kind  Delirc, 
And  give  a  feeling  Draught  of  Love's  foft  Fire  ? 
jifd.  Madam,  fo  fubt'ly  Y\\  his  Heart  betray. 
As  one,  who  by  fome  great  Magician's  Pow*r, 
Is  hurry'd  through  the  Regions  in  an  Hour, 
And  for  return  again  can  find  no  way. 

^ueen.  My  better  Angel!  Fly  then  fwift  as  Time, 
Or  Thought}  thou  gain'ft  a  Queen  in  gaining  him. 
But  ufe  fuch  Secrefie  as  ftollen  Loves  fliould  have. 
Be  dark  as  the  hufht  Silence  of  the  Grave. 

^d.  Madam,  diftruft  not  but  that  I  fhall  dd. 
Both  what  is  to  your  Love  and  Honour  due. 

^ueen.  Honour!  a  very  Word}  an  empty  Name; 
How  dully  wretched  is  the  Slave  to  Fame ! 
Give  me  the  Soul  that's  large  and  unconfin'd  j 
Free  as  the  Air,  and  boundlefs  as  the  Wind : 
Nature  was  then  in  her  firft  Excellence,  ^ 

When  undifturb'd  with  puny  Confcience,  % 

Man's  Sacrifice  was  Pleafure,  his  God,  Scnft.  J 

Enur  Tiflaphemes. 
Tif.  Madam,  by  th'  King's  Command  I'm  to  you  fent. 
Who  attends  your  Royal  Prefence  in  his  Tent. 
^een.  I  go- —  [Exetmt  ^em  and  Ard, 

TiJ. -Now  all  is  ripe,  methinks  I  fee 

Treafon  walk  Hand  in  Hand  with  Deftiny, 

And  both  in  a  kind  Afped  fmile  on  me. 

Now  the  whole  Court  proceeds  to  folemnite 

The  Nuptials  of  proud  JilciSiades. 

Where  ev'ry  thing  does  as  I'd  wifh  combine. 

To  give  a  happy  End  to  my  Defign. 

It  is  the  Cuftom  at  a  Marriage  Feaft, 

The  Bridegroom 

JVitl?  a  M  Bowl  prefents  his  chicfeft  Gucf^. 

The 
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The  Cups,  by  my  great  Secrefic  and  Care, 
Wkh  ftrongeft  Potioa  all  infe^aed  are: 
Which  when  our  uSicibmdes  (hall  bring. 
And  offer  as  his  Duty  to  the  King, 
The  Poifon  and  his  fudden  Death  will  feem 
Fully  a  traiterous  Delign  in  him. 
Then  muft  the  Crown  defcend  on  me,  and  fo 
I  fcaft  my  Rage,  and  my  Ambition  too. 
Let  Cowards  Spirits  ftart  at  Cruelty, 
Remorfc  has  ftill  a  Stranger  been  to  me. 
I  can  look  on  their  Pains  with  the  fame  Eyes, 
As  Priefts  behold  the  falling  Sacrifice. 
Whilft  they  yell  out  the  horrour  of  thdr  Moans, 
My  Heart  (hall  dance  to  th^Mufick  of  their  Groans.  [Exit, 
Enter  Captain  of  the  Guards. 
Capt.  Look  that  your  Care  and  Diligence  be  great, 
See  the  Guards  doubled,  and  each  Cent'ncl  fet.         lExit, 

The  Scene  drasm,  dtfcovers  the  Tent  of  a  ?mjillm%  m  it 

m  Altar,  behind  -which  are  feat ei  the  King  and  ^uem, 

attended  by  Tiflaphernes,    Patroclus,  and  the  re(i  of 

the  Campi  about  the  Altar  flandfeveralPrieJis  o/Hymeri. 

Ki73£.  Each  Day  brings  fome  furpriz,c  of  Pleafure,  here 

Love  vies  his  Triumphs  with  the  God  of  War. 

Six  Priejis  of  Hymen  Dofice. 
The  Dance  ended,  Enter  chief  Frieji  and  Prieflefs  of  HymciSj 
Prieji  leading  Tiraandra,  and  the  Prieflefs  Alcibiades, 
Priefi  Sings, 
Diftrading  Jealoulics  and  Fears, 
Heart-breaking  Sobs  and  reftleft  Tears 
Fly  to  the  Breafts  that  arc 
Wrack't  with  Defpair : 
In  this, 
Prieflefs.  Or  this, 

Cho.  No  Tears  but  thofc  of  Joy,  no  Pantings  but  of  Bli^ 
Prieflefs.  Yes,  yes,  by  Love  alone  we  fee 
On  Earth  the  Glories  of  a  Deity ; 
For  'tis  the  greareft  Work  above. 
To  be  Innocent,  and  Love. 

Thofc 
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Thofe  then  that  flame  fo  nobly  here. 

What  ravifhing  Delights  mufl  they  have  there ! 

C^^.Who  on  Earthto  their  Honour  arejuft,and  their  Love- 
Muft  reap  the  chief  Bleffings  above,  * 

Frieft.  Let's  then  proceed,  -and  Hymen's  Aid  implore, 
To  join  thofe  Hands  whofc  Hearts  were  hnk'd  before/ 

Friejiefs.  Agreed^     -  -..i::.  i:  ..  '     . 

P?-;e/?.  Agreed.    .  :L  via  b^R  .^r^n^m  i-r 

Triejiefs.  Agreed.  -  f?-^*i  '•''-'"-'■"■■:' ■ 

Trieft.  Agreed. 

Cho.  HymeUy  oh  Hymen,  come  away, 
Crown  the  Wilhes  of  this  Day. 
See,  fee  thefe,  pure  refin'd  Delires 
W^it  at  thy  Torch,  wait  at  thy  Torch^  to  improve  their  Fires 

WfAlft  this  Chorus  is  finglng.  Hymen  enters  -with  his  Torch, 
and  joins  their  Hands  with  a  Wreath  of  Rofes,  -which  the 
Trf^JfeJs  Jlrikes  rpith  her  Spear  and  breaks,  then  they  offer 
both  Farts  upon  the  Altar. 

rhis  Ceremony  ended,  a  Dance  is  perfornfd  by  four  Friejh  and 
Friefiejfes  of  Hymen,  all  carrying  in  their  Hands  floort 
Spears  7nHffld  r»tth  Floroers  and  Boughs  of  Fruit -^  after 
yphich  aBowl  is  brought  in,  _  and  prefinted  to  Alcibiades, 
vpho  immediately  upon  the  receipt  jborps  to  the  King,  roho 
defcends  -with  the  ^een,  and  recems  the  Borpl  of  him 
thenfpeaks.        ^   ^  -  ,  •* 

:  -  '.  .,._..    r.-  ■'■•..". 

King.  To  fhew  how  flria  a  Rev^ereace  I  have 

For  ev'ry  thing  chat  loyal  is,  and  brave, 

\_Drar0ing  near  to  Tiilaphemes. 

This  fignal  Honour  only  due  to  me, 

Thus  Tiffaphernes  I  confer  on  thee.   [Frefmts  him  theBoj&l. 
lif.  Confiificn !  What  means  thk  ? 
King.  Nay,  do  not  flart, 

It  is  the.Oiicring  oi  a  grateful  Heart : 

Come  drink  to  iuch  a  Depth  as  may  exprefs 

Thy  Wifl-.es  for  their  Joy,  and  Sparta  s  Happineis, 
Tif  I  muft  obey  your  Majefty 

[Frsfferingt0drink,%tsfail  the  Bowl,  andfeemitoSmonbaeh 
Fat.  Alas  roy  Father! 
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King.  How  fares  our  worthy  Friend? 

Hence  tjuickly,  for  our  chief  Phylicians  fend.  .  . 

So  much  this  aged  Hero  I  edeem,       . 

I  rather  could  part  with  my  Crown  than  him. 

Tif.  My  Health,  Sir,  needs  no  othej  help  than  this,  [fairttlj. 
That  you  will  pardon  its  Infirmiries. 
The  Wine  was  of  lb  ftrong  an  Excellence, 
Its  Spirits  prov'd  too  mighty  for  my  Senfe. 

AUrmn  without.    Enter  Oficer.  •    ' ' 

Of.  Dread  Sir,  your  Camp  th'  Aihentan  Force  alarms  : 
Without  the  City  Gates  th'  appear  ia  Arms.  •     i  .•  {,] 

And  with  a  numeilous  and  warlike  Train,     -  f.'??n:' w  oul 
Begin  .theii*  March  upon  the  neighb'ring  Plain. 
Their  bloody  Enfigns  all  difplay'd  appear,  '   :!-  i-oh'-^J  5sfiT 
And  hold  an  amVous  Combat  with  the- Air;    -.-r-'r  -"  >  •Y'* 
Looily  they  fly,  and  with  a  wanton  Play/  > 

Seem  to  falute  the  Sun-beams  in  their  way:      .  ;..  .      ,  ^T 
Whilft  their  fhrill  Trumpets  rattle  in  the  Sky^^  .. 
As  if  with  Miiiick  they'd  charm  Vi<5tory.        -r'/Y  .^'x-'Z 
And  this  Triumphant  Pride  does' higher  grow,  -f-vrw-:  v;3/{T 
That  they  may  make  a  Conqueft  fit  for  you.     r  j  ^'f-g  a/^ 

King.  'Tis  wellj  cv'ry  Battalia  reinforce  ^  {fiinxiy  VjH 
With  my  late  frefh  SuppHes  of  Ferfian  Horfc,^  r^jQ^  ••«d'»K 
Their  Fate  no  longer  will  delay  endure i  i^-  <^ii  -.'-  .  s  A 
Prepare  to  tight  'em  in  this  very  Hour,  ...  -? 

I'd  have  this  Day  hereafter  famous  be,  ,[ 

For  the  Renow^n  of  Love  and  Vidory.  [Shouts  from  afar. 
Enter  another  Officer.  ■;  •.l;'.r 

2  Off".  The  Enemy,  Sir,  docs  on  the  Plain  appeaF,.*  ij  .;i' 
And  v/ith  re-ecchoing  Shoutings  pierce  the  Air.       "  ■rj.iTV 

King.  So  Beafls  decreed  for  Slaughter,  e'er  they  fkH/.'  : 
With  their  own  Beli' wings  ring  their  Funeral. 
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ACT  III,     SCENE  t 

S  C  EN  E  the  Camp 

Enter  Tiflaphemes. 

ly /^^UUSE  on  my  niggard  Stars  j  they  were  fo  poor, 
V->/  That  my  Revenge  prov'd  greater  than  their  Pbw'r ; 
My  Fury  had  begot  Co  vafl  a  Birth, 
Fate  wanted  Strength  enough  to  bring  it  forth. 

[Trumpets  afar-off  found  d  ChMYgt, 
That  fprightly  Sound  darts  fiercely  through  my  Soul. 
Oh  that  I  might  one  Minute  Fate  controulj 
Could  but  command  one  happv  fatal  Dart, 
To  fend  it  felf  into  the  Gen'rars  Heart. 

Inter  King  and  ^ueen  attended.  [claim; 

Kmg.  Thus  muft  proud  States  fubmit,  wken  Monarchjr 
They  govern  in  a  rude  difbrder'd  Frame,  =  - 

As  Stars  in  a  dim  Senate  rule  the  Night, 
But  vanifti  at  the  Sun's  more  potent  Light, 
jthens  now  feels  the  Fury  of  my  Heat: 
A  Pow'r  like  theirs,  divided,  can't  be  great: 
It  may  tumultuous  and  num'rous  fhow, 
But  ne'er  contraft  to  give  a  fteady  Blow. 

^em.  In  States,  thofe  monftrous  maHy-headed?dw'r5> 
Their  private  Int'reft  publick  Good  devours. 
Tis  true,  when  in  their  Hands  a  Rule  they  gain. 
They  know  to  ufe  that  Power,  not  maintain. 
Like  Pirates  in  a  Fleet,  a  while  they  may 
Seem  dreadful;  but  when  by  fome  juiler  force 

Oppos'd 

Each  his  own  Safety  feeks,  and  fhrinks  away. 

Tif.  You,  Sir,  have  vanquifh'd  Emp'rors,  fetter 'd  Kings:. 
States  arc  fuch  mean  and  deipicable  Things, 
Compar'd  with  other  G4ories  y'ave  fubdu'd. 
Their  Conqucft  ieems  but  a  foft  Interlude. 

[Trumpets  from  far  found  a  Retreat, 
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Inter  a  Mtffenger. 

Mtf.  This  Minute,  Sir,  your  Glories  are  compleaty 
The  routed  Enemy  makes  a  faint  Retreat: 
Vi^ory,  blufhing  tiiey  no  more  could  do. 
With  a  full  Wing  direds  her  Flight  to  you. 

King.  Thus  DeiJamia  are  our  Wiflies  crown'<f. 
Love  and  Renown  in  the  fame  Sphear  go  round : 
Our  lafting  Loves  draw  lafHng  Viiftories, 
-Whilft  Courage  takes  his  Flame  from  Beauty's  Eyes.. 
Biter  another  Mejfenger. 

1  Mef.  Thus  }K)urly,  Sir,  frefli  Glories  you  receive 
Athens  no  more's  your  Enemy,  but  Slave. 
Like  the  iad  Ruins  of  a  Hurricane, 
Their  tatter'd  Troops  are  fcatter'd  o*cr  the  Plam, 
And  in  diforder'd  Parties  make  away. 

King.  Relate,  how  went  the  Bus'nefs  of  the  Day  f 

Mef.  Brave  Alcibiades  has  Wonders  done. 
Ne'er  greater  Courage  was  in  Spa>rta  fhown. 
Troops  were  not  able  to  withftand  his  Shock, 
Like  Thunder  from  a  Cloud  his  Fury  broke 
On  all  lus  Enemies  j  and  like  that  too, 
Death  and  Amazement  did  attend  each  Blow, 
Long  doubtful  Fortune  dally'd  on  her  Wheel, 
And  neither  feem'd  to  move  it,  nor  ftand  ftill, 
*Till  at  the  laft  the  brave  'Bolyndus  fell. 
His  Lofs  did  fo  amaze  the  Enemy, 
That  in  difordcr  they  b^an  to  fly. 
Yet  brave  Thersmnes  rally  *d  in  their  Hcadj  ^ 

Though  fo  their  Fate  was  but  a  while  delayed,  ^ 

For  by  our  Gen'ral  he  was  Captive  made.  j^ 

At  which  again  they  did  their  Flight  renew,  ^ 

With  Numbers  too  ib  tatter'd  and  &>  few,  V 

It  had  been  Barbarifm  to  purfuc.  t 

Then  fair  Timandra,  who  from  fer  had-bectr 
An  anxious  Loc^Ler  on  this  Tragick  Scene, 
With  all  the  hafte  Joy  could,  or  Love  afFwd, 
Flies  to  congratulate  her  congu'ring  Lord  j 
Now  both  in  folemn  Triumph  dris  way  move. 
To  Crown  your  Glories,  as  you  Grown'd  their  Love. 

Trumpet  h 
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Trumpets.     Enter  Akibiades,    Patroclus,    Timandra,  md 
Theramnes  Frifoner :  Alcibiades  kneels  to  the  King, 
King.  Sir,  of  your  Brav'ry  I've  already  heard. 
So  much  above  the  Power  of  Reward  j 
It  were  but  juft  that  I  fhould  Homage  do. 
And  offer  up  Acknowledgments  to  you. 
Rife,  Sir,  and  give  this  Ceremony  o'er. 
The  PoUure  ill  becomes  a  Conqueror.  [Alcib.  rifes, 

uilc.  Conqu'rors  that  are  triumphant  in  the  Field, 
Muft  at  their  Monarch's "Feier  their  Trophies  yield  j 
For  ail  thofc  Glories  which  their  Conqucfts  claim,;  ■/.  - 
They  only  have  Suboi-dinate  from  them.  .'  '.. 

Thus,  though  my  Sword  this  Captive  has  o'ercome," 
It  is  from.you  he  mufl  expedl  his  Doom. 

Jher.  Yes,  and  in  this  you  have  o'ercome  him  too, 
He  cannot  talk,  'Sir,  half  fo  fail  as  you. 
Curie,  though  I  am  your  Prifoncr,  I  hate 
To  hear  your  Pride  upbraid  me  with  my  Fate. 

uilc.  Why,::Sir,  was't  not  my  Favour  that  you  hve^ 
Iher.  No  5  for  I  hate  that  Life  your  Hand  did  gwt,  y-il 

Know,  had  your  Fatebeen  mine '•' 

I  fhould  havQ  urg'd  kind  Deftiny  more  home, 
And  there  have  revell'd.  Rival,  in  your  room. 

Ale.  Sir,  for  yoar  Love,  you  fhew  but  weak  Pretence, 
When  all  your  Arguments  are  Infblence. 
Whence  does  it  fpring  ? 

Ther, From  whence  your  Blifs  yoti  draw, 

BpVe,  that  ne'er  clog'd  his  Profelytes  with  Law. 

Ilov'd  this  Fair  One  firft,  and  you  muft  know 

1%  love  her  flill ;  and  what's  aJI  that  td  you  ?  .  -^  I 

^Alc.  This  Rudenefs,  Sir,  my  Fury  can't  engage: 
Vou  are  ill-manner'd,  and  beneath  my  Rage. 

Ther.  But  know,  I'll  follow  ftill  my  Hate  to  thee^ 
Nor  fhall  ray  Chains  obftruft  thy  Deftiny: 
Thou  did  ft  fupplant  me  in  Timandra's  Love, 
For  which  I  gaye  thy  Glories  a  Remove  5 . 
And  on  thy  Ruins  made  my  felf  more  great:  -:  -    -^ 

But  fince  my  WiDies  Fate  would  not  compleat,       -t'  v/oH 
My  Fury  with  my  Fortune  ihan't  decrease, 
I'Ji  ftill  purfue  thy  Life  and  Happinefs : 

By 
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By  all  Defpairs,  dark 'Arts,  thy  Fall  ddign,  .    ..^ 

Till  in  thy  Blood  I  write  Timandm  mine.  i  ^ir'T 

Ale.  Rave  on;  know  of  youi'  Threats  no  Senfelfed/ 
I'd  laugh  at  'em,  wer't  not  to  lofe  a  Smile.    - .    .'    -.■ !  ,7 

King.  But  I'll  take  care  that  he  (hall  better  knaw^'^^t 
What  'tis  a  Captive  for  his  Life  does  owe.  "  ' '  '-'^ 

How  dare  you  offer  here  theie  Injuries  ?      ^ 
Know  you  how  much  this  gallant  Man  I  prize? 
Guards,  to  Confinement  the  Offender  bear,      :ti^[\  -.i^Z. 
Be  his  Bonds  narrow,  and  Rellraint  fevere. ,  [rri^vn  hnh 
Since  in  your  Breaft  fuch  a  hot  Frenzy  reigns,'    :  I  ^TT 
We'll  try  how  you  can  brave  ic  in  your  Chains.;  -:;M  -'••T 
^   Ther.  So  King,  as  thou  fhalt  envy  what  th'aftdone  j    --^ 
•1  have  a  Soul  can  fmile  when  thou  dofl  frown. 
(Whilft  I  Timandra's  fair  Idea  wear, 
I  can't  want  Freedom,  for  111  think  of  her.    [Exit  guarded. 

King.  Thus.  Madam,  to  your  Eyes  muit  Conqueft  bow , 
Who  are  your  Slaves  no  other  Fetters  know.  ^    - 

Tim.  If  any  Charms  in  me  there  can  appear,       oa  oxi. 
They  only  are  confin'd  and  bounded  there : 
No  greater  Aims  nor  more  Ambirion  know,  \RX>i 
Than  how.  Sir,  to  oblige  him  that  ferves  you.r'     .Vr-.. 

Ale.  Your  gen'rous  Pity  to  our  faithful  Flames, 
That  Pov/er  which  it  gave  'em  juflly  claims. 
Thus  happy  by  your  great  Indulgence  made, 

In  Joys  fo  perfed,  nothing  can  remove:  .;    ... 

Your  fpreading  Glories  ne'er  fhall  fhrink  or  fade,  o  n*iiT 

Till  you  forget  to'  afpire,  and  we  to  love.         ^.-  ''\ 
But  how  dare  I  ufurp  the  leaft  Pretence, 
Who  only  feorrow  all  my  Laurels  hence !  [Pointing  to  -Pat. 
This  is  that  noble  Youth,  who,  when  I  ftood 
Befet  on  ev'ry  fide  with  Death  and  Blood, 
To  my  Relief  flich  gen'rous  Succour  brought. 
And  things  fo  much  above  ev'n  Wonder  wrought.   '   . 

Fat.  You,  Sir,  that  taught  me  Friend  Ihip,  taught  me  too, 
How  much  is  to  that  facred  Title  due. 
No,  Sir,  if  your  Li?c  at  hazard  lye,  - 

Though  thoufand  Deaths  fhould  fiare  me,  on  Fil  fife, 
And  Conquer  all,  or  bravely  with  you  die. 

^  .  AU, 
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Ale.  In  Gallantry  you  are  fo  ablblute. 
That  I  grow  faint,  and  flag  in  the  Purfuit, 
Vet  that  return  accept  in  Silence  here. 
Which  is  Co  great ^twill no  Expreflion  bear.  {Imhrac^him\ 

Ti/1  HcU!  Sure  my  Blood  is  grown  degenerate. 
Can  this  my  Son  embrace  the  Man  I  hate?  C-^'^? 

King.  How,  Tijjfaphemes,  is  thy  good  Age  bkfl 
In  foch  a  Son,  of  fuch  a  Friend  pofleft! 
Thus  from  thy  revVend  Trunk  frefh  Glories  fpread. 
And  with  their  pious  Laurels  fhade  thy  Head, 

Tif.  In  this  warm  Comfort  patiently  I'll  fit. 
Till  Fate  (hall  come  and  claim  her  lateft  Debt. 
Sometimes  my  Youth's  paft  Triumphs  I'll  review,         J^ 
And  pleafe  my  felf  they  were  approved  by  you :  S 

Alas,  IVe  nothing  elfe  left  now  to  do,  [JromaSy^ 

Oh  my  dear  Boyi  Sir,  be  my  Joy  thus  fhown, 
Poflcfs  the  Father  as  you've  gain'd  the  Son.  [Embraces ioth. 

King.  Mocarchs,  thus  propt,  the  fhocks  of  Fate  defie, 
>Io  bond^  £o  firm  as  thofc  which  Friendfhip  tie. 

[Exit  King  attended. 
Manmt  Alcibiades,  Timandra^/i»i  Draxilla. 

Ah.  Now,  nobleft  Sifter,  how  fhall  be  repay'd 
Thofe  lai^e  Endearments,  which  your  Love  has  made  ? 
Our  Happinefs  will  but  imperfe<^  prove. 
If 'midft  the  growing  Plealiires  of  our  Love, 
We  nothing  elfe  in  Gratitude  can  do. 
Than  only  wifb  a  Happinefs  to  you. 

Drax,  What  I  have  done.  Sir,  never  had  regard 
To  that  iinifter  thing  we  call  Reward. 
Good  Deeds  tjieir  worth  and  value  have  from  hence. 
They  their  own  Glory  are  and  Recom  pence. 

Ale.  But  Sifler,  if  I  might  one  Queftion  move? 

Brax.  Your  pleafure.  Sir? 

Ale -Could  you  not  Madam- —  Love 

The  Friend,  in  whom  I'm  happy  fince  I  came, 
In  Honours  as  renown'd  as  in  his  Name  ? 
He,  when  I  to  him  often  would  relate 
The  fad  Adventures  of  my  Love  and  Fatef 
So  much  your  gallant  Friendfhip  did  admire. 
That  with  your  Character  he  grew  on  Firej 

And 
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And  bears  a  Flame  fo  noble  and  {liblime. 
As  not  to  love  a^in  would  be  a  Crime. 

Drax.  Sir,  that's  a  thing  I  cannot  now  diicourfb^ 
,lx)ve  rarely  conquers  with  a  flidden  Force. 
Nor  muft  I  that  acknowledge  as  my  due. 
Which  was  perhaps  a  Compliment  to  you: 
If  any  thing  in  me  he  can  approv^e, 
I  may  believe  it  Gallantry,  not  Love. 

uilc.  I  (hall  no  more  your  Modefty  offend: 
Pardon  a  forward  Zeal  to  ferve  my  Friend. 
HBut  if -ought  add  a  Blefling,  'twill  to  fee 
You  made  as  happy  as  you  have  m.ade  me.  lExetm, 

Enter  Tiflaphernes  and  Patroclas. 
Tif.  D'you  underftand,  Patroclus,  what  y'ave  done? 
Have  you  conlider'd  that  you  are  my  Son  ? 

P^.  Sir,  *tis  a  Title  I^m  proud  of. 

17/.  How  can  you  then  defcend  to  things  ib  bafe. 
That  blot  my  Glory,  and  my  Name  deface? 
WJiilft  thus  your  blinded  Folly  fo  adores 
The  only  Tray  tor,  that  my  Soul  abhors?  ^ 

Tat.  How,  Sir!  I  doat  upon  the  Man  you  hatcf 
No,  I  had  never  Thoughts  fo  impious  yet. 
By  all  my  Hopes,  if  any  Wretch  there  be 
S'  unhappy  to  be  held  your  Enemy, 
Rather  than  in  my  Breaft  his  Image  bear, 
yd  raze  it  from  my  Heart,  or  ftab  it  there. 

Tif.  Stay,  left  you  fhould  pronounce  too  raih  a  Doom 
Believe  it  is  a  Blow  will  wound  you  home,    ' 

But  I  will. try 

What  gea'rous  Refolution  you  exprefs. 
Know  then  you  muft  haxt  Akibii^dej. 

Tat.  Prote^a  nie  Heav'n!  can  you  command  that  T 
Should  break-  th^at  Knot  you  did  fo  lately  tie  ! 
Was't  not  your  Love  that  did  our  Friendfhip  join? 
Did  not  your  kind  Embraces  iecond  mine? 

Tif.  Embraces!  Lovcl  and  Kmdnefs!  what  are  thele? 
The  outward  Varnifh  that  our  Hearts  difguife. 
Haft  thou  fa  long  with  Courts  converfant  beei^ 
The  various  turns-  of  Power  and  Grcatnefs  ft  en, 

Md 

•F 
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And  haft  thou  not  this  My  fiery  yet  fQiifKJv  ':  r.  r-^ssc  hah 
Always  to  fmile  in's  F^ce  we  mean  to  wound ?  .♦  loa  iK 
Comf  yo.u  muft  hate  him,  nay  and  kill  him  too.  .aix^I 

Tclt.  Oh  let  me  rather  beg  iny  Death  from  yoUv-  evosl. 
Can  you  comrnand  me,  Sir,  to  wound  a  Heart,   .       ■■^<''^, 
Whereof  I  do  ppffefs  fo  great  a  Part  ? 
In  that  i  fhould  prove  a  Self-murderer: 
Piercing  his  Breaft,  I  ftab  my' own  Image  there. 

Tif.  Come,  lay  thefe  idlp  Boyifh-Scruples  dowi^  .  ,  ., 
Do  as  becomes  your  Virtue,  an4  my  Son.     -(M  e  iw^^.ifi 
Can  you  behold  him  rev 'ling  in;my  Place,  ;.  jr'^iio'li  Jrjfi 
And-turning  all. my  Honours  to  Difgrae^;.  <"  .  :  t?b£rG  uoY 
And  can  you  of  fo  little  Value  prize.  ;  •  ^'  ■:  ••. 
The  Honour  of  your  Blood,  not  to  fhed  his? 

Tfit.  Oh,  Sir,  no  farther  urge  this  horrid  Theam, 
'Twill  blaft  your  Glories,  and  your. Wreaths  defame,   , 
Do  but  look  on  that  Life  -you  would  deflrpy,     ,11  .>xV 

See  if  it  ben't  as  Ipotlefs  and  ferene       ,  >  -^-  --[{.  -^^  ' 
As  that  which  in  their  Heav'n  bleft  Saints  enjoys  •  .'  -■'  ' 

Pure  and  untouch'd  but  with  a  Thought  of  Sin. ,    :■/,', 
By  all  th' Endearments  of  a  filial  Love,  ^Kneels, 

And  if  that  Charm  cannot  your  Pity  move,  '  i  .//i' 
By  m.y  dear  Mother's  Ghoft,  whofe  dying  Pray'r  ' 

Bequeath'd  me  her  chief  Treafure  to  your  Care, 
This  unjuft  cruel  Enmity  lay  down,  -- ;.  rj^L.-;i 

And  do  not  in.  his  Friend  deftroy  your  Son.   :\  i:  ^jszt  b'i 
On  the  paft  Brav'ry  of  your  Youth  look  back,    .  :  : ..  : 
There  the  bright  Paths  of  ail  your  Triumphs  track;  - 
Think  what  'twill  be  thofe  Glories  to  exchange. 
For  a  bafe,  brutal,  infamous  Revenge. . 
Oh,  Sir,  recall,  recall  the  dire  Decree,  j 

'Tis  fuch  a  Deed  as  Fate  will  fhrink  to  lee.  > 

Tif.  Then  'tis  the  fitter  to  be  done  by  mc.-.ia  :.:.  l^IT 
Give  this  unmanly  Childifh  Pity  o'er,  ,.,'  jcn  :zl>^ 

Or  ne'er  prefume  to  call  me  Father  more.    :,  ,v   :,;     '  'C. 

J^at,  Then  fee  how  I  rcfign  that  Int'refl  here;;:  :lRifes, 
Thus  all  the  Bonds  of  Duty  cancell'd  are.      , .  y.^ ;....  '•:'!  '" 
Whilft  fuch  black  Horrours  in  your  Soul  I  fegj  'f'^.  •;:■'.; 
Y'are  not  my  Father,  but  my  Enemy. 

Nov7 
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Now  againft  me  let  all  your  Vengeance  come ; 
Thus,  thus  my  Breaii  for  your  Revenge  has  room. 

Brave  Alcibiades 

No,  (ince  fuch  barb'rous  Mifchiefs  you  dare  do, 

ril  die  for  him,  but  fcorn  to  live  for  you. 

Why  don't  you  ftrike.  Sir?  Is  your  Rage  grown  faint? 

Tif.  I  fear  I've  too  much  trifi'd  with  this  Boyj 
Curfe  on  his  Honour,  'twill  my  Hopes  deftroy. 
But  ril  fmooth  all  in  time.     Oh  my  dear  Son, 
Now  art  thou  worthy  to  be  call'd  my  own.  -_ 
None  but  a  Heart,  that's  truly  noble,  cou'd 
Ever  deferve  a  Title  to  my  Blood. 
No,  may  ye  both  in  your  brave  Friendihip  be 
As  truly  Happy  as  I  am  in  thee. 
That's  curft .  [^^^ 

Fat.  Is  then  my  Father  kind  ?  can  he  approve 
Our  Friendihip  ?  Does  he  once  more  crown  our  Love  ? 
Oh,  Sir,  let  thus  my' Acknowledgment  be  giv'n, 
As  we  for  BlcfTings  offer  Thanks  to  Heav'n.  [Kffech 

Tif,  Rife,  rife  thou  Comfort  of  my  Agej  I  now 
Have  underftood  all  I  could  vnil-:  to  know. 
Alas,  in  this  Difguife  I  did  but  try 
The  Strength  and  Virtue  of  thy  Conflancy. 
'Tis  a  Refrefhment  to  this  hoary  Head, 
To  prove  that  Virtue  which  my  felf  have  bred. 
Thus  bleft  in  Peace  Fll  to  my  Grave  defcend. 
As  the  declining  Sun  goes  down  at  Ni^ht, 
Pleas'd  with  the  rifmg  of  an  ofF-fpringlLight. 

T;it,  Such  myftick  Ways  Fate  docs'our Loves  ccniinn 
As  rooted  Trees  {land  fkfter  by  a  Storm.  ' 

After  this  fhock  our  Friendfhip's  more  fecure. 
As  Gold  try'd  in  the  Fire  comes  forth  more  pure,    [txk, 

Ttf.  There's  forne  Foundation  yet  for  my  Defign- 
The  Captive's  brave  j  Til  try  to  make  him  mine.      ' 
Un weary ''d  I  will  let  my  Fury  range, 
And  leave  no  Heart  unlearch'd  to  fia'd  Revenge.       iZxlt. 

VoL.L  C  SCENE 
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S  C  E  N  E     11.     jidark  TettU 

Theramnes  in  Chains. 

They.  How  Tweet  a  Quietude's  in  Fetters  found ! 
That  it  fecms  almoft  Freedom  to  be  bound. 
Though  thus  confined,  my  agil  Thoughts  may  fly 
Through  all  the  Regions  of  variety. 
Here  in  a  trice  I.  can  the  World  run  o'er, 
And  finifli  whole  Years  Labours  in  an  Hour. 
But  oh  my  Miftrefs!  my  timandra  loiil 
That  is  the  only  Bitternefs  I  tafte. 
This  outward  Fetter  but  my  Body  chains. 
But  that  the  Freedom  of  my  Soul  detains. 
Why  by  my  Rival's  Sword  did  I  not  fad  ? 
So  bravely  have  embraced  one  Death  for  all? 
Yet  why  fhould  I  court  fuch  an  abje<fi  Fate? 
Courage  is  the  Supporter  of  the  Great. 
Methinks  Fve  fompthing  yet  to  do,  might  prove 
Becom-ing  both  my  Glory  and  my  Love. 
I'll — -hah  this  does  my  bulie  Thoughts  prevent 

Enter  Tiflaphernes. 
Is  that  old  Fiend  for  a  Tormenrer  ient.^ 
Good  Sir,  upon  what  Meflage  are  you  come? 
Am  I  then  deflin'd  to  fomc  harder  Doom  ? 

Tsf.  No,  I  am  come  to  give  your  Sorrows  eafe : 
1  know  you  hate.  Sir,  Alcibiades: 
Nay,  and  i  know  you  love  Timandra  too. 

Ther.  Well,  Sir,  all  this  I  know  as  v/ell  as  you. 

Tsf.  Come,  if  you  dare  be  brave,  -be't  on  this  Theam ". 
Dare  you,  Sir,  raviili  her,  and  murder  him  ? 

Ther.  For  what  dark  Ends  do  you  this  Queflion  bring? 
Dare !  's  Death,  old  Sir,  I  dare  do  any  thing. 

Tif.  That  werd  then  all  my  former  Doubts  Tecures; 
Be  only  res'lute,  and  T\m>vidrdz  yours. 
My  Stratagems  fo  fiibtly  I  will  lay, 
That  to  your  Arms  your  Mijftrefs  I'll  betray. 
Thus  then,  as  the  firil:  Step  to  our  Defign, 
Your  Guards  I'll  with  adulterated  Wine 
Secure  j  fo  they  charm'd  in  a  Lethargy, 
I'll  from  your  Bonds  and  Prifon  fet  you  free. 

Thea 
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Then,  when  fome  happy  Moment  fhall  prefent, 
Timandra  left  unguarded  in  her  Tent, 
Both  of  us  thither  in  Diiguife  will  move. 
To  end  your  Rival,  and  compleat  your  Love. 
For  when  your  fill  of  Biifs  you  have  enjoy'd. 
And  your  full  Pleafures  with  themfelves  are  cloy'dj 
I  thither  will  alarm  our  Enemy, 
Where  by  both  Swords  he  fliali  be  fure  to  die. 
And  the  next  Night  (the  Watch- word  given  by  me) 
You  may  Tcape  through  the  Guards  to  Liberty. 

Ther.  Revenge!  my  Love  enjoy M,  and  Freedom  too! 
Then  in  the  Name  of  Tims  be  it  fo. 
What  ftupid  Ignorance  the  World  poffeft. 
That  only  Fury  plac'd  i'th'  youthful  Breaft! 

•  No,  'tis  in  Age  alone  great  Spirits  are  young: 
The  Soul's  but  infant  wflen  the  Body's  ftrong. 
Thefe  hoary  Heads  like  griily  Comets  are. 
Which  always  threaten  Ruin.  Death,  and  War. 

ly  Alas,  fuch  tame  Souls  know  but  half  a  growth . 

I'll  make  my  Age  a  flep  to  a  new  Youth : 

Such  Murders  and  fuch  Cruelties  m.aintain, 

I'll  from  the  Blood  I  fhed  grow  young  again. 
Ther.  Let's  in  the  Name  of  Horrour  then  go  oa- 

Methinks  I  long  to  have  the  bus'nefs  done :  ' 

Something  like  Confcience  die  may  ail  defeat. 

You  know,  Sir,  I'm  but  a  raw  Villain  yet 
Tif.  Confcience!  a  trick  of  State,  found  out  by  thofe. 

That  wanted  Power  to  fupport  their  Laws  j 

A  bug-bear  Name,  to  flartle  Fools ;  Bu^  we 

That  know  the  Weaknefs  of  the  Fallacy,     ' 

Know  better  how  to  ufe  what  Nature  gave 

That  Soul's  Eo  Soul,  which  to  it  felf  s  a  Slave 

Who  any  thing  for  Confcience  fake  deny 

Do  nothing  elit  but  give  themfelves  the  Lie,        [Exem, 

SCENE    UL    The  Camp. 

B7t€r  Patroclus  and  Draxilla. 
fat.  Why,  Madam,  do  you  fly  a  Lover's  Pnv'r? 
Is  Cruelty  the  Privilege  o'th'Fair? 
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Brax.  You  cannot,  Sir,  i'  th'  Camp  be  Beauty's  Slav<^ 
Where  Honour's  the.  only  Miftrcfs  of  the  Brave. 

Tat.  But  'tis  a  rugged  Honour  got  in  Arms, 
When  not. made  foft  by  Beauty's  fweeter  Charms. 
That  melts  our  Rage  into  a  kind  Defire, 
Whilft  Love  refines  it  in  his  purer  Fire. 

Drax.  Lovers,  whofe  flights  Co  fublime  Pitches  chufe,' 
Oft  foar  too  high,  and  fo  their  Quarry  lofe. 
But  you,  5ir,  know  to  moderate  your  height. 
Miffing  your  Game,  can  eas'ly  flack  the  flight. 

JPat.  Such  faint  Eflays  may  fit  a  common  Flame, 
But  my  Defires  have  a  far  nobler  Aim, 
Religious  Honour,  and  a  Zeal  that's  true, 
Pvais'd  by  that  Deity  to  which  I  fue. 

Drftx.  Thofe  who  to  Deities  their  Off 'rings  pay, 
Make  their  Addrefles  in  an  hurrtbler  way. 
Not  in  a  ConMence  of  what -they  ^i¥e,.. 
But  mcdeft  Hopes  of  what  they  fhall  receive; 
Pat.  I  in  my  Off'rings  no  Aflurance  have. 
Though  an  Ambition  to  become  your  Slave. 

DrMx.  Yes,  but  when  once  admitted  to  that  placr 
You'll  ilill  be  looking  for  fome  afts  of  Grace. 

Fat.  Some  little  Favours  Pity  can't  deny. 
You  are  too  noble  to  uie  Cruelty. 

Drax.  See,  Sir,  the  Qiieen !  I  hcg  you,  Sir,  forbear. 

Fat.  Madam,  this  way [Exemt. 

Enter  S^ieen  and  Ardella. 
'^een.  Did  he  then  iuher  no  Surprize?  no  fnew 
Of  Alteration  ?  let's  the  Progrefs  know. 

Ard.  In  order,  Madam,  f"  your  Command,  I  went. 
And  met  him  coming  from  the  Royal  Tent: 
Where,  after  th'  ufual  Ceremonies  pail. 
E'er  I  would  feail,  1  gave  him  firfi  a  TafiCj 
Told  him  hoy/  much  his  Courage  you  approv'd, 
That  he  in  no  mean  Path  of  Glory  mov'd, 
Who  in  his  Arms  had  lb  fijccefshil  been, 
T' engage  a  Monarch,  and  oblige  a  Queen. 
Then  nearer  came,  and  whifper  d  fomething  more^ 
Began  to  intimate  Love's  mighty  Pow''r. 


He 
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He  briskly  took  the  hint,  and  readily 
Began  to  urge  fom^  pretty  Things  to  me. 
By  which  encourag'd,  I  to  th'bus'nefs  drew. 
Told  him  in  fine  it  only  was  his  due 
To  be  admir'd  by  all,  and  lov'd  by  you. 

^ueen.  And  did  not  then  his  aker'd  Looks  betray? 
Some  Extaiie?  fome  marks  of  lively  Joy? 

Ard.  No,  Madam,  he  knew  better  Policy, 
Talk'd  of  your  Honour,  and  his  Loyalty ; 
Fine  fmoothing  Terms  to  cloak  a  PalTion  in> 
But  if  your  Majefty 

^ueen.  What? 

uird.  H^d  but  feen 

How  much  his  Cai-riage  did  his  Words  deceive. 
When  with  a  gentle  Sigh  he  took  his  Leave, 
As  if  he  languil'*i'd  till  the  Minute  came. 

^ueen.  Deft  thou  then  think  he  entertains  my  Flame?' 
Let's  to  my  Tent,  and  wait  his  coming  there.  ^ 

Sdch  fwarms  of  Love  within  my  Bread  there  arc,  > 

The  Heat's  too  furious  for  my  Soul  to  bear.  J 

What  would  I  give  but  for  a  tafle  of  Blifs! 
Oh,  the  choice  fweets  of  a  ftoln  Happinefs.  [Exeunt, 


ACT    IV.    SCENE    I. 

Alcibiades  fvlns. 

Alc.T  T  N  D  E  R  v/hat  fatal  Planet  was  I  born ! 

vJ    Sure  at  my  Birth   the  Heav'ns   themfelves  did 
Disjointed  Nature  did  her  Courfe  forbear,  [mourn  j 

And  held  within  her  Womb  a  civil  War, 
I  who  but  no.v  did  Fame  and  Conqueil  bring, 
AnCi  added  to  the  Glories  of  a  King, 
Mull:  fee  my  Trophies  all  thrown  down  again. 
By  the  bafe  Pafiions  of  a  luftful  Queen ! 
Why  was  I  not  born  to  a  common  Fate  ? 
Free  from  the  glorious  Troubles  of  the  Great; 

^  3  So 
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So  in  fome  humble  Cell  my  Years  have  Ipent, 
Bleft  with  a  private  peaceable  Content. 
The  vulgar  Mortal  feels  not  Fortune's  harms; 
The  higheil  Struftures  flill  are  fhook  with  Storms,. 
See  too,  fne's  here,  what  fliall  I  do  or  fpeak? 
Fate  has  befet  me,  and  I've  no  way  to  take. 
Enter  ,^eer,  and  Ardella. 

^Hem.  My  Lord,   you  fomething  difcompos'd  appear  5 
.Surely  there's  nothing  that  can  fright  you  here. 

Ale.  Majefty,  Madam,  is  a  thing  divine. 

^een.  If  that  difturb  you,  Sir,  Fll  lay  by  mine. 
Methmks  I  apprehend  a  greater  Pride, 
To  view  the  Man  whole  Glories  Ipread  fo  wide. 

Ale,  Madam,  you  on  'em  fe^  too  high  a  Price. 

^^ueen.  Perhaps  I  fee  not,  Sir,  with  common  Eyes. 
They  beft  of  Honour  judge  that  Honour  have. 
I  find  a  Secret  in  me  fays  y'are  brave  j 
You  need  not,  Sir,  unfold  it,  you  can  guels.  ^ 

Ale.  How  craftily  fhe  would  her  Luft  expreis,  > 

And  fet  her  Ills  off  with  a  winnJBg  Drefs !  ^ 

^\' hat's  to  b-e  done,  vvhich  way  fhall  I  conclude? 
I  muft  abufe  my  King,  or  muil  be  rude. 
I  cannot  fpeak 

^een. My  Lord,  let's  fit  a  v/hile: 

Won  t  you  vouchsafe  your  Vifitant  a  Smile? 

Ale.  Smiles,  Madam,  were  too  infolent  a  Joy.  ^ 

^uem.  Fie!  put  thefc  formal  Compliments  away.     ^ 
ArdeiU,  fing  that  Song  I  heard  to  Day.  ^' 

SONG. 

I. 

The  brightefi  Goddefs  of  the  Sky, 

How  did /he  funtnig,  fighing  lye^ 

A-id  langtiijflnng  dejire  to  die! 
Tor  the  trmmphiint  God  of  War 
Amidji  his  Trophies  did  appear. 
As  charming  Rough  as  floe  'nas  Fair. 

II.  Their 


A  L  C  I  B  I  ADES.  3* 

II. 

Tte'ir  Loves  were  blefl,  they  had  A  Son, 

The  little  Cupid ;  who  has  /Jjorm 

More  Concjuefl  than  his  Sire  e'er  reon. 
He  greso  the  mightieji  Cod  abovCy 
By  which  ice  him  a  Rebel  prove 
To  Heavn^  that  dares  be  fo  to  Love, 

III. 

Horofoft  the  Delights,  and  hovo  charming  the  Jo^, 
Where  Love  and  Enjoyment  each  other  fapfort ! 
\  Let  the  Cynical  Fool  call  Fleafure  a  Toy, 

Who  ne'er  Tame  I'th'  Camp  had,  nor  Love  in  the  Cottrti 

O  fo  kindly  the  Combats  each  other  facceed, 
Where  'tis  triumph  to  Dye,  and  a  pleafare  to  Bleid. 

Ak.  The  Air  is  charming, 

^tieen. Retire.  \pclt  Ardella, 

No  lively  Symptoms  of  a  growing  Fire ! 

ril  urge  him  further 

My  Lord,  your  Hand;  how  beats  your  Pulfe?  I  fear 
Y'are  ill  j  cold  Drops  upon  your  Brows  appear ; 
ril  wipe  'em  offj  come,  Sir,  your  Fears  remove, 
You  need  not  blufh  to  tell  me  that  you  love. 
I'll  do  it  for  you,  nay,  I  more  will  do, 
Blufh  for  my  felf  too  when  I  bkrfn  for  you. 
Sure  this  will  take,  what  does  your  Wonder  mean.? 
Is  Love  fo  ftrange? • 

Ale, Oh  name  not  that  again! 

Co\jld  you  fuch  wrong  to  Royal  Agis  do .'' 
Think  what's  to  Heav'n  and  to  your  Virtue  due. 

^een.  Muftlbe  hated  then?  and  Sir,  by  you?  lAhgnly. 
Pifh,  why  d'  you  talk  of  Heav  n  and  Vntue  now  ?  [MilMy 

Ale.  Not  new-made  Mothers  to  their  Infants  bear 
A  firmer  PalTion,  or  a  tend'rer  Care. 
Shew  me  yours,  or  your  Honour's  Enemy, 
See  with  what  Vigour  t'your  Revenge  I'll  fly. 
For  you  with  Life  I  v/illingly  could  part, 
But  whihl  that  lafts,  Timandra  has  my  Heart, 
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^een.  The  heavy  Pleafurcs  of  the  Marriage- Bed 
Dull  Repetition  feon  v/ili  render  dead. 
Tafle  freO^.er  Joys,  and  when  they  tedious  grow, 
Then  the  old  Pleafures  may  feem  gay  and  new. 

Ale.  Could  I  exped  to  have  fuch  Language  heard. 
Where  Beauty  and  fuch  Innocence  appeared  ? 

^ee-a.  Can  you  my  Httle  Beauty  then  approve, 
.And  i'j't  fo  difficult  a  thing  to  love  ? 

Ale.  Love,  Madam!  only  be  as  truly  good,  " 

As  you  are  fair,  I  fhall  not  need  be  woo'd  5  ^ 

ril  love  you  as  the  Sifter  of  my  Blood.  ^ 

Sj^een.  A  Sifter's  Love's  a  lean  infipid  Blifs, 
So  httie,  we  can  hardly  name  what  'tis. 
Where  is  the  Tranfport,  Extafie,  Delight? 
'Tis  like  thin  Meat  to  a  fharp  Appetite. 

Ale.  I  know  y'are  beauteous  as  the  blufhing  Morn* 
Your  Beams  the  Luftre  of  a  King  adorn, 
That  King  whofe  Piety  me  happy  made  5 
And  can  I  in  return  prophane  his  Bed  ? 
Though,  Madam,  I've  liv'd  free,  and  never  fet 
Limits  to  any  thing  we  call  Delight, 
Yet  raife  not  new  Rebellions  in  my  Blood  r 
Beauty  hath  Darts  too  keen  to  be  withftood, 

^een.  Yet  all  its  Power  has  no  Force  o'er  you, 
Your  cruel  Heart's  immoveable  5  but  know 
^Twiil  to  your  Honour  be  but  ill  apply 'd. 
That  for  your  Love  a  Queen  neglected  dy'd. 
Ale.  What  is't  your  Majefty  would  have  me  do? 
^.ee?i.  Are  you  fo  ignorant  that  you  don't  know?      - 
Ale.  Death !  not  to  have  fome  Senfe,  were  to  unman 
My  felfj  but  ril  be  Conqu'ror  if  I  can. 
Should  I  be  made  a  Captive  to  her  Charms, 
E'er  I  am  warm  in  my  Tima?7dra's  Arms  ? 
One  Stratagem  I'll  for  my  Freedom  try. 
Madam,  no  longer  I'll  your  Pow'r  deny :      [To  the  ^mm 
For  if  thefe  Eyes  had  ne'er  r/W;!?Wr;«  known,  "^ 

You  only  might  have  call'd  my  Heart  your  own. 
But  whilft  with  her  I  enjoy  Love,  and  Life 
And  you  remain  the  mighty  Agts  Wifcj 

.  Know 
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Know  this  is  all  I  can  in  Juftice  do, 

Vm  ready  on  your  leaft  Commands,  to  fliew 

I  live  for  her  5  but  yet  could  dye  for  you. 

^ueen.  Muft  I  then  cnly  border  upon  Biifs? 
Reft  on  the  Confines  of  my  Happineis  ? 
As  Souls  that  arc  excluded  Fleav'n  for  Sin, 
Sec  all  its  Glories,  but  can't  enter  in. 

Ale.  No,  Madam ;  free  from  the  dull  clogs  of  S^frj 
We'll  reap  Delights  of  nobler  Excellence. 
Our  entwin'd  Souls  each  other  fhall  enjoy, 
Tread  Virtue's  Paths,  and  never  lofe  their  Way. 
But  if  one  in  his  Motion  chance  to  err. 
Strait  regulate  it  by  the  other's  Sphear ; 
-- — Till  at  the  laft. 

When  the  fhort  Zodiack  of  this  Life  w'ave  paft. 
With  new-irapt  Zeal  beyond  the  Stars  we'll  fly. 
There  meet,  and  mingle  to  a  Diety. 

^een.  Then  to  all  hopes  of  Happinefs  adieu* 
Since  my  chief  Blifs  I've  loft  in  lofing  you. 
Oh  the  tynnnick  Cruelty  of  Fate, 
That  lets  us  know  our  Happinefs  too  late. 
Yet  why  (liou'd  I  to  Fears  and  Sorrows  bend. 
If  only  on  their  Fate  my  hopes  depend  ? 
A  Rival,  and  a  King,  I  may  remove : 
There's  nothing  diftic^t  to  them  that  love.     [Zxit  Queen, 

Ale.  She's  gone. 

Greatnefs,  thou  gaudy  Torment  of  our  Souls, 

The  wife  Man's  Fetter,  and  che  range  of  Fools! 

Who  is't  wou'd  court  thee  if  he  knew  thy  Ills?  " 

He  who  the  greateft  heap  of  Honour  piles, 

Does  nothing  eifebut  build  a  dang'rous  Shelf, 

Or  erect  Mountains  to  o'erwhelm  himfelf.  [h.xk, 

SCENE  11,  a  Grove  adjoining  to  the  Car/ip, 

Enter  Tifiaphernes  and  Theramnes  dlfguls'd. 
Tif.  Now,  Sir,  y'are  free,  and  profperoudy  move,- 
To  reap  the  long-wifht  Harveft  of  your  Love= 
One  Minute  and  y'are  in  Tima?idm's  Arms,  P 

New  fetter 'd  in  the  power  of  her  Charms :  > 

Methifiks  the  thought  ev'n  my  old  Blood  alarms,  S 

C  j- '  Thm 
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Ther.  His  Rage  fure  works  him  to  an  Extafle: 
How  the  old  Monfter  hugs  his  Villany  1 
Good,  Sir,  difpatch,  I  cannot  brook  delay  j 
1  wafle  in  expedtation  of  my  Joy. 
Eut  heark,  did  you  not  hear  a  murm'ring  Talk  > 

Ttf.  Perhaps  'tis  (he  come  in  this  Grove  to  walk: 
Stay,  here  they  are  j  by  Heav'n  the  fame/tis  She. 
Retreat  a  while  j  blefl:  Opportunity !      [They  goto  the  Door. 

Enter  Timandra  rcith  a  Book  in  her  Hftnd,  and  Draxilla. 

Tim.  Methinks,  Br  axilla,  when  Atlanta  ran. 
And  Slaughter  was  the  only  Prize  (he  wanj 
Her  Power  a  too  cruel  Rigour  bore, 
.To  kill  thofe  flie  had  wounded  fo  before. 

[Theramnes  throws  ojf  his  Difguife* 

Ther.  Then,  Madam,  be  not  guilty  of  her  ill: 
Me  the  poor  Wretch  y'ave  wounded  do  not  kill. 
Ah  in  your  Heart,  if  f uch  a  Senfe  there  be 
Of  the  Injufticc  of  her  Cruelty  j 
How  much  more  Pity  from  your  Breaft  is  due 
To  him,  who  ev'ry  Minute  dies  for  you! 

Ttm.  My  Lord  Theramnes !  by  what  lucky  Hap 
Have  you  from  Guards  and  Prilbn  made  efcape  ? 

Ther.  Who  wears  your  facred   Image  in  his  Breaft, 
Is  of  fuch  pure  Divinity  polTeft, 
And  from  ignoble  Bondage  ib  (ecure, 
That  feeble  Chains  fall  off,  and  loie  their  Pow'r. 

Tim.  Then,  Sir,  in  your  intended  Flight  make  hafte. 
Left  by  fome  fatal  Chance  y'are  once  more  loft. 

Ther.  No,  I  enjoy  a  nobler  Safety  here  -, 
No  Danger  dares  approach  when  you  are  near : 
Thefe  Groves  to  Lovers  Blifs  are  dedicate, 
fiQQ  from  th'  uncivil  Outrages  of  Fate. 
Come,  let's  to  fomething  like  Delight  draw  nigh. 
And  lo/e  our  felves  a  while  in  Extalie.  [Seiz.es  rougJAy  on  her 

Tim.  Guard  me,  ye  Powers!  Dr^AvV/^,  help:  m.yLcrd! 

Tif.  Good,  gentle  Madam,  ifyoupleafe,  one  Word. 

\t>Y2ix\\hrt4ns  out,  crying  Help,  and  TilTaphernes /r/}fr  hsr. 

Ther.  I  cannot  lee  my  Rival  bleft  alone j 
Muft  he  reap  all  the  Sweets,  and  I  liave  nons  ? 


Tim, 
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Ttm.  This  Outrage  on  my  Knees  I  beg,  ^^^^^ff  ; 
Sec    Sir,  itisr/;;..WmlV.cdsaTeari  ITiT,  retu^s. 

Hct  whom  you  vow'd  you  lov'd  with  noble  F^me: 
Oh  don't  by  favage  Luft  prophane  that  Name . 
If  'tis  the  Envy  of  your  Rival's  Joy, 
Remove,  renK)ve  th'  Offence  fome  other  way : 
Save  but  my  Honotir,  aad  my  Ufb  dellroy.   ^ 

Ther,  Such  Tendernefs  might  cool  another  s  mooa ; 
But  I  am  too  unhappy  to  be  good._ 
Let  Virtue  to  dull  Anchorites  repair. 
Who  ne'er  had  Soul  eno'ogh  to  know  Defpair- 
I'll  banini  the  Encroacher  from  my  Breaft, 
And  fhake  him  off  e'er  he  take  hold  too  fait 
Come,  let's  retire  within  this  Covert  by  ^ 
I  am  impatient,  and  my  Blood  boyls  high. 
Tim.  I  will  not  go,  111  die  a  Martyr  here, 
Ther.  Then  I  muft  drag  you. 

Tim.  • Barb'rous  Raviffier! 

Oh!  oh!  

£»/e7^1cibiades. 

jilc.  Did  I  not  hear  a  tender  Cry  ? 

OhHeav'ns!  uirn,bafe  Hell-hound,  turn,  and  die.  [Dmm. 

Ther.  That,  Sir,  willthus  be  better  underffood.  [Draivu^ 

Tif.  Y'ave  undertook,  Sir,  more  than- you'll  make  good,. 

[Br Am.     [They  both  make  at  hirrK 

"Enter  Patroclus, 

Tat.  How's  thisj  affaulted!  and  by  fuch  bafe  Odds! 

Co'drage,  rav  Friend! _ 

\  After  a  fierce  Tight  betmen  Alcibiades  ^wJTheramnes,  Pa- 
troclus  and  TifIaphernes,Patrocius^n'ye^  his  father  of. 
the  Stage,  and  Alcibiades  runs  Theramnes  through, 

j^a.  To  the  acurff  Abodes 

Of  tortured  Souls  that  in  dark  Horror  dwell,  / 

Thus  fiy,  and  to  thy  fellow  Devils  tell,  ^ 

It  was  my  Sword  that  fent  thy  Soul  to  Hell.  ^  J- 

Thsr.  Hold,  Sir,  enough  j  I  muff  your  Vidim  fell, 
Tho'  an  Atonement  for  my  Sin  too  fmall. 
My  hafty  Soul  can  make  no  longer  fiay. 
Death  tolls  his  Leaden  Bell,  and  calls  away, 
^  Aaa 
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And  now  like  fome  fad  Trav'Ier,  taking  view 

Of  the  long  Journey  that  I  have  to  go, 

Whilft  I  my  Thoughts  to  Heav'ns  fweet  Manfions  bend, 

V/ithout  your  Mercy  no  admittance  find. 

Oh  but  one  Word  of  Pardon  e'er  I  die , 

Secure^of  that,  my  Soul  dares  boldly  fly. 

AhfGlv'd  by  you,  it  muft  have  v^^elcome  there, 

As  Inccnfe  that  is  offered  up  with  Pray'r. 

Tim.  My  Pardon  and  my  Prayers  too  receive  j 
More  than  your  Guilt  could  ask  me  I  could  give: 
Be  happy  as  your  Penitence  is  true  ^ 
And  may  kind  Heav  n  forgive  you,  as  I  do.  [mepf. 

Ther.  Ah !  can  your  Piety  vouchfafe  a  Tear 
Of  Pity,  on  an  impious  Ravifrer! 
My  Soul  will  leave  me  in  an  Extafie : 
And  I  fhall  want  the  Senfe  to  know  I  die. 
Thus,^pure  Divinity,  at  your  Feet  I  bowj 
Here  'tis  my  Soul  would  make  her  lateft  fl:ayr 

Nor  can  fhe 

Beginning  hence  her  Journey,  mifs  the  Waj-. 

But  rd  forgot^  beware  of-^ —  ^Dig,, 

Ale.  -Who  can  fear, 

Thatis  fecur'd  by  Charms  fo  powVful  here? 
Within  thefe  Spheres  my  Guardian  Angels  move,- 
Tnefe  are  my  Seats  of  Safety,  as  of  Love. 

p'^-  They  weakly  others  guard,  that  can't  defend 
Themfelvesj  I  fear  more  Mifchief  may  depend 

On  this  Diikfter. 

Enter  Patroclus. 

Ale.  So  when  a  Storm's  blown  o'er, 
And  a  calm  Breeze  has  fmooth'd  the  rugged  Deep, 
The  joyful  Mariners  can  fear  no  more : 
But  thus  embrace,  and  lull  their  Cares  aHeep.  [Embmceshlm, 
Welcom.e  my  Life's  Proteftor  and  only  Friend. 
Kah!  what  dots  that  fad  Look,  and  Sigh  intend? 
Are  yoq,  Sir,  vv  ounded  ? 

J'at,  Yes,  tco  deep,  I  fear. 

.Ale.  Forbid  it  H:av'n !  where  is't? 

P/7/.  Oh  here,  Sir,  here  ; 

Uy  Soul  is  pierc'd,  I'm  tortur'd  ev'ry  wher.e; 

Your 
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Your  Friend !  ah  let  that  Title  be  no  more  j 
Behold  me  as  a  Wretch  forlorn,  and  poor. 
Imagine  ev'ry  Form  of  Mifery ; 
And  when  y'ave  fum'd  up  all,  then  look  on  me. 

Ale.  Now  fome  bleft  Angel  to  my  Soul  reveal 
This  Doubt  J  can  he  be  wrong'd,  and  I  not  feel? 
Ah,  kind  Fatroclus,  this  fad  Silence  break. 

Fat.  Oh,  Sir,  you  muft  not  hear,  nor  mufl  I  fpeak,' 
Paint  out  black  Horrour  in  its  deepeft  dread. 
And  Troops  of  Murders  hov'ring  o'er  your  Head, 
And  when  that  hideous  Mafque  of  Hell  you  fee. 
Think,  if  you  can,  that  they  came  all  from  me. 

Ale.  Conflifion!  how  my  Thoughts  begin  to  flart* 
A  new  unwonted  heat  has  feiz'd  my  Heart, 
Something  unruly,  that  would  fain  get  Place  j 
But  I'll  fubdut, — Be  free,  kind  Friend,  alas!  _  ^;>_ 

Force  Hie  not  wrong  our  Friendfhip  and  your  Worth. 

Fat.  That  Charm's  reliftlefs,  and  I  feel  'twill  forth. 
But  oh  it  mull:  not  j  Duty  does  forbid : 
Yet  what's  my  Duty  if  my  Honour  bleed  j 
Know  then, — now  that  this  ftubborn  Heart  would  break  I 
My  cruel  Father oh  1  dare  not  fpeak. 

Ale.  Hah! 

Fat.  Led  by  fome  blind  millaken  Jealouiie, 
Heaps  Treafons  upon  you,  and  Shame  on  me. 
It  was  by  him  Theramnes  made  efcape, 
And  'twas  he  back'd  him  \ri  this  impious  Rape, 
But  oh  no  more  !  Shame  does  my  Words  fupprefs; 
Yet  think  v/hat  he  will  do  that  durft  do  this. 
I'll  go  and  try  if  I  his  Rage  can  ftay : 
I  may  div^ert  the  Stream  another  way.  [Exit  Patr&J 

Ale.  Kind  Youth,  I  cannot  fear  thy  Father's  Hate : 
He  fells  his  Honour  at  too  cheap  a  rate. 
What  have  I  done  that  could  be  call'd  a  Wrong? 
No,  I've  a  guard  of  Innocence  too  ftrong^ 
V/hiift  I  unipotted  that  and  Friendfhip  bear. 
No  Danger  is  fb  great  that  1  need  fear. 

1Jr:i.  Yet  be  not,  Sir,  regardlefs  of  m,y  Fearsf 
Some  Pity  h:ive  of  thefe  fad  Sighs,  and  Tears, 

Whither, 
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whither,  oh  whither  would  your  Raflineis  lead^; 
To  urge  a  Ruin  leveFd  at  your  Head! 

Let  us^ 

To  fbme  Recei^  that's  fafe  and  humble  go  % 
Timmdra  can  bear  any  thing  with  you. 
Let  Int'rcft  the  unfix  d  and  wav'ring  fwayj 

With  us 

Love  Ihall  fupply  what  Fortune  takes  away. 

Mc.  Sure  'tis  not  my  Timandra's  Voice  I  hear: 
She  ne'er  had  caufe  to  think  that  I  could  fear. 
Have  I  fb  many  Dangers  over- part. 
Poorly  to  fhrink  from  Villany  at  laft? 
No,  with  my  Innocence  I'll  brave  his  Hate, 
And  meet  it  in  a  free  undaunted  State : 
See  all  with  Smiles,  as  fearlefs  and  as  gay. 
As  Infants  unconcern'd  at  Dangers  play. 

Ttm.  Then  I'll  perform  what  to  my  Love  is  duei 
Unfteady  Doubts  be  gone,  blind  Fears  adieu : 
I  were  unworthy  of  the  Heart  you  gave. 
Were  I  than  you  lefs  faithful,  or  lefs  brave. 
And  of  my  Courage  too  this  Proof  I'll  give. 
When  you  dare  meet  a  Death,  111  fcom  to  live, 
Nor  longer  be  a  Vallal  to  my  Fear ; 
We'll  in  each  others  Chance  a  Portion  bear  • 
So  Fate  has  thus  at  leaft  fome  Kindnefs  fhowa, 
Neither  can  Wretches  be,  nor  bleft  alone.  [Exeunt^ 

SCENE    III.    The  Camp. 

^ter  Tiflaphernes  and  four  Villa'ms. 

77/:  Is'tdone?— - 

I  Vil.  Sir,  to  a  Point  your  Will's  fulfiird ; 
Themmnes's  Guards,  as  they  lay  drunk,  we  kill'd : 
Draxilla  too,  by  th'  Ambufh  yon  had  lay'd 
For  your  Rerreat,  was  on  her  Flight  betray 'd. 

Tif.  Next,  as  from  me,  be  there  a  Meflage  fent. 
To  b'd  my  Son  attend  me  in  my  Tent  5 
In's  PalTage  thither  you  may  feize  him,  io 
Convey  him  to  the  Cave 

I  Vil.  — — -^vly  Lord  J  we  go,  ' 
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75/  Ye  are  the  bell  of  Rogues;  butdifappear:  [tx,^  Vii 
You  know  your  Bus'nefs:  Soj  the  King  is  here. 

Enter  King  and  ^em  attended. 

King.  Lead  to  the  Grove 

Tif.  Oh,  Sir,  there's  Treafon  in  the  Campj  retreat| 
But  now  the  Guards  I  in  Confufion  met. 
Who  led  me  where  Theramnes  I  beheld, 
The  late  Athenian  Captive  General,  kiird. 
That  little  Breath  he  had  left  h' employed  to  fhew- 
His  Honour,  and  his  Gallantry  to  you : 
Treafons  fo  (Irange  and  horrid  did  relate. 
As  would  feem  almoft  Treafon  to  repeat. 
But,  Sir,  you  have  no  longer  Safety  here: 
Secure  your  felf,  and  leave  all  to  my  Care. 

King.  No  more!  you  know  not  what  you  urge  me  t«: 
Secure  my  felf!  am  I  a  King,  or  no? 
That  Monarch,  who  when  Danger's  near,  {its  down, 
Shews  but  a  feeble  Title  to  a  Throne. 
The  beft  Securities  in  Courage  are  ; 
We  but  fubfcribe  to  Treafons  which  we  fear. 
Be  free,  and  let  me  the  bold  Traytor  know. 
To  ftem  the  Torrent  I  my  felf  will  go : 
In  State  I'll  meet  the  fond  Capricious  Wretch, 
And  dare  him  v/ith  that  Crown  which  he  would  fiiatcSii 

Tif,  Alas,  dread  Sir,  force  me  not  to  declare  i 
The  Name  would  wound  your  facred  Bread  to  hear. 
I  in  revealing,  Honour  iliould  offend : 
He  once  was  Noble,  Sir,  and  caii'd  me  Friend. 

King.  How,  Sir,  your  Friend !  and  Traytor  to  my  Crown  ? 
Reveal  him,  or  his  Treafons  are  your  own. 

Ttf.  Alas,  but  muft  I !  'tis  ib  foul  a  Deed, 

I  cannot  fpeak. 

King.  Hell,  Sir;  d'ye  play?  Proceed. 
Tif.  Then  to  be  fhort,  he  you  fo  lately  flrove 
T' engage  in  all  the  firmeft  ty&s  of  Love, 
He  whom  you  almoft  had  from  nothing  raisid. 
And  on  the  higheft  Seats  of  Honour  plac'd; 
Has  thence  this  ufe  of  all  your  Favours  fhown. 
To  make  'em  ileps  to  mount  into  your  Throne, 
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King,  Defend  me !  what  do  I  hear ! 

Sir,  you  have  rais'd  a  Tumult  in  my  Breaft, 

"Which  will  not  be  fo  fuddenly  appeas'd : 

By  Heav'ns,  fee  all  that  you  inform  be  true. 

Or  may  all  Tormeets  which  to  the  damn'd  are  d\xc 

Light  on  me,  if  Inflided  not  on  you. 

The  brave  Athenian  falfc !  it  cannot  be : 

His  Soul  ne'er  dreamt  of  fuch  Impiety. 

Tif.  Sir,  y'are  unkind  if  you  fuipett  me  falle, 
I  never  yet  abus'd  your  Ears  with  Tales  j 
Had  I  fuch  Myflick  Policy  purfu'd. 
Perhaps  I'd  now  been  kindlier  underftood. 

Ki?2g,  Alas,  dear  Friend,  mifconftrue  not  my  Zeal, 
"Weigh  not  my  PafTions  in  nice  Rcafon's  Scale. 
Who  would  believe  a  King  fhould  blindly  place 
His  Love  fo  firmly,  for  Returns  fo  bafe  ? 
Wrack  me  no  more,  but  the  dark  Scruple  clear : 
My  Soul's  in  a  Convuliion  till  I  hear. 

Tif.  Yes,  Sir,  'tis  he,  and  thus  his  Plots  were  laid. 
Th'  account  I  from  the  dying  Captive  had  j 
Whom  he  with  Liberty  had  brib'd,  to  joyn 
"With  him  in  this  his  treacherous  Defign : 
This  Night  \^^i'th' Enemy  your  Camp  t'envade^ 
On  promife  it  fhould  be  by  him  betray'd. 
Which  v^^hen  the  gallant  Captive  did  difdain. 
He  was  to  Combat  dar'd,  and  by  him  llain. 
If  you  infift  on  farther  Evidence, 
Theramnes's  murder'd  Guards  enough  convince: 
Hence  you  may  farther  Confiimation  have. 

King.  Be  bold  j  fpcak  what  thou  knovvefl— 

4.  Vil. When  to  rdieve 

The  Captive's  Guards,  I  by  Command  was  fent, 
I  found  'em  murder'd  at  the  Door  o'rh'  Tent. 
In  one  of 'em  fome  Life  did  yet  remain. 
Who  told  me  they  were  by  our  General  flain, 
'Caufe  they  Thermmes  Freedom  had  dcny'd. 
More  he  had  faid,  but  at  thefe  Words  he  dy'd. . 

King.  It  was  enough.     Treafon,  how  dark  art  thou  r 
In  Shapes  more  various  than  e'er  Vroteas  knew. 
By  Heav'n  I'll  make  him  bafe,  defpis'd  and  poor. 
More  wretched  than  e'er  Monfter  was  before. 

Naked, 
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Naked,  and  ftript  of  all  his  Dignities, 
I'll  lay  his  odious  Crimes  before  his  Eyes. 
Then  when  his  Mind  is  laboring  with  Regret, 
To  jmake  his  Infamy  the  more  compleat, 
Some  common  Slave  Ihall  on  him  Juilice  do, 
And  fend  his  Soul  among  the  damn'd  below. 

Guards  wait  on  him [To  TilTaphei-nef.. 

Go  e'er  my  Love  return,  and  I  repent. 
And  fieze  upon  the  Traitor  in  his  Tent. 
A  fpeedy  Vengeance  beft  befits  this  Wrong, 
'Twere  too  much  Mercy  to  delay  it  long. 

Enter  Alcibiades  a?jd  Timandra. 

Ale.  This  way's  the  King? 

Tif.  He's  here  leapt  into  the  Net. 
Thus,  Sir,  the  Kingfalutes  you.  [Gumls  fieu  k\c] 

Ale.  Slaves,  retreat. 

Tim.  Alas,  my  Lord! 

j-if, ^Sir,  'tis  the  Command, 

The  leafl:  of 'em  I  never  durft  withftand. 

Ale.  But,  Sir,  what  Meaning  can  this  Ufage  bear  ? 

Ttf.  The  King,  Sir,  quickly  all  your  Doubts  will  clear. 

King.  Away  with  him,  thou  Poifon  to  my  Eyes. 

Ale.  The  bafeft  Wretch  not  unconvidled  dies. 
Sir,  let  me  know  what  'tis  that  I  ha\e  done. 
Unworthy  of  my  Honour  or  your  Crown. 
If  in  your  Caufe  who'd  fpend  his  deareft  Blood, 
And  is,  to  be  your  meaneft  VafTal,  proud. 
No  greater  Welfare  than  in  yours  does  knaw. 
If  he  be  an  Offender,   I  am  fo. 

Kin^.  How  cunningly  he  would  feem  innocent, 
And  gild  with  Flattery  his  foul  Intent ! 
Thus  Traitors  in  their  Fall  are  Hke  the  Sun, 
Who  frill  looks  faireft  at  his  going  down. 
'Sdeath,  Sir,  do  you  believe  me  Child,  or  Fool, 
Whom  ev'ry  fawning  Word  or  Toy  can  rule  ? 
By  Heav'n  Til  let  you  fee.  Sir,  your  Miftakej 
Hence  with  the  Traitor  quickly  to  the  Rack. 

Ale.  Sir,  hear  me  fpeak 

King.  What  is't  that  you  can  fay, 
Who  would  my  Grown  and  your  own  TruA  betray  ? 

Wh  eft 
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When  you  from  Prifon  fet  the  Captive  free, 
Bafely  to  win  him  to  your  Treachery : 
Whom,  when  on  him  your  Plots  could  nothing  do. 
You  kill'd,  'caufe  he  more  Honour  had  than  you. 

Ale.  By  all  above,  Sir,  I  am  innocent; 
I  ne'er  knew  what  the  Thought  of  Treafon  meant. 
But  know  from  whence  this  Jealoufie  you  drew. 
From  him  that  hates  me,  and  abufes  you : 
Themmnes  had  his  Liberty  from  hence;    {To  TifTaphcrnej. 
And  for  Defigns  fo  bafe . 

^i/"- Oh  Impudence ! 

To  what  prodigious  Height  will  Treafon  climb  \ 
Dare  you.  Sir,  charge  me  with  yourheavv  Crime? 
Old  as  I  am,  my  Sword  fhould  do  me  ri^ht. 
But . 

rv^^^', — ~^^"^^^  hence,  and  them  that  fear  thee  fright  j 

Think'H  thou  to  play  with  the  black  Deeds  th'afl:  done  ? 

Were  I  but  free,  though  naked  and  alone. 

Thou  too  defended  by  a  dcip'rate  Crew, 

And  all  indeed  more  near  bemg  damn'd  than  thoUj. 

This, iingle  Arm  (hould  prove  my  Caufe  is  good, 

And  chronicle  my  Honour  in  their  Blood. 

King.  Is't  thus,  Sir,  you  would  plead  your  Innocence? 
Think  you  t'outbrave  us  with  your  Impudence? 
Once  more  the  Traitor  to  his  Tortures  bear. 

^sen.  But,  Sir,  your  Juilice  now  is  too  feverc^ 
'Twere  an  ill  Triumph  afcer  Vidories, 
To  make  the  Conqueror  the  Sacrifice ; 
That  Gallantry  Ibme  Privilege  may  plead. 

J^ing.  His  Treafons  are  too  plain,  and  open  laid. 
And  all  his  Merits  weigh'd  againil  them  light. 

^een.^  Should  we  him  guilty  of  worfe  Crimes  admits 
And  that  in's  Death  you'd  worthiefl  Ju/lice  fhew. 
Yet  to  forgive's  the  nobler  of  the  two. 

King.  When  DeidamU  pleads  I  can't  deny  .* 
His  Doom's  this  time  recaird,  he  Hiali  not  die^ 
But  (robb'd  of  all  his  Joys)  let  him  be  fent 
To  a  perpetual  Imprifonment; 
His  Treafures  rifl'd,  and  his  Wife  a  Slave. 

^.  Here  on  my  Knees  let  nie  one  Favour  crave. 

What 


AlC  I  B   I  ADES.  43 

"What-ever  Fate  you  have  defign'd  for  me. 
It  is  embrac'd;  but,  Sir,  let  her  be  free  3 
Let  all  the  Weight  of  the  alledg'd  Offence 
Light  upon  me^  wrong  not  her  Innocence. 

Tim.  How  mean  and  abjeft  is  your  Courage  now! 
Think  you  that  I  dare  fufter  lefs  than  you? 
No,   Sir;   in  this  he  has  no  Right  to  plead i 
Whate'er  you  think  either  has  merited. 
Let  equally  Juftice  on  us  both  be  fhown  j 
And  as  we  are,  fo  let  our  Fates  be  one. 

u^lc.  Thou  Wonder  of  thy  Sex! 

Khig.  I'll  hear  no  more : 
How  dare  you  tempt  an  angry  Monarch's  Pow'r? 
5ut  lince  his  Fate  fo  gratefuhy  you  efteem; 
Let  her  be  Pris'ner  too,  but  far  from  him. 
He  niuft  not  be  fo  happy  to  have  her. 
For  Fecters  would  be  Bleffings  were  Ihe  there. 
Go  fee  ye  execute  our  Orders  ftraight. 

Tim.  Thus  we  with  Smiles  will  entertain  our  Fate* 
My  deareft  Lord,  farewcl  j  let  not  a  Sigh 
Or  Tear  proclaim  we  grieve,  our  Parting's  nigh. 
Were  it  to  quit  our  Happincfs  a  Pain, 
Joy  were  not  then  a  BlelTing,  bat  a  Chain. 
No,  lee  us  part  as  dying  Martyrs  do, 
Who  leav-e  this  Life  only  to  gain  a  nev:. 
Grief  equally  ignoble  were  as  vain. 
Since  we  at  leaft  in  Heav'n  fhall  meet  again. 

Ale.  So  from  their  Oracles  the  Deities 
Inllru6l  the  ignorant  World  in  Mylleries. 
But,  part !  that  Word  would  make  a  Saint  deipair. 
Obedience  cannot  be  a  Virtue  here. 
If  fo,  ye  Gods,  ye  have  fuch  Precepts  giv*n, 
That  an  Example  would  confound  your  Heav'n  : 
You  Duties  beyond  your  own  Omnipotence  enjoin  | 
Can  you  forfake  your  Heav'n,  or  I  leave  mine? 
'Till  when  thus  King  I'm  fix'd  beyond  remove. 
With  all  the  Cements  of  an  endlefs  Love. 
Kill  me,  thou  yet  fhalt  of  thy  Ends  defpair,  ^• 

My  Soul  fhall  wait  upon  her  ev'ry  where,  ^ 

i^ayl'd  not  fly  to  Heay'a'till  fh?  came  there*  -^ 

King 
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King.  Shall  I  thus  fee  my  felf  out-brav'd  ?  away,' 
He  is  a  Traitor  that  but  feems  to  ftay. 

\_k\dhhAQs  fnntches  a  Sroordfrom  one  of  the  Guards, 

Ale.  Now  I  am  arm'd.  Death  to  that  Wretch  that  llirs. 

King.  Sir,  do  you  think  to  look  us  into  Fears  ? 
Difarm  him  Guards,  or  kill  him.  \They  fight mddifarmhim^ 

Tif.  Pufh  home,  ye  Dogs 

Ale .  "^ — -  Sord  id  Slaves . 
Thus  ev'ry  Afs  the  helplefs  Lion  braves. 
Adieu,  divinefl  of  thy  Sex,  adieu! 
I  never  thought  that  I  could  part  'till  now. 
Now  I  deferve  the  worfl:  Fate  has  in  Store, 
That  in  fb  brave  a  Caufe  fhould  do  no  more. 

{The  Guards  offer  to  lead  him  ejf. 
Yet  ftay,  one  Look.  Thus  does  the  Needle  fteer 
To  his  lov'd  North,  and  fain  v/ould  come  more  near : 
"When  in  the  eager  Profpeft  of  his  Joy, 
He  is  by  Tome  rude  Artifl:  fnatch'd  away. 
Farewel 

Tim.  Farewel,  and  if  your  Memory 
E'er  trouble  you  with  fuch  a  thing  as  I, 
Let  not  a  Sigh  come  from  you,  but  believe 
Vd  rather  be  forgot,  than  you  fhould  grieve. 

Ale.  Such  Worth  fl^all  in  each  Temple  have  a  Shrine^? 
What,  to  regain  her,  would  I  not  reiign?  > 

But  fhe's  too  Hear'niy  to  be  longer  mine,  > 

[Exepint  fez  eral  ways  Guarded,  a?u'  looking  back  at  each  other. . 

King.  She's  gone,  but  oh  what  mighty  Charms  there  lye 
Couch'd  in  the  naiTow  Circle  of  an  Eye  ! 
Had  fhe  but  ftay'd  another  Minute  here, 
I  had  worn  Chains,  and  been  her  Priibner  : 
And  ftill  I  fear  my  Heart  is  not  my  own  j  p 

For  if  fo  bright  when  to  a  Dungeon  gone,  > 

How  would  Ihe  fhine  triumphant  on  a  Throne  ?     {Exit!^ 

,^sen.  So,  now  or  never  mufr  my  Love  fucceed  j 
Vainly,  weak  King,  haft  thou  his  Doom  decreed c 
In  this  beginning  of  his  Fall  th'aft  fhown 
But  the  imperfeS;  Figure  of  thy  ov/n. 
Few  Hours  remain  'twixt  thee  and  Defliny, 
'Till  when  grow  dull  in  thy  Security.  ^ 

Timandm'^ 
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Timandra's  and  thy  Death  is  one  Defignj^ 

Then  if  a  Crown  can  tempt  him,  he  is  mine.  {ExiK 


ACTV.      SCENE  I. 

TiiTaphernes  folus. 
X^-v  TOW  like  a  Lion  on  my  Prey  I'll  feaflj 

iN   Revenge !  thou  folace  to  a  troubled  Breaft. 
Could  but  Theramnes  in  Eliz,ium  know, 
How  would  his  Ghofl:  rejoice  at  what  I  do! 

[Theramnes'^  Ghofl  rijes, 

Ghofl.  Oh  no 

Tif.  Death,  v/hat  is  that  I  hear  and  lee? 
Begone,  duli^Ghoftj  if  thou  ^rt  damn'd,  what's  that  to  me? 

Ghoji.  From  deepefl  Horror  of  eternal  Night, 
Where  Souls  in  everlafting  Torments  groan, 
Where  howling  Fiends  lye  chain'd,  and  where's  no  Lights 
But  thickeft  Darknefs  covers  ev'ry  one, 
I  come  to  warn  thee.  Mortal,  of  thy  Sin  j 
Short  time  is  here  left  for  thee  to  remain : 
'Twere  fit  that  thy  Repentance  foon  begin,      "* 
For  think  what  'tis  to  live  in  endlefs  Pain. 

Farewel [Defcends, 

Tif. 'Twas  an  odd  Speech}  but  be  it  fo : 

Pifh  i  Hell  it  felf  trembles  at  what  I  do  j 

And  its  SubmilTion  better  to  exprefs, 

Sends  this  jEmballador  to  make  its  Peace, 

Let  idle  Fears  the  Superftitious  awcj 

With  me  my  Refelution  is  a  Law. 

Repentance  now  would  be  too  late  begun : 

Ages  can't  expiate  what  I  have  done. 

And  if  below  for  Souls  flich  Torments  are, 

Methinks  there's  yet  fome  Brav'ry  in  Defpair.* 

The  eaJie  King  looks  little  in  his  State. 

Hi^  Crown  is  for  his  Head  too  great  a  Weight : 

But  I  will  eafe  him,  and  adorn  this  Brow. 

Thus  to  my  Ai-ms  no  Limits  I'll  allow. 

Revenge,  Ambition,  all  that's  ill,  ihall  be 

My  Bus'nejS  j  fo  111  baffle  DeHiny. 

Hellf 
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Hell!  No,- 

ril  aG  fuch  Things  whilft  here  I  have  Abode, 
.'Till  my  own  Trophies  raife  me  to  a  God. 
2nter  ^een. 
^em.  Now  fiich  an  Engine  is  it  I  would  have, 
1  know  he  is  a  Traitor,  and  is  brave. 
I'll  bait  him  with  Ambition  that  may  move  j 
Then  if  complacent  to  my  Ends  he  prove. 
In  feeming  to  comply  with  his  Delign, 
I'll  make  him  but  an  Inftrument  to  minej  ^ 

For  when  Succefs  me  to  my  Wilhes  czSis, 
ril  fhake  him  off,  and  then  unpropt  he  falls. 

My  Lord ! 

Tif.  Madam. 

^een.  My  Father  Iov*d  yoa  well, 
I've  heard  him.  oft  of  your  Atchievcments  tell  j 
When  in  his  Camp  fuch  gallant  Deeds  you  wrought. 
And  always  Vi<5tory  and  Triumph  brought. 
Tif.  Madam,  your  Father  was  all  good  and  jufi:. 
^^e^n.  He  could,  why  may  not  I,  your  Honour  truft? 
Til'.  You  wrong  it  elfe,  your  Father  lives  in  you^ 
As  I  was  his,  I  am  your  Champion  too. 
Though  old,  againft  your  Foes  this  Sword  ihall  plead 
Your  Right  i   name  but  your  Traitor,  and  he's  dead. 

^nem.  Nay,  Sir,  the  Traitor's  not  alone  my  Foe, 
His  Injuries  extended  arc  to  you, 
To  you  to  whom  he  owes  all  he  enjoys, 
Yet  bafcly  him  that  gave  him  Growth  deftroysj 
"Whilft  for  his  Ills  he  would  his  Kindnefs  plead. 
To  heap  your  Honours  on  your  Rival's' Head. 
Rally  your  Courage  up,  if  you  are  brave. 
And  at  once  mine,  and  your  own  Honour  iavc. 

Ttf.  Your  Majefty  would  mean  the  King.    D'ye  try 
My  Refolution,  or  my  Loyalty? 

^mm.  Your  Courage,  Sir  is  known  j  your  Loyalty, 
If  you  have  any,  you'll  find  due  to  me. 
Through  me  thefe  Honours  you  in  Sfartct  bore. 
And  'twas  my  Father  made  you  great  before. 
Now  know  it  is  the  King,  whofe  perjiu-'d  Soul 
Has  done  me  Injuries  fo  bafe  and  foul, 

^  That 
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^at  all  that's  good  will  blufli  at ;  his  Vows  paft 

To  me,  all  in  another's  Love  are  loft. 

Nay,  with  my  Honour  too  my  Life  muft  bleed} 

He,  with  the  General's  has  my  Fall  decreed. 

To  take  the  fair  Ttmahdra  to  his  Bed. 

Let's  go  furprize  him  now  he's  full  of  Wine: 

Revenge  me  on  his  Life,  his  Crown  is  thine. 

Tif.  Madam,  indeed  the  Injuries  you  feel 
Cry  loudi  nor  do  I  tamely  fee  my  111. 
But  you  mull  fwear  to  me  you  will  be  true. 

^mn.  By  all  that's  holy  I'li  be  fo  to  you. 

Tif.  I'll  do't  i  but,  Madam,  know,  I  undertake 
To  hazard  Life  and  Honour  for  your  fakej 
Should  you  betray  me: 

^ueen.  Nay  now  you  are  nnkinder  than  before. 
To  my  firft  Oath  I'll  add  a  Million  more. 

Tif.  And  you  will  ftill  be  mindful  of  the  Crown  ? 

fieen.  Had  he  ten  thoufand,  they  were  all  your  own. 
This  then's  his  Fate  3  pity  a  Crime  Vvcre  here : 
He  n^an't  have  time  enough  to  make  a  Prayer. 

\_Draws  a  Dagger, 
^een.  Be  bold ;  and  profper  in  thy  brave  Defign  j 
And  when  his  Death's  Jper form 'd,  the  next  is  thine 

l^fide.  Exk. 
Tif  This  Trap  was  dang'roufly  and  fubtly  lay'd. 
But  I  am  not  fo  eafily  betray 'd. 
Her  love  to  Alcibifides  I  know; 
Her  Woman  for  me  did  that  Kindnefs  do. 
And  fmce  fhe  is  fo  good  at  the  Defign, 
I'll  to  oblige  her  give  her  one  of  mine. 
My  zealous  urging  of  her  Oath  was  done. 
Not  to  prevent  her  Plots,  'but  hide  my  own. 
I'll  cherifn  her  in  all  that  fhe  pretends. 
So  m.ake  her  Aims  but  Covers  to  my  Ends. 
For  when  I'm  ieated  on  the  Spartan  Throne, 
Both  her  and  all  her  Treafons  I'll  difown: 
Prove  both  her.  Judge  and  her  Accuier  too. 
And  on  her  my  firil  Aft  of  Juftice  do. 
So  all  my  Doubts  and  Fears  will  be  o'er-paft. 
And  by  her  Fail  I  iix  my  fclf  more  fall,  [Exit, 

Enter 
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^  Apartment  j'^'ith  a  Chair  of  state  and  by  it  a  Table,  with 
the  Crown  jind  Scepter, 

Enter  King  and  Lords. 

King.  My  Lords,  no  more,  we'ave  drank  too  deep !  Td 
A  while  be  private .  [now 

Lords. Royal  Sir,  we  go  \_Ex.  Lords. 

King.  Boy  take  thy  Lute,  and  with  a  pleafing  Air 
Appealfi  my  Sorrows,  and  delude  my  Care.      iSits  down*^ 

SONG. 

"Princes  that  rule,  and  "Empires  fxcay^ 

How  tran/itory  is  their  State! 
Sorrows  the  Glories  do  allay. 

And  richefi  Crowns  have greAtefiW eight* 

IL 

Ihe  mighty  Monarch  Treafon  fears. 
Ambitious  Thoughts  withm  him  rave^ 

Bis  Life  all  Difcontent  and  Cares, 
And  he  at  beji  is  but  a  Slaiie, 

III. 

•         Vitinly  we  think  with  fond  delight 
To  eafe  the  burden  of  our  Cares  ^^ 
Each  Grief  a  fecond  does  ini'Jie, 

And  Sorrows  are  each  others  Heirls.       i 

IV. 

Wor  me,  my  Honour  I'll  maintain, 

Be  Gallant,  Generous,  and  Brave ; 
And  when  I  Quietude  would  gain, 

Jit  leafi  I  find  it  'in  the  Grave.  [The  King  falls  afleep; 

Enter  ^een  and  Tiffaphernes  with  a  Dagger, 
^leen.  He  lleepsj  now  let  the  fa^al  Deed  be  done. 
Hah !  v/hat  are  thefe,  the  Scepter  and  the  Crown ! 
So  did  the  droufie  Dragon  ileep,  when  he 
Loft  the  rich  Fruits  of  the  Hefperian  Tree, 
Firft  v/e'll  ftcuie  his  Crown,  and  then  he  dies. 

[Takes  up  th2  Croufn. 
Thus  I'm  difchai-g'd  ofall  my  Fromifes.  .    Take 
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Take  this,  and  if  I  claim  your  Promife  too, 

[Puts  it  en  his  Head, 
Y'are  King,  and  Juftice  is  your  Duty  now. 

Come,  by  his  Fall — 

This  your  firfl:  ftep  to  Glory  rolemnize, 

I'll  make  you  King,  make  him  my  Sacrifice. 

Tif.  ril  do't,  but  ftay [Advances  towards  the  King. 

^een. Nay,  quickly  to  him  goj 

Sir,  he  expeds  no  Ceremony  now. 

Tif.  Thus  then  I hah !  how  alter 'd  am  I  grown! 

I  ftand  amaz'd,  and  dare  not  venture  on. 
There  is  in  Majefty  a  fecret  Charm, 
That  puts  a  Fetter  on  a  Traitor's  Arm  : 
I  cannot  do't — 

^em.  Then  look  on  her  that  dares. 
How  defpicable  is  the  Man  that  tears! 
Give  me  the  fatal  Inflrument  of  Death ; 

,,      r,r     -M  .    ,.  ^J'"'''^'-^  kts  Dagger  frGm  hi  m^. 

My   lelf  will  in  his  Heart  this  Dagger  Iheath ; 
Then  blufh  to  think,  if  e'er  the  World  ll-;ould'knov^. 
That  a  trail  Woman  durft  do  more  than  you. 

Courage  -—  he  fmiles, [Advances' towards  the  Kin^: 

Some  pieaiing  Dreams  his  Fancy  entertain ;  *" 

Oh  It  were  Pity  he  fhould  wake  again. 

Thus,  King,  thy  Life  and  Empire  I  command- 

Accept  this  trom  thy  'De:dam!a's  Hand.  [st^s  him 

Kiug.  Hah,  Murdered!  Deidamia,  and  by  you' 
What  is-'c  that  faithlefs  Woman  will  not  do' 
Hericetorth  all  Loyalty  and  Love  farewe' 
When  Atter-Ages  ihall  this  Story  ceil, 
'Tvviil  be  a  Truth  too  fad  to  be  recer/d  ,• 
Nor  ftiall  ihc  World  be  by  it  ielf  believ'd 
Did  I  for  this  ev  n  Crown  and  Empire  qui^ 
lo  Jay  all  my  Ambition  at  your  Feet- 
When  at  the  Altar  ftricleft  Vows  I  pa^d  ? 
Nor  were  they  with  leis  Zeal  perrorm'd  tlun  -i- 
1  lov  u  you  far  above  that  Life  v'ave  fnilt  " "     " 

TiA  ev'ii  my  PalTion  v/as  becoiiic  my'GuV^ 
1  tor  your  lake  depriv'd  Heav'a  of  its  di-e  " " 
look  Adoration  thence  to  pay  it  you 
Md  mua  this  be  th^Reward^fbr  all  Fve  dee' 

^  V^OL    I        ''  ''"''  '^^^"'^"'^  '■'''''''■  ''''^'  ^^'^ 

^  Thit 
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That  I  no  longer  fhall  with  thee  remain. 

But  dye  in  hopes  we  ne'er  fliall  meet  again.  iDyes, 

^uen.  He's  gone,  and  now  my  Lord ■ 

Tjf Oh,  what  is't  you  have  done? 

A  while  la)  your  unruly  Paflions  down. 
View  but  the  Aveet  Compofure  of  that  Face, 
Where  Grandeur  fat  attended  by  each  Grace : 
Now  there  grim  Death  his  ghaftly  Revels  keeps. 
And  pallid  Horrour  o'er  each  Feature  creeps. 
Weep,  Madam,  weep,  to  think  your  Rage  has  given 
That  Blow,  which  robs  the  World  to  enrich  Heav'n. 
Oh  my  dear  Lord,  that  e'er  I  liv'd  to  know 
This  Day!  Madam, I  can't  conceal  it. 

^^uem. Say  you  fo.? 

But,  Sir,  I  fcorn  to  be  betray 'd  by  you. 
\_At  the  noife  of  People  entring,  throvjs  ascay  the  Dagger,  then 
falls  upon  her  Knees,  and  lays  hold  cf  Tiilaphernes  j 
then  fpemks. 

Trcafon,  Treafon,  Treafon,  ^c. 

Is  I  not  enough  y'ave  flied  my  Husband's  Blood/ 

Tif  The  Devil ! 

^uQen.  And  robb'd  the  World  of  all  that's  great  and  good. 
But  you  muft  f«rek  my  Life .?  Oh  Pity  take. 
If  not  for  mine,  at  Icaft  for  Virtue's  fake ! 

Tif  Hell  and  Plagues!— 

^men.  But  why  do  I  name  that  ?  for  all  that  e'er 
The  World  had  left  of  it,  lyes  murder'd  there. 

Tif  Very  fine.  [mine: 

^een.  Yet  though  you've  robb'd  him  of  his  Life,  fave 
i'll  live  to  ask  Heav'n  Pardon  for  your  Sin. 

Ttf.  So,  nov/  I'll  Hop  your  Mouth. 

[Breaks  from  her,  md  takes  up  the  Dagger, 

^een.  Help '.Murder!  Treafon!  help! 
Enter  Lords. 

1  Lord.  How,  Tiffaphemes  arm'd  againfl:  the  Queen! 
What  means  this  Poiture,  Sir  ? . 

^tseen. Oh  noble  Lord, 

If  eer  your  Pity  could  a  Tear  afford, 

Weep 
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Weep  down  an  Ocean  there  j  behold  the  Spring 
Of  Sparta's  Hopes  lyes  murder'd  in  her  King. 
And  had  not  I  the  Traytor's  Rage  withftood. 
He  with  my  Husband's  too  had  mixt  my  Bleed, 
See  where  he  guilty  ftands . 

Lord.  Great  Agis  {lain! 

By  Tijfaphemes  toe ! 

^een.  Yes,  he  to  gain 
The  Spartan  Crown,  this  bloody  Deed  has  donej 
See  he  ah-eady  has  ufurpt  the  Crown  j  • 
His  hot  Ambition  could  not  bear  Delays, 
But  on  the  Royal  Spoils  thus  proudly  preys  j 
Infults  in's  Treafon. 

Tif.  1  am  now  run  down 

So  far,  that  all  hopes  of  Recovery's  gone. 
But  Madam,  can  you  dare  to  lay  this  Guilt 
On  me  ?  waf't  not  by  you  his  Blood  was  fpilt  ? 

^ueen.  By  me!  bafe  Wretch,  would  thy  Impiety 
Lay  tnis  inhuman  Regicide  on  me? 
I  v/ound  this  Breail:  ?  ah,  deareft  Saint,  too  well 
I  knew  thy  Worth  !  \JVe^ 

Tif.  Death  !  i]:«'U  be  Queen  of  Hell: 
Tlute  will  grow  in  Love  with  her  for  this. 
Lord.  My  Lord,  Treafon's  above  all  Pardon^ 

Tif. ^'Tis. 

Lord.  Then,  Sir,  to  jufHce. 

Tsf  No,  thus  I  deny.  [Trefents  his  Dfig^, 

I  liv'd  not  by  it,  nor  will  by  it  die. 
Was  it  for  this  my  Stratagems  I  laid 
To  min  her,  to  be  by  her  betray 'd  ? 
Curfe  on  my  narrow  Fatej  but  yet  to  fhew 
That  I  love  Murder  too  as  well  as  you. 

Thus,  perjur'd  Queen 

[ojfers  to  fiab  the  ^em,   but  is  hindered  by  the  Lords, 
_^een.  See,  how  he'd  ftill  purfue 
His  Treafon !  hence  to  Juftice  with  him  go  t 
Hourly  let  on  the  Rack  his  Pains  encreafe. 
Till  he  the  horrour  of  his  Guilt  confefs. 

Tf  That  Ihall  not  need.    Til  own  the  Deed  gs  mine, 
■cut  glory  m  t,  it  was  a  brave  De/ign,        "^  "^  ^" 

'^  h         ^  The 
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The  King  kiird!  and  I  ruin'd!  to  compleat 

Thy  Luft,  all  by  one  Stratagem,  was  great! 

So  great,  that  for  its  faV 

I  can  with  Satisfadion  jk\d  my  Breath, 

Elfe  I  fhould  take  no  Pleafure  in  my  Death. 

But  e'er  I  go,  be  pleas'd  to  entertain 

The  laft  kind  Precepts  of  a  dying  Man. 

Be  bloody,  falfe,  revengeful,  luftful,  all 

That  can  be  found  recorded  on  Hell's  Roll 

Embrace;  where- e'er  you  riling  Virtue  £ec, 

Down  with  it,  and  fet  up  Im.piety. 

Make  that  your  Theam,  leave  nothing  ill  undone. 

So  copy  Tijfaphernes  when  he's  gonej 

Who  leaves  this  Counfel  as  a  Legacy : 

'Tis  my  Religion,  and  Til  in  it  dye.      [Exit  Tif.  guarded, 

^eeji.  Hence  with  the  Wretch 

Mean  while  to  my  dead  Lord  Til  Sorrows  pay, 
And  aftei'  his  figh  my  own  Life  away. 

So,  now  they  are  gone Hah,  who  comes  there? 

Enter  Ardella. 

Ard.'TisJ, 

^een.  ArddU,  on  that  thing  caft  back  an  Eye; 
*Twas  once  a  King,  but  thank  chefe  Hands  now  none : 
Nay  ftart  not,  Tijfaphernes  too  is  gone;         [Ardella/^r/.^ 
His  Treafures  all  are  thine  as  a  Reward. 

Ard.  You  are  too  kind 

^een.  See  ftraight  a  Draught  prepared, 
And  Murderers  ;  Timandra  next  m.uil  fall ; 
You  know  our  Will,  let  it  be  done. 

Ard. It  fhall.  [Exeunt  federally ^ 

SCENE    A  darkened  Tent. 

^Timandra  apep  upon  a  Couch,  a  Spirit  comes  mdjings, 

Mer.  t:ome  fny  Salla,  come  urefty. 

Thy  Merli^^//.^ 
Sal.  r&ithm^  Whither? 
Mer.  Hither ;  tveve  no  Bufimfs  to  day. 
And  -where  Innocence  Jleeps  -mfecurely  may  play. 

Sal.  I  come.  [Enters; 

Mer. 
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Mer.  So,  welcome  my  Dear, 
Biitfirfl  let's  difperfe  the  bUck  Clouds  that  are  here. 
Both^  Round  about  this  Place  tPe  range, 
Jtid  Its  gloomy  Darknefs  change, 
To  a  bright  delightful  Grove, 
A  proper  Scene  for  happy  Love. 

The  SCENE  changes  to  'Eliz.iim, 

Mer.  Next,  to  divert  this  lair  Gne,  all 
Our  wing'd  Companions  we'll  call. 
And  the  Air  for  Mufick  charm, 
V/hilJi  they  their  Meafures  here  perform. 

Both.  Come  all  you  bright  Torms  that  inhabit  the  Air, 
And  eafe  -with  your  Fleafrres  the  Cares  of  the  lalri 
Herefrolick  and  skip.  Oh  no  longer  delay  I 
But  let  each  clap  his  JVmgs,  and  away. 

Several  Spirits  of  the  Air  defcend,  and  Dance. . 
Salla.  Novf  let  us  difcover  the  Manfions  of  Refl, 

Where  Lovers  roith  Lterad  Joys  are  blefi, 
[A  glorious  Temple  appears  in  the  Air,  where  the  Spi- 
rits of  the  Happy  are  feated. 

See  Fair  One,  fee,  not  long  e'er  yen 

Te  thofe  Glorious  Seats  flnill  go. 
Another  Spi.  The  lufful  ^een  thirjis  for  your  Bloody 

And  you  are  for  the  IVorld  too  good. 
Mer.  Nor  floall  you  ccme  alone,  your  Lover  too 

Muji  meet  a  Tate  the  fame  vptth  you. 
Salla.  But  here  your  Troubles  all  (hall  ceafe^ 

'Tis  the  Seat  of  endkfs  Blifs. 
Gho.  Here  in  endlefs  Pkafures  they 

Keep  Eternal  Holyday. 

Here  they  Revel,  Sport,  and  are 

Crovpn'd  with  foys  flill  new  and  rare^ 

Their  Fleafures  too  can  never  dye. 

But  like  themfelves  have  Imrmrtality, 
Mer.  See  the  kind  Spirits  fmile,  and  now 

The f  II  blefs  her  with  a  nearer  View. 
[TJis  whole  Body  of  the  Temple  moves  downward. 

D  I  Gho* 
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Cho.  Befcend^  oh  ye  Glories^  defcend! 

Who  -with  Blejfiugs  eternal  are  Cronpn'd:, 

To  this  Nym^hyour  html  Influence  lend, 

Whilft  all  the  Spheres  -with  Harmony  refomd. 
Mcr.  she  wakes -^  let  the  ApparitiQ?i  goj 

By  th'  damp  upon  my  Wings  I  know 
Something  ill  is  dramng  -near ; 
Come  Salla,  come  avpay  5  Oh  come  avoay,  my  Dear. 
They  all  Vaniflj,  and  the  Scene  changes  again  to  the  Tent. 
Tim.  IVe  had  a  Drearn  might  have  a  Lover  Blefti 
Oh  th'  fv^^cet  deh'ghts  of  everlafting  Reft! 

[^^een  appears  at  the  "Entrance, 
How's  this !  the  Qeeen  ?  what  can  her  coming  mean  ? 

^men,  Arddla  with  the  Ruffians  here  remain  j 
V\\  ill,  and  with  foft  words  her  Temper  try  j 
li  without  him  Ihell  live,  Ihe  fhall  not  Dye. 

Madam! [Tt?  Timandrao 

Tim , Your  p] ea fure ! 

^ueen.  Oft  I've  heard  y'are  brave  j 
But  the  beft  Proof  o'i  Gallantry  you  gave, 
When  Oi  your  noble  Lord  you  v/ere  bereft, 
And  fuch  a.  Biiis  with  lb  rare  Parience  left. 

Tim.  Madam,  our  Flames  a  nobler  Paffion  rules 
Than  Fondnefs,  th'idle  Guilt  of  wav'ring  Fools  ^ 
Our  Loves  knew  a  far  higher  Excellence, 
Then  the  half  Pleailires  of  a  Minute's  fenfe. 

<5)tieeyi.  Then  you  may  love,  fmce  you  can  with  him  parr^ 
He  has  made  a  Conqueft  o'er  my  tender  Heart. 
Love  governs  here  j  and  lince  ray  Husband's  dead. 
Fate  and  my  choiceft  Wifi:es  have  decreed, 
He  fhould  both  in  his  Love  and  Throne  fucceed. 

Tim.  Do  }  ou  believe  Empires  or  Crowns  can  make 
Him  his  Timandra  and  his  Faith  forfake.^ 
Or  think  you  I  an  Atome  will  relign 
Of  that  Heart,  which  by  holy  Vows  is  mine? 
No,  I  will  keep  him,  maugre  Cruelty. 

^Heen.  But  xMadam  do  you  know  what  'tis  to.  Dye  ? 
Tim,  Yes,  'tis  to  lay  thefe  Clogs  our  Bodies  by. 
And  be  remov'd  to  blefl  Etei'nit^. 
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By  Death  Relief  from  all  our  Griefs  we  gain> 
And  by  one  put  an  end  to  Years  of  Pamj 
By  that  we  in  one  Minute  find  out  more. 
Than  all  the  bulie  Gown-men  ftwdy  forj 
Who  arrer  in  duU  fearch  th'ave  Ages  fpent. 
Learn  nothing  but  to  know  th'arc  ignocaQt. 
Death  is  a  BlclTmg,  and  a  thing  fo  far 
Above  that  worft  of  all  our  Frailties,  Fear, 
It  claims  our  joy  ;  fmce  by  it  we  put  on 
The  top  of  Happinefs,  Perfedion. 
Quit  him!  no  never  whilft  I  here  have  breathy 
He's  mine  in  fpight  of  Cruelty  or  Death. 

(5)ueea.  Then'enter  ye  grim  iMinifters  of  Fate, 

''^  Enter  Murderers  with  Foifon. 

Does  not  your  ftubborn  Courage  now  abate? 

Tim.  No,  my  Reiolves  more  fc:t  and  firm  are  grov/nl 
Bring  dread fuiril  Racks  and  Tortures  yet  unknown, 
Provide  one  for  each  Senfe,  and  then  do  thou  ^ 

Tempt  me  my  Love  and  Int'reft  to  forgo,  > 

'Midfl  of  my  Pains  Til  fmile,  and  telHhce  No.  •^■ 

^ueen.  But  Minion,  foon  your  Iniblence  iliall  ceafe. 
Come,  lince  f^ach  Refolution  you  exprefs, 
Take  thisj  demur  not ;  do't [Gives  heraBowlofVoifm,- 

Tim,  And  is  this  all? 
I  thought  t'  have  had  a  more  Heroick  Fall, 
Expeded  to  have  noblefl  Tortures  met. 
Not  by  dull  Poifon  to  liave  found  my  Fate} 
But  any  way  I  can  thy  Pow'r  dehej 
'Tis  for  my  Alcibtades  1  die.  Kfer;  to  drir^>. 

^een.  Yet  yield,  and  live 

Xim.  Live!  what  have  I  to  do 

With  Life,  when  giv'n  by  one  fo  bale  as  you  ? 

Thus  I  defpife  it [DrsKks, 

^een.  What  difmal  Tortures  ftrait  will  on  her  feize! 
So !  'cwas  a  Health  to  AlcibUdes. 

[After  Timandra  has  drank  the  Foifin. 
Tim.  Now  blufh  at  what  thy  impious  Rage  has  donej  -, 
My  Alcibiades  is  ftill  my  own :  ^ 

And  if  thou  him  embrace  when  I  am  goiie,  -* 

D  4.  Each 
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Each  Niglit  thy  Bed  I'll  haunt,  and  challenge  there 
Thofe  Joys,  of  which  thou  haft  bereft  me  here. 
Anxious  fhall  be  each  Day,  difturb'd  each  Night, 
A  reftlefs  Shade  I'll  ftiH  be  in  thy  Sight  j 
And  thee  i'th' height  of  all  thy  Pleafures  fright, 
Heav'n,  what  do  I  feel ! 

^hieon.  Oh,  does  the  Draught  fucceed! 

Ard.  Madam,  great  Akti>sades  is  freed. 
And  juft  is  entring 

^een.  Straight,  with  ftri(fteft  Care 

Convey  her  in,  and  wait  my  Plcafure  there. 

[The  Murderers  ki^d  m  Timan^ 
Sweet  Murder !  oh  no  Phyfick  is  fo  good 
For  th'hopelefs  Lover  as  2.  bath  of  Blood. 

But  here  he  comes 

Znter  Alcibiades. 
— — Now  to  my  Griefs  again.  [_Velh-. 

Ale.  It  makes  me  wonder  how  I  Freedom  gainj 
All  things  confas'd,  and  in  diforder  are. 
How's  thi?,  IE  mourning  Weeds  ?  unveil,   my  Fair. 
Hah,  not  Timanara,  I \_^um  umeib^ 

^ieen.  No,  Sir,  though  \is  one 

That  icves  as  nobly  as  Timmdra  can, 

Or  could,  did  fiie  yet  live;  but  fne  is  dead. 

Ale.  Kow,  dead! 

^een.  Yes  ,  Tijjaphernes  that  black  Deed  did  do, 
Promoted  by  his  ignoble  Kate  to  you. 
But  you  will  wonder  more,  when  I  ihall  tell. 
That  by  his  Hand  the  m.ighty  Agis  fell. 
The  JCing  is  flain,  both  I  and  Sparta  now 
Have  no  hopes  left,  but  what  remain  in  you. 

Ale.  In  mic!  alas!  I  am  a  Wretch  too  pool% 
Timandra  dead !  cm-ft  ever  be  the  Hour 
Wherein  fo  fair  an  Innocence  was  loft. 
Heav'n  juftly  now  may  of  its  Glories  boaftj 
For  the  moii  bright,  and  precious  Saint  that  e'er 
The  World  enjoy 'd,  is  fled,  and  feated  there. 

^een.  Why  do  you  let  your  Griefs  diftra^  your  Soul.? 
Call  up  your  Rcafon,  and  let  Paffion  cool. 

See 
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See  hef e  a  Queen,  that  courts  you  with  the  Charms 
0£  Love,  a  Crown,  and  Empu-e,  to  her  Arms : 
No  longer  for  Timandra  Sorrow  wearj, 
I  will  fupply  all  you  have  loft  in  her : 
Til  love  you  as  fhe  did. 

Ale. Oh,  Madam,  noj 

To  love  like  her's  a  Task  too  hard  %  you : 
Love  me  as  fhe  did?  why,  each  Thought  Ihe  had  ' 
Of  me,  was  fuch,  might  make  an  Angel  glad : 
For  Crowns,  though  Emp'ror  of  the  World  I  were, 
I'd  turn  a  Beggar  to  recover  her. 
Oh,  Madam,  tempt  no  further  j  all's  but  vain> 
I  ne'er  can  have  a  Thought  of  Loye  again. 

^ueen.  Never!" 

Ale.  No,  never 

^ueen.  Can  you  then  fo  foon 

Forget  your  Promife.?  or  vnW  you  difown 
That  e'er,  if  you  Timandra  fhould  fiu-vivc. 
You  vow'd  you  only  for  my  fake  would  live  ? 
You  fee  how  Heav'n  has  decreed 

^Ic.  Alas! 

I  then  the  Blefiing  knew,  but  not  the  Lofs3  . 
Befides,  I  now  muft  die 

^ueen.  How,  Sir,  is'tthus  my  proferr'd  Love  you  prize  h 

Ale.  I  do  not  hate  you  j  may  not  that  fuifice? 

^ueen.  Ungrateful,  no!  but  Til  reward  thy  Pride. 

Draw  back: 

\The  Scene  draim  difioven  Timandra  on  A-CffHch,  m 
the  mid/i  of  her  Vains. 

Go  Dotard  in,  enjoy  thy  Bride, 

And  know,  by  me  thy  lov'd  Tmfindria  dy'd; 
Yes,  cruel  Man,  by  me 

Tim.  No,  Queen,  fhe  lives. 

And  ftill  to  all  thy  Rage  Defiance  gives. 

Do  I  behold  my  dearefl  Lord  fo  nigh!    ]Sfm  Alcibiadesl 

Shall  I  again  fee  him  before  I  die ! 

Ale.  Beft  Hopes  and  Comfort  of  my  Life,  I'm  here. 
How  fares  my  Love  ?— 

'£tm.  Ohj  come  not,  come  not  near, 

P  f  My 
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My  Blood's  all  Fire,  InfefHon's  in  each  Vein,  ^ 

And  Tyrant  Death  in  ev'ry  Part  does  reign  j  ^ 

But  I  for  you  could  fufifer  much  more  Pain. 

J[Ic.  Kind  Heav'n!  let  all  her  Pangs  upon  me  MU 
/  nd  add  ten  thoufand  more,  I'll  bear  'em  all, 
Do  but  rcfi:ore  her  back.  Oh  curfed  Queen! 
What  Devil  arm'd  thee  to  fo  damn'd  a  Sin  ? 
Cou'drr  thou  be  guilty  of  fo  foul  a  Deed  ? 

^een.  Yes,  I  did  do't^  by  me  the  King  too  bled. 
Unworthy  Wretch !  and  all  for  love  of  you  j 
But  had  I  pow'r  I  now  would  kill  thee  too. 

Mc.  Oh  do't,  ril  blot  out  all  th'aft  done  before. 
And  never  call  thee  bafe,  nor  cruel  more. 
Here  is  my  Bread,  foon  the  kind  Work  begin. 
Advance  thy  Poniard,  fend  it  boldly  in. 

^een.  No,  thou  fhalt  live  for  harder  Deftiny, 
But  firfl:  fhalt  fee  thy  dear  Ttmandra  die. 

Mc.  Oh  Mifery  beyond  the  damn'd  beneath ! 
Mufl  I  not  happy  be  in  Life  nor  Death? 

Tim.  Alas!   ceafe  your  unnecefTary  Moanj 
I  find  my  Torments  quickly  will  be  gone. 
Though  I  could  wifli  they  might  to  Years  renew. 
So  I  might  ftill  be  bleft  with  feeing  you. 
Kow  the  black  Storms  of  Fate  are  all  blown  o'er. 
And  v/e  Ihall  meet,  and  ne'er  be  parted  more. 
But  oh  farew;el  — —  \I>m. 

Ale. My  dear  Timandra  ftay  ! 

Ail  precious  Soul,  fly  not  fo  foon  away ! 

But  one  Look  more  ^  will  Death  have  no  Remorfe  ? 

See,  'tis  thy  Alcibiades  implores. 

But  oh  fhe's  gone!  feize  there  that  Murderefs. 

^^ueen.  • -No: 

Seize  me !  'tis  more  than  all  your  Camp  can  do : 
Who  e'er  comes,  here's  my  Guard ;  alas  mean  Fool, 

[Prefents  her  Dagger, 
My  Fate's  a  thing  too  great  for  thee  to  rule  3 
There  lyes  y&ur  Conftancy.  [Pointing  to  Timandra. 

[Akibiades  fies  to  th  ^em,  and  faatches  the  Bagger 
J  rem  hr,  ^ 

Alc> 
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Ale.  Infernal  Hag! 

V/hofe  ev'ry  Breath  mkcts,  each  Look's  a  Plague ! 
Could  not  thy  Fury  on  myBofom  reft. 

But  thou  muit  wreak  thy  Vengeance  on  this  Breaft? 

To  murder  her !  curfe  on  me  that  I  (land 

Thus  idlci  now  thy  Heart : 

[Frefe77ts  the  Badger  to  her  Breafi, 

But  oh  'twould  brand 

My  Trophies  with  eternal  Infamy, 

If  by  my  Hand  fo  bafe  a  thing  fhould  die: 

Her  Ills  lb  many,  and  fo  odious  are. 

They  would  difgrace  an  Executioner. 

Yet  I'd  do  fomethingi  oh  I  have't,  I'll  tear       [Ravmgiy. 

Her  piece-meal: but  Timandm's  gone  too  far  : 

[MMy.  - 

Yonder  fhe  mounts!  triumphant  Spirit  ftayj 

Sse  where  the  Angels  bear  her  Soul  away ! 

Now  all  the  Gods  will  grow  in  love  with  her: 

And  I  fhall  meet  frefh  Troops  of  Rivals  there. 

But  thus  I'll  hafte  and  follow [Sta^s  himfelf. 

Devil,  there [Throres  the  Dagger  to  the  ^^ueen. 

Die,  if  thou  haft  Courage  enough  to  dare. 

But  oh! 

A  heavy  Faintnefs  does  each  Senfe  furprize: 
Yet  e'er  I  clofe  up  thefe  unhappy  Eyes, 
Here  their  laft  duteous  Sorrows  they  Ihall  pay, 
And  at  this  Object  melt  in  Tears  away. 
Bleft  Center  of  my  Hopes  I  in  whom  I  plac'd 
Too  choice,  too  pure  a  Happinefs  to  laA. 
I  any  Lofs  lefs  than  thy  Death  had  griev'd ; 
How  well  could  I  have  dy'd,  fo  thou  hadft  Iiv*d ! 

Damn'd  Fiend ! [To  the  ^em.- 

But  oh  why  do  I  rave  at  her. 

That  have  fo  little  time  to  tarry  here? 

One  parting  Kife,  and  then  in  Peace  I'll  die : 

[Kijfes  Timandra- 
Now,  farewell  V/orld ;  welcome  Eternity. 

Enter  Patroclus,  Lords 0i4  Guards. 
Tat.  Horrourof  horrours!  this  was  a^difmal  Chanc&i 
Alas,  my  Friend!  ' 
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Ale. Thy  ufelefs  Grief  refrain  j 

Farewell  j  we  fhall  hereafter  meet  again.  iDies] 

Tat.  Guards,  feize  the  Queen 

^ueen.  Seize  me,  rude  Slaves!  forbear^ 

Fat.  You  fhall  in  fhort  your  Accufation  hear. 

To  kill  the  King,  my  Father  firft  you  made 

Your  Property  5  then  bafely  him  betray'd. 

Your  Woman  all  confeft,  and  by  the  Guard 

Is  now  fecur'd  to  a  more  juft  Reward. 

And  (though  too  late)  this  black  Delign  I  knew: 

Yet  all  your  Stratagems  are  ufelefs  now. 

Hence  with  the  Murd'refs  to  Juft  ice. 


^leen. Hah ! 
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Think  you  that  I  will  die  by  formal  Law? 
No,  when  I'm  dead  be  thus  my  Fame  fupplyM^ 
She  liv'd  a  Murd'refs,  and  a  Murd'refs  dyd. 

[Stabs  her  felf: 
Juftice  would  but  my  Happinefs  retar'd : 
Thus  I  defcend  below  to  a  Reward. 
I  fhall  be  Queen  of  Fate :  The  Furies  there 
For  me  a  glorious  Crown  of  Snakes  prepare. 
I  long  to  be  in  State  j  my  Lords  farewell : 
Now  noble  Charon !  hoife  up  Sail  for  Hell.  iDses. 

Lord.  Her  Soul  is  fled 

Tat.  • With  her  for  ever  die 

Her  Treafbns,  and  her  odious  Memory. 
But  whither  is  the  fair  Draxilla  gone? 

Lord.  Diftra<fted  at  the  Mifchiefs  that  are  done. 
She's  fled  j  but  whither  is  to  all  unknown. 

Tat.  Quickly  let  after  her  be  made  Purfuitj 
I'll  ranfack  all  the  World  to  find  her  out. 
Propitious  Heav'n  to  her  will  fure  be  kind. 
Enter  Lord. 

1  Lord.  My  Lord,  we  in  our  Votes  have  all  combined 
To  make  you  Kingj  the  Camp,  with  fhouts  and  cries 
Of  Joy,  fend  their  loud  Wifhes  to  the  Skies. 

[Shouts  rcith'm,  Long  ^-ve  Patroclus  iC/»^  o/Sparta; 

Tat.  Go  bid  'em  their  yn  a  dcome  Noife  forbear: 
Turn  all  ^leir  Shouts  to  Sighs  of  Sorrow  here. 

[THrns  to  the  Bodies. 
Tfe'are 


Alc  ibi  a  de  s. 
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Th'are  gone  3  and  with  'em  all  I  wifh'd  to  keepi 
Now  I  could  almoft  turn  a  Boy,  and  weep. 
My  Friend !  my  Miftrefs !  and  my  Father  loft ! 
Never  were  growing  Hopes  more  fadly  croft. 
Now  Fortune  has  her  utmoft  Malice  fhown. 
She'd  court  me  with  the  Flatt'Ty  of  a  Crowm 
A  thing  fo  far  beneath  thofe  Joys  I  mifs, 
Tis  but  the  Shadow  of  a  Happinefs. 
For  how  uneafily  on  Thrones  they  fit, 
That  muft,  like  me,  be  wretched  to  be  great. 
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Spoken  by  Mrs.  Mary  Lee. 

^r  OW  who  fays  Poets  dan^t  in  Blood  delight  ? 
^Tistrue^  theVarlets  care  not  much  to  fight'} 

"But '' faith  ^  theyclavj  it  off  whenever  they  write  ; 

jire  Bully-Rocks  not  of  the  common  Size ; 

Kill  ye  Men  fafter  than  Domitian  Flies. 

Ours  made  fuch  Havock^  that  the  filly  Rogue 

IVas  forced  t§  make  me  rife  for  th  Epilogue, 

The  Fop  damn' d  me ^  but  e'*er  to  Hell  I  go, 

rd  very  fain  he  fatisffd  if  you 

Think  it  not  jufi  that  he  were  fervid  fo  too. 

As  he  hath  yours^  do  you  his  Hopes  beguile  : 

You've  been  in  Furgatory  all  this  while. 

Then  Damn  him  down  to  Hell,  and  never  fp are  \ 

Perhaps  he"* II  find  more  Favour  there  than  here\ 

Isfay  of  the  two  may  chufe  the  much  lefs  Evil; 

Jfyou^re  but  good  when  pleas' d,  e"* en  fo's  the  Devil, 
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To  His  Royal  Highnefs  the 

DUKE. 


IS  an  approved  Opinion^  There'll 
not  fo  unhappy  a  Creature  in  the 
World,  as  the  Aian  that  wants 
jimbition:  For  certainly  he  lives 
to  very  little  Z^fe  that  only  toils 
in  the  fame  Round^  and  becaufe 
he  knows  vjhere  he  is -^  though  in  a 
dirty  Road,  dares  not  venture  on  a  fmoother  Path, 
for  fear  of  being  loft.  That  I  am  not  the  Wretch 
I  condemn.  Tour  Royal  Highnefs  may  be  fuffcient^ 
ly  convinced,  in  that  I  durft  prefume  to  put  thts 
Poem  under  your  Fatronage,  My  Motives  to  it 
were  not  ordinary :  For,  be/ides  my  own  Fropenfity 
to  take  any  Opportunity  of  publiping  the  extream 
Devotion  I  owe  Tour  Royal  Htghnefs,  the  mighty 
Encouragement  I  received  from  your  Approbation 
of  it  vjhen  prefented  on  the  Stage,  was  hint  enough 
to  let  me  know  at  whofe  Feet  it  ought  to  he  laid, 
Tet  vjhilft  I  do  this,  I  am  fenfible  the  Curious  World 
vuill  exped  fame  Panegyrick  on  thofe  Heroick  Vir- 
tues, which  are  throughout  it  fo  much  Admird^ 
But  as  they  are  a  The  am  too  great  for  my  XJndertak- 
ing,foonly  to  endeavour  at  the  Truth  of  "*  er/ij  muft,in 
the  diftance  between  my  Obfcurity  and  their  Height, 
favour  of  a  Flattery^  which  in  Tour  Royal  Htgh- 
nefi's  Efteem  I  would  not  be  thought  guilty  of: 
Thti  in  that  part  of  ''er/i  which  relates  to  my  felf 
(viz.  Tour  Fa,VQurs power'^d  on  a  Thing  foms an  as 


The  Epiftle  Dedicatory. 

I  am)  I  know  not  how  to  heftlent.     B/r  Tou  vjers 
not  only  fo  indulgent  as  to  heflow  Tour  Praife  on 
thls^    but  even    {beyond  my  hopes)  to  declare  in  fa- 
'veur  of  my  Firjl  Ejfay  of  this  nature  .y  and  add  yet  the 
Encouragement  ofTourCommands  togoforvjard^when 
I  had  the  Honour  to  kifs  Tour  Royal  Highnefs^s  Hand^ 
in  token  of  your  PermiJJion  to  make  a  Dedication  to 
Tou  of  the  Second.     I  muft  confefs^  and  hoaji^  I  am 
'very proud  of  it ;  and  itivere  enough  to  make  me  myre^ 
were  I  not  fenfible  how  far  I  am  undeferving.     Tet 
when  Jcsnfider  Tou  never  give  ygur  Favours  precipi- 
tately^  but  that  it  is  a  certain  Sign  offome  Defert 
when  Tou  vouchfafe  to  promote  :  /,  who  have  termi- 
nated my  hefi  Hopes  in  it^  JJjould  do  Wrong  to  Tour 
Goodnefs^  Jbould  I  not  let  the  IVorldknow  my  Mind 
as  well  as  my  Condition  is  rais'*dbyit.  I  am  certain 
none  that  know  Tour  Royal  Htghnefs  will dif approve 
my  afpiring  to  the  Service  of  fo  Great  and  fo  Good 
a  Aiajier  ;  One  who  {as  is  apparent  by  allthofewho. 
have  the  Honour  to  he  near  Tou.,   and  know  Tou  by 
that  Title)  never  rats'* d without  Aderit^  or  difcounte- 
nanc'^d  without  Jujiice,     ^Tis  that  indeed  obliging 
Severity  which  has  in  all  Aden  created  an  awful  Love 
andRefpc^  towards  Tou ;  fince  in  the  Firmnefs  of  your 
Refolution  the  brave  and  good  2idan  is  fure  of  ToUy 
whilji  the  ill-minded  and  malignant  fears  Tou.   This 
J  could  not  pafs  over.,  and  I  h&pc  Tour  Royal  High-- 
nefs  will  pardon  it.,  fince  ^tis  unaffeBedly  my  Zeal  to 
Tou^  who  am  in  nothing  fo  Unfortunate,   as  that  I 
have  not  a  better  Opportunity  to  let  Tou  and  the 
World  know  how  much  I  am 

Your  Royal  Highnefs's 

mod  Humble,  mod  Faithful, 
and  moft  Obedient  Servant, 

Tho.  Otwa\\._ 


THE 

PREFACE. 

READER, 
>^np  I S  not  that  I  have  any  great  AiTeaiion  to  Scrib- 
I  bling,  that  I  pefter  thee  with  a  Preface  ^  for  a- 
mongil  Friends,  'tis  almon:  as  poor  a  Trade  with 
Poets,  as  it  is  with  thoie  that  write  Hackney  under  At- 
tormei,  it  will  hardly  keep  us  in  Ale  and  Cheefe.  Honeft 
Ario/Io  began  to  be  fenlible  of  it  in  his  time,  who  nukes 
his  Complaint  to  this  Purpoie 5 

I  pity  tkofi  who  in  thefe  latter  Bays 
Do  Write,  '^chen.  Bounty  hath  f^nt  up  her  Gate; 
IVhere  Day  and  Night  in  vain  good  Writers  knocks 
And  for  their  Labours  oft  ha-vc  but  A  Mock. 

Thus  I  find  it  according  to  Sir  John  Harringtm's  Tran- 
fiation ;  had  I  underflood  Italian  I  would  have  given  it 
thee  in  the  Original,  but  that  is  not  my  Talent  j  therefore 
to  proceed :  This  Play  was  the  Second  that  ever  I  writ, 
or  thought  of  writing.  I  m.uft  confefs,  I  had  often  a  Ti- 
tillation  to  Poetry,  but  never  durft  venture  on  my  Mufe,. 
'nil  I  got  her  into  a  Corner  in  the  Country  i  and  then^ 
like  a  baflifiil  young  Lover,  when  I  had  her  Private,  I 
had  Courage  to  fumble,  but  never  thought  fhe  would 
have  produced  any  things  'till  at  laft,  1  know  not  how, 
e'er  I  was  aware,  I  found  my  felf  Father  of  a  Drama- 
tique  Birth,  which  I  cail'd  Akibiadis:  But  I  might,  with- 
out Offence  to  any  Perfon  in  the  Play ,  as  well  have  cail'd 
it  Ne6uchad'fiez.zjir ;  for  my  Hero,  to  do  him  right,  was 
none  of  that  iqueamifh  Gentleman  I  make  him,  but  would 
as  Httle  have  boggl'd  at  the  obliging  the  Paillon  of  a 
young  and  a.  beautiful  Lady,  as  I  ihould  my  felf,  had  I 
the  fame  Opportunities,  which  I  have  given  him.     This 
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I  publifli  to  antedate  the  Obje£lions  fome  People  may 
make  againft  that  Play,  who  have  been  (and  much  good 
may  it  do  'em)  very  fevere,  as  they  think,  upon  this. 
Whoever  they  arc,  I  am  {lire  I  never  difoblig'd  them  j 
nor  have  they,  (thank  my  good  Fortune)  much  injur 'd 
me :  In  the  mean  while  1  forgive  'em,  and  fince  I  am 
out  of  the  reach  on't,  leave  'em  to  chew  the  Cud  on 
their  own  Venom.  I  am  well  fatisfy'd  I  had  the  great- 
eft  Party  of  Men  of  Wit  and  Senfe  on  my  Sidej  amongfl 
which  I  can  never  enough  acknowledge  the  unfpeakable 
Obligations  1  received  from  the  I-arl  of  R.  who,  far  above 
what  I  am  ever  able  to  defcrve  from  him,  feem'd  almofi: 
to  make  it  his  Eufinefs,  to  eftablifii  it  in  the  good  Opini- 
on of  the  King  and  his  Royal  Highnefs;  from  both  of 
which  I  have  fince  received  Contirmations  of  their  good» 
Liking  of  it,  and  Encouragement  to  proceed.  And  it  is 
to  him,  I  muft  in  all  Gratitude  confels,  I  owe  the  great- 
eft  Part  of  my  good  Succefs  m  this,  and  on  whofe  In- 
dulgency  I  extreamly  build  my  Hopes  of  a  next.  I  dare 
not  prefume  to  take  to  my  felf  what  a  g.reat  many,  and 
thofe  (I  am  ftire)  of  good  judgment  too,  have  been  fo 
kind  to  aftbrd  me,  (x^i;i.)^That  it  is  the  beir  Heroick 
Play  that  has  been  written  of  late^  for,  I  thank  Heav'n, 
1  am  not  yet  fo  vain.  But  this  I  may  modeifly  boaft  of, 
v/hich  the  Author  of  the  French  Bemice  has  done  before 
me,  in  his  Preface  to  that  Play,  that  it  never  fail'd  to 
draw  Tears  from  the  Eyes  of  the  Auditors ;  I  mean, 
thofe  v/hofe  Souls  were  capable  of  fo  noble  a  Pleafure  j 
for  'twas  not  miy  Bufinefs,  to  take  fuch  as  only  come  to 
a  Play-Houfe  to  fee  Farce-fools,  and  laugh  at  their  own 
deformed  Pidtures.  Though  a  certain  Writer,  that  fhall 
be  namelefs,  (but  you  may  guefs  at  him  by  what  follows^ 
being  ask'd  his  Opinion  of  this  Play,  very  gravely  Cock'd, 
and  cry'd,  I  gad  he  kne-of  not  a  Line  in  it  he  -mould  be  Au- 
thor of.  But  he  is  a  fine  Facetious  witty  Perfon,  as  my 
Friend  Sir  Tormalhzs  it  3  and  to  be  even  with  him,  I 
know  a  Comedy  of  his,  that  has  not  fo  much  as  a  Quib- 
ble in  it  which  I  would  be  Author  of.  And  fo,  Reader, 
I  bid  him  and  thcc 

Farewcl. 

PRO- 


PROLOGUE. 


WHEN  fir fl  our  Author  took  this  Flay  in  HanJ, 
He  doubted  much,  and  long  was  at  a  Jland, 
He  knew  the  Tame  and  Memory  of  Kings 
Were  to  be  treated  of  as  Sacred  Thi?zgs. 
Not  as  they're  reprefented  in  this  Age, 
V/here  they  appear  the  Lumber  of  the  Stage ! 
Us'd  only  jufl  for  reconciling  Tools, 
Or  TPohat  is  vporfe,  made  Villains  all,  or  Tools. 
Befides,  the  CharaSlers  he  fijovps  to  Night, 
H?  found  -were  very  difficult  to  Write: 
He  found  the  Tame  <>/ France  and  Spain  at  Stake, 
Therefore  long  paus'd,  and  fear' d  which  Fart  to  iakej 
'Till  this  his  fudgment  fafejl  underjiood. 
To  make  'em  both  Heroick  as  he  cou'd. 
But  non>  the  greatefi  Stop  was  yet  unpafi. 
He  found  himfelf  alas !  confin'd  too  fafi. 
He  is  a  Man  ofFleafure,  Sirs,  like  you. 
And  therefore  hardly  could  to  Bujinefs  boso, 
'Ttll  at  the  lajl  he  did  this  Conquefi  get. 
To  make  his  Fleafure  Whetjione  to  his  Wit, 
So  fometimes  for  Variety  he  writ. 
But  as  thofe  Block-heads,  who  difcourfe  hy  Tx.ois, 
Sometimes  fpeak  Senfe  although  thty  rarely  know't : 
So  he  fear ce  knew  to  what  his  Work  would  grow  ^ 
But  'twas  a  Flay,  becaufe  it  would  bsfo: 
Tet  well  he  hwws  this  is  a  weak  Fretence, 
For  Idle-aefs  is  the  worfi  want  of  Senfe. 
Let  him  yiot  ?u>w  of  Carelefsnefs  be  tax'd. 
He'll  write  in  earneji,  when  he  writes  the  next'^ 
Mean  while — ■— 

Frune  his  fuperfiuous  Branches,  never  fpare-, 
Tet  do  it  kindly,  be  'not  too  fe'vere\ 
He  may  bear  better  Trutt  another  Tear, 
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ACT    L    SCENE    I. 


SCENES    Palace  Royal 

7'he  Curtain  drawn  difcovers  the  King  and  Queen 
attended^  D&n  Carlos,  the  Jidarcjuis  rf  Pofa, 
Rui-Gomez,  ^c,  Eboli,  Henrietta,  Garcia, 
jittendants^  Guards. 

KING. 

■  A  P  P  Y  the  Monarch,  on  whofe  Brow  noCares 
Add  weight  to  the  bright  Diadem  he  wears  j 
Like  me,  in  all  that  he  can  wifh  for,  bleft.' 
P.enov/n  and  Love,  the  gentlefl:  Calms  of  i 

Reft, 
And  Peace,  adorn  my  Brow,  enrich  my\ 
Breafi. 
To  me  great  Nations  Tributary  arcj 
Though  whilfl  my  vaft  Dominions  Iprcad  fo  far,  ^ 

Where  moft  I  Reign,  I  muli  pay  Homage,  here.  -^ 

[Tothe^een. 


7^  DonCarlos. 

Approach,  bright  Miftrefs  of  my  pureft  Vowsj  ^ 

Now  (hew  me  him  that  mere  ReHgion  owes  4 

To  Heav'n,  or  to  its  Altars  more  devoutly  bows .  J 

D.  Car.  So  Merchants,  call  upon  fome  favage  Coaft, 
Are  forc'd  to  fee  their  deareft  Treafures  loft. 
Gm-fel  What's  Obediemce  ?  A  falfe  Notion  made  1  [Ajide. 
By  Priefts.who  when  they  found  oldCheats  decay'd,  > 
By  fuch  new  Arts  kept  up  declining  Trade.  \ 

A  Father?  Oh! 

King.  Why  does  my  Carlos  fhrowd 

His  Joy,  and  when  all's  Sunfliine  wear  a  Cloud  ? 
My  Son,  thus  for  thy  Glory  I  provide  j 
From  this  Fair  Charmer,  and  our  Royal  Bride, 
Shall  fuch  a  noble  Race  of  Heroes  fpring. 
As  may  adorn  the  Court  when  thou  art  King. 

D.  Car.  A  greater  Glory  I  can  never  know. 
Than  what  already  I  enjoy  in  you. 
The  brightefl:  Ornaments  of  Crowns  and  Pow'rs 
I 'only  can  admire,  as  they  are  yours. 

King.  Heav'nl  how  he  ftands  unmoved!  not  the  leaft  ihew-^ 
Of  Tranfport.  / 

D.  Car.  Not  admire  your  Happinefs  ?  I  do  ^ 

As  much  admxire  it  as  I  rev'rence  you.  3 

Let  me  exprefs  the  mighty  Joy  I  feel. 

Thus,  Sir,  1  pay  my  Duty  when  I  kneel .  [Kneels  to  the  3uten . 

^een.  How  hard  it  is  his  Paffion  to  confine! 
I'm  lure  'tis  fo,  if  I  may  judge  by  mine.  [Aj7i/e. 

Alas,  my  Lord,  y'are  too  obiequious  now.        [To  CjjIos. 

D.  Car.  Oh!  might  I  but  enjoy  this  Pleafure  ftill. 
Here  would  I  worfhip,  and  for  ever  kneel. 

^een.  For  Heav'n,my  Lord !  you  know  not  what  you  do. 

Kmg.  Still  there  appears  Difturbance  on  his  Brov/j 
And  in  his  Looks  an  Earneftnefs  I  read, 
Which  from  no  common  Caufes  can  proceed.         [Aj7(ie, 

I'll  probe  him  deep 

• — -When,  when,  my  deareft  Joy,  [To  the  ^uee7U 

Sha;4  I  the  mighty  Debt  of  Love  defray  ?  ""^ 

Hence  to  Love's  lecret  Temples  let's  retire,  ^ 

There  on  his  Altars  kindle  th'  Am'rous  Fire,  X. 

Then  Phcenix-like  each  in  the  Flame  expire'  S 

Still 
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Still  he  is  fix'd [Looking  on  Dm  Carlos. 

. Gomez,  obfcrve  the  Prince.  [To  Rui-Gomez. 

Yet  iinile  on  me,  my  Charming  Excellence. 
Virgins  fhould  only  Fears  and  Blufhes  fhew ; 
But  you  mull  lay  afide  that  Title  now. 
The  Dodrine  which  I  preach,  by  Heav'n,  is  good : 
Oh,  the  impetuous  Sallies  of  my  Blood ! 

^een.  To  what  unwelcome  Joys  I'm  forced  to  yield  r 
Now  Fate  her  utmoft  Malice  has  fulfiU'd.    . 
Carlos,  farewel}  for  iince  I  muft  fubmit 

King.  Now  wing'd  with  Rapture  let  us  fly,  my  S'vveet, 
My  Son,  all  Troubles  from  thy  Breaft  refign, 
And  let  thy  Father's  Happinefs  be  tliine. 

[Ex.  King  and  ^.sen  attmded. 

D.  Car.  What  King,   what  God  would  not  his  Pow'.^ 
T'  enjoy  fo  much  Divinity  below?  [forego, 

Didft  thou  behold  her,  Tofa} 

Tofa.  Sir,  1  did. 

D.  Car.  And  is  fhe  not  a  fweet  one  ?  Such  a  Bride  * 
O  "Pofa,  once  fhe  was  decreed  for  mine: 
Once  I  had  hopes  of  Blifs.    Hadfl  thou  but  fesn 
How  bkfl:,  how  proud  I  was,  \i  1  could  get 
But  leave  to  lye  a  Proflrate  at  her  Feet, 
Ev'n  with  a  Look  I  could  my  Pains  beguile ; 
Nay  fhe  in  Pity  too  would  fometimes  fmilej 
*Till  at  the  laft  my  Vows  fuccefsful  prov'd. 
And  one  Day,  fighing,  Ihe  confefs'd  fhe  lov'd. 
Oh !  then  I  found  no  Limits  to  our  Joy, 
With  Eyes  thus  languifhing  we  look'd  all  Dayj 
So  vigorous  and  ftrong  we  darted  Beams, 
Our  meeting  Glances  kindled  into  Flames ; 
Nothing  we  found  that  promis'd  not  Delight :  ^ 

For  when  rude  Shades  depriv'd  us  of  the  Light,  € 

As  we  had  gaz'd  all  Day,  we  dreamt  all  Night.  •^. 

But  after  all  tbefe  Labours  undergone. 
A  cruel  Father  thus  deflroys  his  Son  3 
In  their  full  Height  my  choicefl  Hopes  beguiles,, 
And  robs  me  of  tlie  Fruit  of  all  my  Toils. 
My  deareft  Tofa,  thou  wert  ever  kindj 
Bring  thy  bell  Counfcl,  and  diredt  my  Mind. 

Vol.  I.  E  j^^,^ 
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JEnter  Gomez. 

R.  Go.  Still  he  is  here My  Lord. 

■   Ti.Ciir.  Your  Bufinefs  now? 

R.  Go.  I've  with  Concern  beheld  your  clouded  Brow. 
Ah !  though  y'nave  loft  a  Beauty  well  might  make 
Your  ilritfteil:  Honour  and  your  Duty  Ihake, 
Lee  not  a  Father's  Ills  mifguide  your  Mind, 
But  be  Obedient,  tho'  he's  prov'd  Unkind. 

Ty.Car.  Hence,  Cynick,  to  dull  Slaves  thy  Morals  teach  J 
I  have  no  leiilire  now  to  hear  thee  Preach: 
Still  you'll  ufurp  a  Power  o'er  my  Will. 

R,  Go.  Sir,  you  my  Services  interpret  ill : 
Kor  need  it  be  fo  foon  forgot,  that  I 
Have  been  your  Guardian  from  your  Infancy. 
When  to  my  Charge  committed,  I  alone 
Initrufted  you  how  to  CA'pefl  a  Crown  j 
Taught  you  Ambition,  and  War's  nobleil:  Arr^, 
How  to  lead  Armies,  and  to  ccnquer  Hearts i 

Whilft,  though  but  young, 

You  \','-ould  with  Piealare  read  of  Sieges  got. 
And  fmile  to  hear  of  bloody  Battels  fought : 
And  Hill,  though  not  coatroui,  I  may  advife. 

D.  Cf^r  Alas,  thy  Pride  wears  a  too  thin  Diiguife: 
Too  well  I  know  the  Fallhood  of  thy  Soul, 
Which  to  my  Father  render'd  me  lb  foul, 
That  hardly  as  his  Son  a  Smile  I've  known. 
But  always  as  a  Traitor  m^et  his  Frown. 
My  forward  Honour  was  Ambition  call'd : 
Or  if  my  Friends  my  early  Fame  extoli'd, 
You  dam.p'd  m.y  Father's  Smiles  ftill  as  they  fprung, 
Perfuading  I  repin'd  he  liv'd  too  long. 
So  all  my  Hopes  by  you  were  frurtrate  made. 
And,  robb'd  of  Sun-iliine,  wither'd  in  the  Shade. 
"Whilft,  my  good  Patriot!  you  difpo^j'd  the  Crowa 
Out  of  my  Reach,  to  have  it  in  your  own, 
^ut  I'll  prevent  your  Policy 

^.  Go. '- My  Lord, 

This  Accufation  is  unjufi:  and  hard. 

The  King,  your  Father,  would  nor  Co  upbraid 

My  Age:  Is  ail  my  Service  thus  repaid .- 

En 
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But  I  will  hence,  and  let  my  Mafter  hear 

How  generoufly  you  reward  my  Carej 

Who  on  my  jull:  Complaint,  I  doubt  not,  will 

At  leaft  redrefs  the  Injuries  I  feel.  [ExitGomtz. 

Fofa.  Alas,  my  Lord,  you  too  feverely  urge 
Your  Fatej  his  Int'reft  with  the  King  is  large. 
Belides,  you  know  he  has  already  feen 
The  Tranfports  of  your  Paffion  for  the  Queen. 
The  ufe  he  may  of  that  Advantage  make 
You  ought  at  leaft  t'avoid,  but  for  her  fake, 

D.  Car.  Ah!  my  dear  Friend, th'afl  touch'd  my  tenderly 
I  never  yet  learned  the  dillembling  Art.  (Part^ 

Go,  call  him  back,  tell  him  that  I  implore 
His  Pardon,  and  will  ne'er  offend  him  more. 
The  Queen !  kind  Heav'n,  make  her  thy  neareft  Care. 
O !  fly,  overtake  him  e'er  he  goes  too  far.  [Exii  Pofo, 

How  are  we  bandy'd  up  and  do\\Ti  by  Fate  ? 
By  fo  much  more  unhappy  as  w'are  great. 
A  Prince,  and  Heir  to  Stains  great  Monarch  bora, 
I'm  forc'd  to  court  a  Slave  whom  I  moll  fcorn  i 
Who,  like  a  Sr  amble  'mongft  a  Cedars  Boughs, 
Vexes  his  Peace  under  whole  Shades  he  grows. 

Now  he  returns :  AfTiift  me,  Falihood, down. 

Thou  Rebel  Paffion  — . 

Re-enter  R.  Gomez  and  Pofa. 

Sir,  I  fear  I've  done  [To  R.  Gomc-z. 

You  wrong;  but  if  I  have,  you  can  forgive. 
Heav'n !  can  I  do  this  abjec'i  'thing,  and  live .?  [A/Jde. 

R.  Go.  Ah!  my  good  Lord,  it  makes  too  large  amends. 
When  to  his  Valfal  thus  a  Prince  defcends  j 
Though  it  was  fomething  rigid,  and  unkind, 
T'  upbraid  your  faithful  Servant  and  your  Friend- 

D.  Car.  A'as,  no  more  3  all  Jealcufies  fhall  ceafej 
Between  us  two,  let  there  be  henceforth  Peace. 
So  may  juA  Heav'n  ailiU  me  when  I  fue. 
As  I  to  Gomez  always  will  be  true. 

R.  Go.  Stay,  Sir,  and  for  this  mighty  Favour  take 
All  the  Return  Sincerity  can  m.ake. 
Blefi  in  your  Father's  Love,  as  I'm  in  yours. 
May  Bot  one  Fear  diilurb  your  happy  Hours : 

E  a  Crown'd 
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CrDwn*d  with  Succefs  may  all  your  Wifnes  be, 
And  you  ne'er  find  worfe  Enemies  than  me. 

[Exeunt  D.  Car.  mdVo^, 
Nor,  fpight  of  all  his  Greatnefs,  fhall  he  need : 
Of  too  long  Date  his  Ruin  is  decreed. 
Spain's  early  Hopes  of  him  have  been  my  Fears  j 
'Twas  I  the  Charge  had  of  his  tender  Years, 
And  read  in  all  the  Progrefs  of  his  Growth, 
An  untam'd,  haaghty,  hot  and  furious  Youth  j 
A  Will  unruly,  and  a  Spirit  wild  i 
At. all  my  Precepts  ftill  with  Scorn  he  fmil'd. 

Or  when,  by  th'  Power  I  from  his  Father  had. 
Any  Reftraint  was  on  his  Pleafures  laid, 
Ufher'd  with  Frowns  on  me  his  Soul  would  rife. 
And  threaten  future  Vengeance  from  his  Eyes. 
But  now  to  all  my  Fears  I  bid  adieu  j 
For,  Prince,  I'll  humble  both  your  Fate  and  you. 
Here  comes  the  Star  by  whom  my  Courfe  I  fleer, 
Enter  Eboli. 

Welcome,  my  Love. 

Eboli,  My  Lord,  v/hy  fcay  you  here, 

Lofing  the  Pleafure  of  this  happy  Night? 

When  all  the  Court  are  melting  in  Delight, 

You  toil  with  the  dull  Bus'ncfs  of  the  State. 

R.  Co.  Only,  my  Fair  One,  how  to  make  thee  Great : 

Thou  tak'ft  up  all  the  Bus'nefs  of  my  Heart, 

And  only  to  it  Pleafures  canft  impart. 

Say,  iay,  my  Goddefs,  when  (hall  I  be  blefl  ? 

It  is  an  Age  fince  I  was  happy  lafl:. 

Ebolt.  My  Lord,  I  come  not  hither  now  to  hear 

Your  Love,  but  offer  fomething  to  your  Ear. 

If  you  have  well  obferv'd,  you  mull  have  ieen 

To  Day  ibme  ftrange  Diforders  in  the  Queen. 

R.  Go.  Yes,  fuch  as  youthful  Brides  do  ftill  exprefs. 

Impatient  Longings  for  the  Happinefs. 

Approaching  Joys  will  fo  difturb  the  Soul, 

As  Needles  always  tremble  near  the  Pole.  [well 

Eboli.  Come,  come,  my  Lord,  feem  not  To  blind  j  too 

fvc  feen  the  Wrongs  which  you  from  Carlos  feel  j 

And 
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And  know  your  Judgment  is  too  good,  to  lofe 
Advantage,  where  you  may  fo  fafely  chufe. 
Say  now,  if  I  inform  you,  how  you  may 
With  full  Revenge  all  your  pafl  Wrongs  repay. 

R.Go.  Bieil  Oracle!  fpeak  how  it  may  be  'done  : 
My  Will,  my  Life,  my  Hopes  are  all  thy  own. 

Ei>oli.  Hence  then,  and  with  your  ftridtefl:  Cunning  try 
What  of  che  Queen  and  Prince  you  can  defcryj 
Watch  ev'ry  Look,  each  quick  and  fubtle  Glancej  -^ 

Then  we'll  from  Sll  produce  fuch  Circumftance  > 

As  fhall  the  King's  new  Jealoufie  advance.  ^ 

Nay,  Sir,  I'll  try  what  mighty  Love  you  fhew;  ^ 

If  you  will  make  mc  Great,  begin  it  now.  ^ 

How,  Sir?  D'you  fland  conlid'ring  what  to  do?  ^ 

R,Go.  No;  bur  methinks  I  view  from  hence  a  King, 
A  Queen,  and  Prince,  three  goodly  Flowers,  ipringj. 
Whilfb  on  'em  like  a  fubrle  Bee  FIl  prey, 
'Till  fo  their  Strength  and  Virtue  drawn  away, 
Unable  to  recover,  each  (hall  droop. 
Grow  pale,-  and  fading  hang  his  wither'd  Top: 
Then  fraught  with  Thyme  triumphant  back  Vll  come, 
And  unlade  all  the  precious  Sweets  at  home.[£A:.'/ Gomez. 

£i^oli.  In  thy  fond  Policy,  blind  Fool,  go  on,  ^ 

And  make  what  hafle  thou  canft  to  be  undone,  i 

Whilft  I  have  nobler  Bus'nefs  of  my  own,  -^ 

Was  I  bred  up  in  Greatnefs?  Have  I  been 
Nurtur'd  with  glorious  Hopes  to  be  a  Queen : 
Made  Love  my  Study,  and  with  pradis'd  Charms 
Prepar'd  myself  to  meet  a  Monarch's  Arms: 
At  lafi  to  be  condem.n'd  to  the  Embrace 
Of  one,  whom  Nature  made  to  her  Dilgraccj 
An  old,  imperfedi,  feeble  Dotard,  wha 
Can  only  tell  (alas!)  what  he  vvould  do? 
On  him  to  throw  away  my  Youth  and  Bloomy 
As  Jewels  that  are  loft  t  enrich  a  Tomb  ? 
No,  though  all  Hopes  are  in  a  Husband  dead, 
Another  Path  to  Happinefs  Til  tread; 
Elfewheie  find  Joys  which  I'm  in  him  deny'd: 
Yetj  wkile  he  can,  let  the  Slave  ferve  my  Pride, 

E  5  sm 
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Still  ril  in  Pleafure  live,  in  Glory  fliinej 

The  gallant,  youthful  Aujiria  fhall  be  mine: 

To  him  with  all  my  Force  of  Charms  I'll  move. 

Let  others  toil  for  Greatnefs,  whilft  I  Love.  [I.xit. 


A  C  T    II.      S  G  E  N  E  I. 

SCENE   A'd  Orange  Gro've^ 

Enter  Don  John  cf  Auftria. 
D.yOin.XJJ  HY  (h.ould  dull  Lav/ rde  Nature,  who  firft 

V  ^       made 
Tiiat  Law  by  Vv^ich  her  felf  is  now  betray 'd  ? 
Ere  Man's  Corruptions  made  him  wretched,  he 
Was  born  moll  Noble  that  was  born  moft  Free ; 
-Each  of  himfelf  was  Lord,  and  unconfin'd, 
Obey'd  the  Did:ates  of  his  God-like  Mind. 
Lav/  was  an  Innovation  brought  in  fince,  j 

When  Fools  began  to  love  Obedience,  > 

And  coJi'd  ihei'-  Slavery  Safety  and  Defence.  ^ 

hly  Glorious  Father  got  me  in  his  Heat, 
"Vv'hen  all  he  d:d  was  eminently  Great: 
When  warlike  Belgia  felt  his  conqu'ring  Top.  ■■ 
And  the  proud  Germans  own'd  him  Em^  ^rc 
Why  fhould  it  be  a  Stain  then  on  my  BL  gc  ^ 

Becaufe  I  came  not  in  the  common  Roa5.  C 

But  Born  obfcure,  and  fo  more  like  a  Goiir  ^ 

Koj  though  his  Diadem  another  wear. 
At  leaft  to'all  his  Pleafures  Fii  be  Heir. 
Here  I  fhould  meet  my  El'oli,  my  Fair. 

E}2ter  Eboli. 
She  comes  j  as  the  bright  Cyprian  GoddeCs  moves. 
When  loofe,  and  in  her  Chariot  drawn  by  Doves, 
She  rides  to  meet  the  warlike  God  flie  lov^es. 

Eeoli.  Alas,  my  Lord,  you  know  not  with  what  Fear 
And  Riznrd  I  am  come  to  n^eet  you  here. 

D.  fohn.  O  baoif^.  it:  Lovers  l-ke  us  ihould  fly, 
And  m.e-unted  by  rhcir  Wiilics  -bar  on  high, 

Where 
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^Vhere  fofteft  Exta^es  and  Tranfports  are,  ^ 

While  Fear  alone  difturbs  the  lower  Air.  K 

Eboli.  But  who  is  fafe  when  Eyes  are  ev'ry  where?   "^ 
Or  if  we  could  with  happieit  Secrefie 
Enjoy  thefe  Sweets,  oh,  whirher  fhall  we  Hy 
T'efcape  that  Sight  whence  we  can  nothing  hide? 

Vi.John.  Alas,  lay  this  Religion  now  aiidej 
111  fliew  thee  one  more  pleaiant,  that  which  Jovq        ^ 
Set  forth  to  the  old  World,  when  from  above  C 

He  came  himfelf,  and  taught  his  Mortals  Love.  -^ 

'Eboll.  Will  nothing  then  quench  your  unruly  Flame? 
My  Lord,  you  might  conlider  who  I  am. 

D.  John.  I  know  y'are  her  I  love,  what  ihould  I  more 
Regard  ? 

I.hU.  By  Heav'n  he's  brave \_Afidz, 

But  can  fo  poor 

A  Thought  poflefs  your  Breall,  to  think  that  I 
Will  brand  my  Name  with  Lufl  and  Infamy  ? 

Y>.fchn.  Thofe  that  are  noblell:  Bom  fnould  higher  prize 
Love's  Sweets,    Oh !  let  me  fly  into  thofe  Eyes ! 
There's  fomething  in  'em  leads  my  Soul  afu'ay : 
As  he  who  in  a  Necromancer's  Glafs 
Beholds  his  wiih'd-for  Foitune  by  him  pafs. 

Yet  ftill  with  greedy  Eyes 

Purfues  the  Vilioa  as  it  glides  away. 

Eboli.  Protedl  m.e,  Heav'n,  I  dare  no  longer  ftavj 
Your  Looks  {peak  Danger :  I  feel  fomething  too' 
That  bids  me  fly,  yet  will  not  let  m.e  go.         \_Half  afide. 

'D.fohn,  Take  Vows  and  Pray 'rs  if  ever  I  prove  falfcj 
See  at  your  Feet  the  humble  Aujiria  falls.  [Kneels, 

Eioli.  Rife,  rife, [Auftria  rifes. 

My  Lord  why  would  you  thus  deceive  ?  l^ighs. 

D.Jo'/i.  How  many  ways  to  wound  me  you  contrive? 
Speak,  wou'dR  thou  hive  an  Empire  at  thy  Feet  ? 
Say,  wou'dft  thou  Rule  the  World  ;  IM  Conquer  it. 

Eboli.  Noi  abov.e  Empire  far  I  could  prize  you. 
If  you  would  be  but 

I),  John.  What? 

iJfoli.  For  ever  true. 

« 
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Ti.John.  That  thou  may 'ft  ne'er  have  Caufc  to  fear  thofe 
I'll  be  confin'd  for  ever  in  thy  Arms:  [Harms, 

Nay,  ril  not  one  fhort  Minute  from  thee  ftray  j  ^ 

My  felf  I'll  on  thy  tender  Bofom  lay,  ^ 

"Till  in  its  Warmths  I'm  melted  all  away.  "^ 

Enter  Garcia. 

Gar.  Madam,  your  Lord 

Zboli.  Oh!  fly,  or  I'm  undone. 

'D.John.  Muft  1  without  my  Bleffing  then  be  gone? 

I  K'ljfes  her H find. 

liolL  Think  you  this  Indifcretion  merits  one  ? 

[TuUs  it  bfick. 

"D.John.  I'm  aw'd 

As  a  lick  Wretch,  that  on  his  Death-Bed  lyes,  ^ 

Loath  with  his  Friends  to  part,  juft  as  he  dieSy  ^ 

Thus  fends  his  Soul  in  Wifhes  from  his  Eyes.       [Exit.  ^ 

E^o/;.OhHeav'n!  what  Charms  in  Youth  anil  Vigour  are! 
Yet  he  in  Conqueft  is  not  gone  too  far ; 
Too  eafily  I'll  not  my  felf  refign  : 
E'er  I  am  his,  I'll  make  him  lurely  mine 3 
Draw  him  by  fubtle  Baits  into  the  Trap, 
'Till  he's  too  far  got  in  to  make  Efcape  j 
About  him  fwiftly  the  foft  Snare  I'll  call, 
And  when  I  have  him  there,  Til  hold  him  falL 
Enter  Rui-Gome^. 

R.Go.  Thus  unaccompany'd  I  fubtlely  range 
The  folitary  Paths  of  dark  Revenge : 
The  fearful  Deer  in  Herds  to  Coverts  run, 
Whilfl  Bcalls  of  Prey  affedl  to  roam  alone. 

Ebol'i.  Ah!  my  dear  Lord,  how  do  you  ipend  your  Hoursi 
You  little  think  what  my  poor  Heart  indures  j 
Whillt,  with  your  Abfence  tortur'd,  I  in  vain 
Pant  after  Joys  I  ne'er  can  hope  to  gain. 

R.Go.  You  cannot  my  Unkindnefs  fure  upbraid; 
You  fhould  forgive  thole  Faults  your  felf  have  made. 
Remember  you  the  Task  you  gave? 

Eboli. Tistruej 

Your  Pardon,  for  I  do  remember  now.  \Sigbs. 

If  I  forgot,  'twas  Love  had  all  my  Mind  : 
And  'tis  no  Sin,  I  hope,  to  be  too  kind, 

R.Go. 
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R,Go.  How  happy  am  I  in  a  faithful  Wife! 
Oh  thou  moft  precious  Blefling  of  my  Life ! 

ESoli.  Does  then  Succefs  attend  upon  your  Toil  ? 
I  long  to  fee  you  revel  in  the  Spoil. 

R.  Go.  What  ftrideft  Diligence  could  do,   IVe  done, 
T'incenfe  an  angry  Father  'gainft  his  Son. 
I  to  Advantage  told  him  all  that's  pa  ft, 
Defcrib'd  with  Art  each  am'rous  Glance  they  caft ; 
So  that  this  Night  he  fliunn'd  the  Marriage-Bed, 
V/hich  through  the  Court  has  various  Murmurs  fpread, 

£nter  the  King  attended  by  Pofa. 
See  where  he  comes  with  Fury  in  his  Eyes  j 
Kind  Heav'n  but  grant  the  Storm  may  higher  rife. 
If 't  grow  too  loud,  I'll  lurk  in  fome  dark  Ceil, 
And  laugh  to  hear  my  Magick  work  fo  well. 

King.  What's  all  my  Glory,  all  my  Pomp?  how  poor 
Is  fading  Greatnefs  ?  or  how  vain  is  Pow'r  ? 
Where  all  the  m.ighty  Conquefts  I  have  ieen  ?  -^ 

I,  who  o'er  Nations  have  Vidlorious  been,  > 

Now  cannot  quell  one  little  Foe  within.  ^ 

Curs'd  Jealouhe,  that  poifons  all  Love's  Sweets! 
How  heavy  on  my  Heart  th' Invader  fits! 
Oh,  Gomez!  thou  haft  giv'n  my  Mortal  Wound. 

R.Go.  Whatis't  does  fo  your  Royal  Thoughts  confoiindi 
A  King  his  Pow'r  unbounded  ought  to  have. 
And,  ruling  all,  fhould  not  be  PaiTion's  Slave. 

King.  Thou  counfell'ft  well,  but  art  no  Stranger  fur^ 
To  the  fad  Caufe  of  what  I  now  endure. 
Know'ft  thou  what  Poifon  thou  didft  lately  give  ? 
And  doft  not  wonder  to  behold  me  live  ? 

R.Go.  I  only  did  as  by  my  Duty  ty'd. 
And  never  ftudy'd  any  thing  belide. 

King.  I  do  not  blame  thy  Duty  or  thy  Care : 
Quickly,  what  paft  between  'em  more,  declare, 
How  greedily  my  Soul  to  Ruin  flies ! 
As  he,-  who  ina  Feaver  burning  lyes, 
Firft  of  his  Friends  does  for  a  drop  implore,. 
Which  taliJed  once,  urable  to  give  o'er, 
Knows  'tis  his  Banc,  yet  ftillThirfts  after  nrore. 

Qh.theii- 
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R.Go.  ~r—  I  fear  that  you'll  interpret  wrong. 
.  Tis  true,  they  gaz'd,  but  'twas  not  very  long. 

King.  Lye  flill,  my  Heart :  Not  long  was't  that  you  {aid  ? 

R.Go.  No  longer  than  they  in  your  Prefence  ftay'd. 

Kmg.  No  longer?  Why,  a  Soul  in  lefs  time  flies 
To  Heav'nj  and  they  have  changed  theirs  at  their  EyCS^ 
Hence  abje6l  Fears,  be  gone  5  flie's  all  Divine. 
Speak,  Friends,  can  Angels  in  Perfeftion  fin? 

R.Go.  Angels  that  ihine  above  do  oft  beftow 
Their  influence  on  poor  Mortals  here  below. 

King.  But  Carlos  is  my  Son,  and  always  near; 
Seems  to  move  with  me  in  my  glorious  Sphere. 
True,  fhe  may  fliow'r  promifcuous  Bleflings  down 
On  Slaves  that  gaze  for  what  falls  from  a  Crown. 
But  when  too  kindly  flie  his  Brightnefs  £gcs. 
It  robs  my  Luftre  to  add  more  to  his. 

But  Oh!  I  dare  not  think 

That  thofe  Eyes  fhould  at  leafl:  fo  humble  be. 
To  floop  at  him,  when  they  had  vanquifh'd  mc. 

Fofa.  Sir,  I  am  proud  to  think  I  know  the  Prince, 
That  he  of  Virtue  has  too  great  a  Senfe, 
To  cherifh  but  a  Thought  beyond  the  Bound 
Of  flridefl  Duty.    He  to  me  has  own'd 
How  much  was  to  his  former  Paflion  due. 
Yet  flill  confefs'd  he  above  all  priz'd  you. 

R.  Go.  You  better  reconcile.  Sir,  than  advife; 
Be  not  more  Charitable  than  y'are  Wife. 
The  King  is  Tick,  and  we  fl-;ould  give  him  Eafe, 
But  firfl  find  out  the  depth  of  his  Diieafe. 
Too  fudden  Cures  have  oft  pernicious  grown ; 
We  muft  not  heal  up  fefler'd  Wounds  too  foon. 

King,  By  this  then  you  a  Pow'r  would  o'er  me  gain. 
Wounding  to  let  me  linger  in  the  Pain. 
I'm  flung,  and  won't  the  Torture  long  endure: 
Serpents  that  wound,  have  Blood  thofe  Wounds  to  curei 

R.Gc.  Good  Heav'n  forbid  that  I  fliould  ever  dare 
To  queflion  Virtue  in  a  Queen  fo  fair; 
Though  flie  her  Eyes  caft  on  her  Glorious  Son : 
Men  ok  fee  Tveaiures,  and  yet  covet  none. 
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King.  Think  not  to  blind  me  with  dark  Ironies, 
The  Truth  difguis'd  in  obfcure  Contraries. 
No,  I  will  trace  his  Windings;  all  her  dark 
And  fubtlefl:  Paths,  each  little  Action  mark. 
If  fhe  prove  falfe,  as  yet  I  fear,  fhe  dies. 

Enter  ^^een  attended,  and  Henrietta. 
Ha!  here!  O  let  me  turn  away  my  Eyes, 
For  all  around  fhell  her  bright  Beams  difplay  :  - 

Should  I  to  gaze  on  the  wild  Meteor  fray,  ^ 

Spight  of  my  felf  I  fhall  be  led  aftray.  *  J 

[Exit  the  King  attended,  'looking  at  the  ^uem, 

^een.  How  fcornfully  he  is  withdrawn!  ''^^ 

Sure  ere  his  Love  he'd  let  me  know  his  Pow'r: 
As  Heav'n  oft  Thunders  ere  it  fends  a  Show'r. 
This  Spamjlj  Gravity  is  very  odd : 
All  things  are  by  Severity  fo  aw'd. 
That  little  Love  dares  hardly  peep  abroad. 

Hen.  Alas,  what  can  you  from  Old  Age  exped, 
"When  fi-ail  uneafie  Men  themlelves  negled  ? 
Some  little  Warmth  perhaps  may  be  behind. 
Though  fuch  as  in  extinguifh'd  Fires  you'll  find} 
Where  fome  Remains  of  Heat  the  Afhes  hold, 
Which  (if  for  more  you  open)  ftraight  are  cold= 

^een.  'Twas  Intereft  and  Safety  of  the  State  j 
Int'reft,  that  bold  Impofer  on  our  Fate  3 
That  always  to  dark  Ends  mij[guides  our  Wills, 
And  with  falfe  Happinefs  fmooths  o'er  our  Ills, 
It  was  by  that  unhappy  Tra^'ice  was  led,  ^ 

When,  though  by  Contrad  I  fhould  Carlos  wed,  > 

I  was  an  Offering  made  to  Fhilifs  Bed,  ^ 

Why  figlr'H:  thou,  Henrietta^  £Hen,  Si^hs 

Hen.  Who  is  it  can 
Know  your  fad  Fate,  and  yet  from  Grief  refrain  ? 
With  Pleafore  oft  Tve  heard  you  fmiling.  tell 
Of  Carlos  Love. 

^een. And  did  it  pleafe  you  well? 

In  that  brave  Prince's  Courtihip  there  did  meeC 
All  that  we  could  Obliging  call  or  Sweet* 
At  tY'iy  Point  he  with  Advantage  (lood ; 
Fierce  as  a  Lion,  if  provok'd  abroad  ^ 
Elfc;  foft  as  Angels,  charming  as  a  God, 
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Hen.  One  fo  accomplifh'd,  and  that  lov'd  you  to<H 
^Vith  what  Refentments  muft  he  part  with  you  ? 

Methinks  I  pity  him. But  oh!  in  vain: 

He's  both  above  my  Pity  and  my  Pain.  [^Afide, 

^een.  What  means  this  ftrange  Diforder? 

Hen. Yonder  view. 

That  which  I  fear  will  difcompofe  you  too. 
Enter  Don  Carlos,  nnd  Pofa. 

^Hieen.  Alas,  the  Prince !  There  to  my  Mind  appears 
Something  that  in  me  moves  unufual  Fears : 
Av/ay,  Henrietta [Pif^^-^  ^o  i^- 

D,  Car. Why  would  you  be  gone? 

Is  Carlos  Sight  ungrateful  to  you  growaF 
If  'tis,  Ipeak :  In  Obedience  I'll  retire. 

^ueen.  No,  you  may  Ipeak,  but  muft  advance  no  nigher, 

D.  Car.  Muft  I  then  at  that  awful  Diftance  fue. 
As  our  Fore- fathers  were  compell'd  to  do, 
When  they  Petitions  made  at  that  great  Shrine, 
Where,  none  but  the  High-Prieft  might  enter  in? 
Let  me  approach  j  I've  nothing  for  your  Ear, 
But  what's  fo  pure  it  might  be  OfTer'd  there. 

^ueen,.  Too  long  'tis  dang'rous  for  me  here  to  flay : 
If  you  mull  Ipeak;  proceed :  What  would  you  fay  ? 

[Carlos  kneels. 
Nay,  this  ftrange  Ceremony  pray  give  o'er. 

D.  Car,  Was  I  ne'er  in  this  Pofture  feen  before  ? 
Ah !  can  your  cruel  Heart  fo  foon  refign 
All  fenfe  of  thtCo:  fad  Sufferings  of  mine  Y 
To  your  more  juft  Remembrance,  if  you  can, 
Recal  how  Fate  feem'd  kindly  to  ordain 
That  on^e  you  fhould  be  mmej  which  I  believ'd : 
Though  now,  alas !  I  find  I  was  deceived. 

^ieen.  Then,  Sir,  you  fhould  your  Fate,  not  me  upbraid.. 

D.  Car.  I  wiJl  not  fay  y'ave  broke  the  Vows  you  made  j 
Only  implore  you  would  not  quite  forget 
The  Wretch  y'ave  oft  feen  dying  at  your  Feet, 
And  now  no  other  Favour  begs  to  have, 
Than  fuch  kind  Pity  as  becomes^  your  Slave. 
For  'midft  your  higheft  Joys,  without  a  Crime, 
At.Jea4l  you  now  aad  tkn  may  think  ofliim. 
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^een.  If  e'er  you  lov'd  me,  you  would  this  forbears 
It  is  a  Language  which  I  dare  not  hear. 
My  Heart  and  Faith  become  your  Father's  Right  j 
All  other  PalTions  I  muft  now  forget. 

D.  C'jr.  Can  then  a  Crown  and  Majefty  diipenfe     y 
Upon  your  Heart  fuch  mighty  Influence,  > 

That  I  mufl  be  for  ever  banifh'd  thence?  ^ 

Had  I  been  rais'd  to  ail  the  Heights  of  Pow'r, 
In  Triumph  crown'd  the  World's  great  Emperour, 
Of  all  its  Riches,  all  its  State  polTelVd, 
Yet  you  fhould  ftill  have  governed  in  my  Breaft. 

^ee?2.  In  vain  on  her  you  Obligations  lay. 
Who  wants  not  Will,  but  Power  to  repay. 

Hen.  Yet  had  you  HenrieUas  Heart,  you  would 
At  leail  ftrive  to  afford  him  all  vou  could.  [uijide, 

D.  Car.  Oh !  fay  not  you  xvant  Pow'r  3  you  may  with  one 
Kind  Look  pay  doubly  all  I've  undergone^ 
And  knew  you  but  the  Innocence  I  bear, 
How  pure,  how  fpotlefs  all  my  Wilhes  are. 
You  would  not  fcruple  to  fupply  my  Want, 
When  all  I'll  ask  you  may  fo  fafely  grant. 

^een.  I  know  not  what  to  grant  5  too  well  I  find 
That  ftill  at  leafl  I  cannot  be  unkind. 

D.  Car.  Afford  me  then  that  httle  which  I  crave. 

^een.  You  ihall  not  want  what  I  may  let  you  have, 

[Gives  her  Hand  fighing, 

D.  Car.  Like  one 

That  fees  a  heap  of  Gems  before.  h;m  cail^ 
Tiicnce  to  chufe  any  that  may  pleafe  him  beft; 
From  the  riclLTreafure  whiUVl  Choice  fhould  make, 
Dazzel'd  with  all,  I  know  not  where  to  take. 
I.  would  be  rich: 

^een. Nay,  you  too  far  encroach  ^ 

1  fear  I  have  already  giv'n  too  much,      {Turns  from  him, 

D.  Car,  Oh!  take  not  back  again  th'  appearing  Sliis.. 
How  difEcult's  the  Path  to  Happinefs ! 
Whiifl  up  the  Precipice  we  climb  with  Pain, 
One  little  Slip  throws  us  quite  down  again. 
Stay,  Madam,  though  yo.i  nothing  more  can  give 
Than  ^uft  enough  to  keep  a  Wretch  alive  j 
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At  leail  remember  how  IVe  lov'd 

^^een.  1  will. 

D.  Car.  That  was  fo  kind,  that  I  muft  beg  more  ffillj 
Let  me  love  on :  It  is  a  very  poor 
And  eafie  Grant,  yet  111  requeft  no  more. 

^^een.  Do  you  believe  that  you  can  Lx)vc  retain. 
And  not  expe<9:  to  be  belov'd  again  ? 

D.  Car.  Yes,  I  will  love,  and  think  I'm  happy  too. 
So  long  as  I  can  find  that  you  are  fb : 
All  my  Dilquiets  banifh  from  my  Breaft : 
I  will  endeavour  to  do  fo  at  leaft.  [%^%  deeply. 

Or  if  I  can't  my  Miferies  out-wear, 
They  never  more  fliall  come  t'  offend  your  Ear.      [admire ; 

^ueen.  Love  then,  brave  Prince,   whilft  I'll  thy  Love 
\_Gives  her  Hand,  which  Don  Carlos  during  all  this 
Speech  ktjfes  eagerly. 
Yet  keep  the  Flame  fo  pure,  fuch  chafte  Defire, 
That  without  Spot  hereafter  we  above 
May  meet,  when  we  iliall  come  all  Soul,  all  Love, 

■'Till  when Oh!  whither  am  I  run  aftray  ? 

I  grow  too  weak,  and  muft  no  longer  ftay  : 

For  fhould  I,  the  foft  Charm  fo  flrong  would  grow, 

I  find  that  I  {hall  want  the  Power  to  go. 

[Ex.^een  and  Henrietta; 

D.  Car.  Oh  fweet— — 
If  fuch  Tranfport  be  in  a  Tafte  fo  fmall, 
How  blefs'd  muft  he  be  that  polTelTcs  all ! 
Where  am  I  Tofa  ?  Where's  the  Queen  ?  [Standing  amazed. 

To/a.  ^My  Lord, 

A  while  fome  Refpite  to  your  Heart  afford : 
The  Queen's  retir'd 

D.  Car.  —.—Retir'd?  And  did  Ihe  then 
Juft  fhew  me  Hcav'n,  to  fhut  it  in  again  ? 
This  little  Safe  augments  my  Pain  the  more? 
For  n0»w  I'm  more  impatient  than  before : 
And  have  difcover'd  Riches  make  me  mad, 

Pofa.  But  fince  thofe  Treafures  are  not  to  be  had. 
You  fhould  corred:  Defires  that  drive  youon 
Beyond  that  Duty  which  becomes  a  Son. 
No  longer  let  the  Tyrant  Love  invade j 
T^  Brave  may  by  themlelves  be  happy  made. 
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You  to  your  Father  now  muft  all  refign. 

D.  Car.  But  e'er  he  robb'd  me  of  her  fhe  Was  mine. 
To  be  my  Friend  is  all  thou  haft  to  do, 
For  half  my  Miferies  thou  canft  not  know. 
Make  my  lelf  happy!  Bid  the  Damn'd  do  Co; 
Who  in  fad  Flames  muft  be  for  ever  tofs'd. 
Yet  ftill  in  view  of  the  lov'd  Heav'n  th'ave  loft.  {Ixemf, 


ACT  III.    SCENE  I. 

The  Grove  continues,' 

"Enter  Don  John  of  Auftna." 

D.  J\JL  O  W  vainly  would  dull  Moralifts  impofe 

11  Limits  on  Love,  whofe  Nature  brooks  no  Laws  ? 
Love  is  a  God,  and  like  a  God  {hould  be 
Inconftanr,  with  unbounded  Liberty 

Rove  as  he  lift- 

I  find  it  5  for  ev'n  now  IVe  had  a  Feaft, 
Of  which  a  God  might  co\'et  for  a  Taftc, 

Methinks  I  yet 

See  with  what  foft  Devotion  in  her  Eyes 
The  tender  Lamb  came  to  the  Sacrifice. 
Oh  how  her  Charms  furpriz'd  me  as  I  lay ! 
Like  too-near  Sweets  they  took  my  Senfe  away  j 
And  I  ev'n  loft  the  Pow'r  to  reach  at  Joy. 
But  thofe  crofs  Witchcrafi:s  foon  unraveli'd  were. 
And  I  was  luU'd  in  Trances  fweeter  far : 
As  anchor'd  VefTels  in  calm  Hsrbours  ride, 
Rock'd  on  the  Swellings  of  the  floating  Tide. 
Hov/  v/retched  then's  the  Man,  who  though  alone       y 
He  thinks  he's  bleft,  yet  as  conhn'd  to  one,  > 

li  but  at  beft  a  Prisoner  on  a  Throne?  -^^ 

To  him  King  attended,  Pofa,   and  Gomez. 
King.  Ye  mighty  Pow'rs,  whofe  Subftitutes  we  are, 
Oa  whom  y'ave  kin  qf  Earth  the  Rule  and  Care, 

'      '  Why 
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Why  all  our  Toils  do  you  reward  with  lif. 
And  to  thofc  weighty  Cares  add  greatfer  ftill  ? 
Or  how/COuId  I  your  Deities  enrage, 
That  b^elVd  my  Youth,  thus  to  afflift  my  Age? 
A  Qu^en  and  a  Son's  Inceft !  difmal  Thought ! 

D.  John,  What  is't  fo  foon  his  Majefty  has  brought 

\To  Gomez. 
From  the  foft  Arms  of  his  young  Bride? 

K'mg.  Ay  true 

Is  fhc  not,  AHjlria,  Young  and  Charming  too? 
Doft  thou  not  think  her  to  a  Wonder  fair  ? 

Tell  me 

VS.  John. By  Heav'n  more  bright  than  Planets  are* 

Her  Beauty's  Force  might  ev'n  their  Pow'r  out-do. 

Kmg.  Nay  fl:e's  as  falie,  and  as  unconftant  too. 
Oh  Atifiria,  that  a  Form  fo  oiitwaid  Bright, 
Should  be  within  all  dark  and  ugly  Night! 
For  fhe,  to  whom  Tad  dedicated  all 
My  Love,  that  dearell:  Jewel  of  my  Soul, 
Takes  from  its  Shrine  the  precious  Relick  down, 
T'  adorn  a  Httle  Idol  of  her  own, 
My  Son!  that  Rebel  both  to  Heav'n  and  me! 
Oh  the  difl:ra<aing  Th-ows  of  Jealouile ! 
But  as  a  drowning  Wretch  jufl  like  to  fink, 
Seeing  him  that  threw  him  in  upon  the  Brinks 
At  the  third  Phinge  lays  hold  upon  his  Foe, 
And  tugs  him  down  into  Deftrudiion  too : 
So  thou  from  whom  thefe  Miferics  I've  known, 
Shalt  bear  me  out  again,  or  with  me  drown. 

[^Seia^es  roughly  on  Rui- Gomez. 
R.  Go.  My  Loyalty  will  teach  me  how  to  wait 
All  the  Succeiles  of  my  Sov'raign's  Fate. 
What  is't.  Great  Sir,  you  would  command  me  ? 

King.  How? 

— What  is't?  1  know  not  what  I'd  have  thee  do*. 

Study  Revenge  for  me,  'tis  that  I  want. 

"D.Jchn,  Alas!  what  Fren2Lyck)es  your  Temper  haunt  I 
Revenge !  On  whom  ? 

^mg.  On  my  fahe  Queen  and  Son.  [have  done? 

II.  Ge.  On  them !    good  Heav'n  I  what  ia  t  that  they 

Ox 
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Or  had  my  Tongue  been  curs'd  e'er  it  had  bred 

This  Jealou^ie _       [Half  afide. 

King.  Then  cancel  what  thou'ft  faid. 

pidft  thou  not  tell  mc,  that  thou  faw'ft  him  ftand 
Printing  (oft  Vows  in  KilTcs  en  her  Hand  j 
Whilft  in  Requital  fhe  fuch  Ghnces  gave, 
Would  quicken  a  dead  Lover  in  his  Grave? 

R.Go.  I  didi  and  what  kis  could  the  Queen  allow 
To  him,  than  you  to  ev'ry  Vaffal  fliow  ? 
Th'  affording  him  that  little  from  Love's  Store, 
Imply'd  that  fhe  for  you  referv'd  much  more. 

King.  Oh,  doubt] efs  fhe  muft  have  a  wond'rous  (lore 
Of  Love,  tkit  fells  it  at  a  rate  fo  poor.     • 
Now-thou'dft  rebate  my  PalTion  with  Advice; 
And  when  thou  fhou'dft  be  adtive,  wou'dil  be  wife. 
No,  lead  me  where  I  may  their  Inceil  fee. 

Do,  or  by  Heav*n do,  and  I'll  worfhip  thee  1 

Oh  how  my  Paflions  drive  me  to  and  fro ! 
Under  their  hea\7  Weight  I  yield  and  bow. 
But  rU  re-gather  yet  my  Strength,  and  fland 
Brandifhing  all  my  Thunder  in  my  Hand. 

Fofa.  And  may  it  be  fent  forth,  and  where  it  goe& 
Light  fatally  and  heavy  on  your  Foes. 
But  let  your  Loyal  Son  and  Confbrt  bear 
No  111,  lince  they  of  any  gulltlefs  are. 
Here  with  my  Sword  Defiance  I  proclaim 
To  that  bold  Traitor  that  dares  wrong  their  Fame. 

D.7r^;«,Itoodarewithmy  Life  their  Caufe  make  good.  7 
Kfng.  ^ure  well  their  Innocence  y'ave  underllood,     > 
That  you  fo  prodigal  are  of  your  Blood.  j 

Or  wou'dfl:  thou  fpeak  me  Comfort  ?  I  would  find 
'iVIongft  all  my  Counfellors  atleafl  one  kind. 
Yet  any  thing  like  that  I  mufl  not  hear ; 
For  fo  my  Wrongs  I  fbould  too  tamely  bear. 
And  weakly  grow  ray  own  Flatterer. 

Pofa,  withdraw — — *  [Exit  Pofa 

My  Lords,  ail  this  y'ave  heard. 

R.  Go,  Yes,  I  obfcrv'd  it,  Sir,  with  flridl  Regard. 
The  Young  Lord's  Friendlhip  was  too  great  to  hide. 
JUing.  Is  he  then  fb  to  my  falfe  Son  ally'd? 
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I  am  environed  ev'ry  way,  and  all 

My  Fate's  unhappy  Engines  plot  my  Fall. 

Like  C^far  in  the  Senate,  thus  I  f^and, 

Whilft  Ruin  threatened  him  on  ev'ry  Hand. 

From  each  iide  he  had  warning  he  muft  diej 

Yet  flill  he  brav'd  his  Fate,  and  fo  will  I. 

To  ftrive  for  Eafe  would  but  add  more  to  Pain: 

As  Streams,  that  beat  againft  their  Banks  in  vain. 

Retreating  fwell  into  a  Flood  again. 

No,  ril  do  things  the  World  ihall  quake  to  hear : 

My  juft  Revenge  fo  true  a  Stamp  fhall  bear, 

As  henceforth  Heav  n  it  felf  (hall  Emulate, 

And  Copy  all  its  Vengeance  out  by  that. 

All  but  Rut-Gomez  I  muft  have  withdrawn, 

IVe  fbmething  to  Difcourfe  with  him  alone. 

[Ex.  Omnes,  fr&ter  King  and  Gome2« 
Now,  Gomez,  on  thy  Truth  depends  thy  Fate  : 
Thou'ft  v/rought  my  Senfe  of  Wrong  to  ilich  a  height. 
Within  my  Breafl:  it  will  no  longer  Say, 
But  grows  each  Minute  'till  it  forcaits  Way. 
I  would  not  find  my  felf  at  iaft  deciiv'd. 

R.  Go.  Nor  vvould  I  'gainft  your  Reafon  be  believ*<3. 
Think,  Sir,  your  Jealoulie  to  be  but  Fear 
Of  loiing  Treaflires,   which  you  hold  fb  dear. 
Your  Queen  and  Son  may  yet  be  innocent: 
I  know  but  what  they  did,  not  what  they  meant. 

King.  Meant!  What  fhould  Looks,and  Sighs,and  PrelTings 
No,  no}  I  need  not  hear  it  o'er  again.  [mean? 

No  Repetitions fomxthing  muft  be  done. 

Nov/  there's  no  111  I  know  that  I  would  fhun. 

I'll  fly,  'till  them  I've  in  their  Inceft  found. 

Full  charg'd  with  Rage,  and  with  my  Vengeance  hot; 

Like  a  Granado  from  a  Canon  fhot, 

Which  lights  at  Iaft  upon  the  Enemy's  Ground, 

Then  breaking  deals  Deftrudion  aU  around.     [Exit  King, 

R.  Go.  So,  now  his  Jcaloufie  is  at  the  top. 
Each  little  Blaft  will  ferve  to  keep  it  up. 
Butftay,  there's  fomething  I've  omitted  yet  j 
Sofa's  my  Enemy  j  and  true,  he's  great. 

Alas, 
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Alas,  I'm  arm'd  'gainfl:  all  that  he  can  do ; 
For  my  Snare's  large  enough  to  hold  him  tooj 
Yet  rU  diiguife  that  Purpofe  for  a  v/hile : 
But  when  he  with  the  reft  is  caught  i'  th'  Toil, 
I'll  boldly  out,  and  wanton  in  the  Spoil. 
Enter  Poia. 

Tofii.  My  Lord  Rui-Go?nez.!  and  tlie  King  not  here! 
You,  who  fo  eminent  a  Fav'rite  are 
In  a  King's  Eye,  fhould  ne'er  be  abfent^  thence. 

R.  Go.  No/  Sir,  'tis  you  th^t  by  a  riling  Prince 
Are  cherifh'd,  and  fo  tread  a  fafer  way. 
Rich  in  that  Blifs  the  World  waits  to  enjoy. 

Tofa.  Since  what  may  blefs  the  World  v/e  ought  to  ^xvzjs] 
I  wiih  there  were  no  Publick  Enemies : 
No  lurking  Serpents,  Poifon  to  difpence. 
Nor  Wolves,  to  prey  on  Noble  Innocence; 
No  Flatt'r^s,  that  with  Royal  Goodnds  fport, 
Thofe  {linking  Weeds  that  over-run  a  Court. 

K.  Go.  Nay,  if  good  Wifhes  any  thing  could  do^ 
I  have  as  earneft  Wifnes,  Sir,  as  you : 
That  though  perhaps  our  King  enjoys  the  beft 
Of  Pow'r,  yer  may  he  ftill  be  doubly  bkfs'd. 
Nfeyhe 

Tofa.  Nay,  Gomez.,  you  Ihall  ne'er  out-do  me  thf^TQ', 
Since  for  Great  Fhilip's  Good,  I  would  you  wer« 
(If  polTible)  more  Honeil  than  }'ou  are. 

R.  Go.  Why,  Fofaj  what  Defect  can  you  difcern? 
'    Fofa.  Nay,  half  your  Myfleries  I'm  yet  to  learn j 
Though  this  rU  boldly  juflifie  to  all. 
That  you  contrive  a  gen'rous  Prince's  Fall. 

[Gomez  fimles. 
Nay,  think  not  by  your  Smiles,  and  carelefs  Port, 
To  laugh  it  off:  I  come  not  liere  to  fport, 
I  do  not.  Sir. 

R.Go.  Young  Lord,  what  Meaning  has 
This  Heat? 

Fofa.  To  let  you  fee  I  know  y'are  Bafe. 

R.  Go.  Nay  then  I  Pardon  ask  that  I  did  fmile: 
By  Heav'n,  I  thought  y'had  jeiled  all  this  while. 

Met 
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Bafe! 

Tofa.  Yes,  more  Bafe  than  Impotent  or  Olcf. 
All  Virtue  in  thee,  like  thy  Blood,  runs  cold : 
Thy  rotten  putrid  Carkafs  is  kCs  full 
Of  Rancour  and  Contagion  than  thy  Soul. 
Ev*n  now  before  the  King  I  faw  it  plain  j 
But  Duty  to  that  Prefence  aw'd  me  then : 
Yet  there  I  dar'd  thy  Treafon  with  my  Sword. 
But  flill— —  ^ 

Thy  ViUany  talk'd  allj  Courage  had  not  a  Word: 
True,  thou  art  old}  yet  if  thou  haft  a  Friend, 
To  whom  thy  curfed  Caufe  thou  dar'ft  commcndi 
Gamft  him  m  Publick  I'll  the  Innocence 
Maintain  of  the  fair  Queen  and  injur 'd  Pi-ince. 

R.Ga.  Farewel,  bold  Champion 

Learn  better  how  your  PafTions  to  dijfguife. 

Appear  lefs  Cholerick,  and  be  more  Wife.  '  [Exii  R  Co 

rcfa.  How  frail  is  all  the  Glory  we  defi^n 
Whiift  fuch  as  thefe  have  PowV  to  underniine' 
Unhappy  Prince!   who  might'ft  have  fafely  ftood. 
If  thou  hadft  been  Icfs  Great,  or  not  fo  Good, 
Why  the  Vile  Moniler's  Blood  did  I  not  flied 
And  aU  the  Vengeance  draw  on  my  own  Head? 
My  Honour  fo  had  had  this  juft  Defence 
That  I  pxeferv'd  my  Patron  and  my  Prince, 

Enter  Carles  and  ^ueen. 
Brave  C^.rlos:  Ha !  he's  here.    O  sIJT  take  hctd, 
^y  an  unlucky  Fate  your  Love  is  led. 
The  King,  the  King  your  Father's  jealous  grown; 
Forgetting  her  his  Qiieen,  or  you  his  Son, 
i^alls  all  his  Vengeance  up  againft  you  both 

I).Car.  Has  then  the  falfe  Rut-Gomez  broke  his  Oath^ 
And,  after  all,  my  Innocence  betray 'd  > 

Thf^'-    ^^''  u^^  ^if/^b^^^^  Snares  are  for  you  laid. 
Ihe  King  withjn  this  Minute  will  be  here 
And  you  are  ruin'd,  if  but  feen  with  her    ' 

Retire,  my  Lord. 

^««^».  How !  is  he  jealous  grown  ? 
I  thought  my  Vii-tue  he  had  better  known.. 


Ks 
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Hi^  unjufl:  Doubts  have  foon  found  out  the  way 
Tc  make  their  Entry  on  our  Marriage-Day : 
For  yet  he  has  not  with  me  known  a  Night : 
Perhaps  his  Tyranny  is  his  Delight ; 
And  to  fuch  height  his  Cruelty  is  grown, 
He'd  exercife  it  on  his  Queen  and  Son. 
But  iince,  my  Lord,  this  time  we  muft  obey 
Our  Intereft,  I  beg  you  would  not  ftay. 
Not  feeing  you,  he  may  to  me  be  juil:. 

D.  Car.  Should  I  then  leave  you.  Madam  ? 

^ieen.  Yes,  you  mufl. 

D.Car.  Not  then  when  Storms  againfl  your  Virtue  rife. 
No  j  iince  to  lofe  you,  wretched  Carlos  dies, 
He'll  have  the  Honour  of  it,  in  your  Caufe. 
This  is  the  nobleil:  thing  that  Fate  could  do. 
She  thus  abates  the  Rigour  of  her  Laws, 
Since  'tis  fome  Pleafiire  but  to  die  for  you. 

^eew.  Talk  not  of  Death,  for  that  ev'n  Cowards  dare. 
When  their  bafe  Fears  compel  'em  to  defpair. 
Hope's  the  far  nobler  FalTion  of  the  Zviind. 
Fortune's  a  Miflrefs  that's  with  Caution  kind  j 
Knows  that  the  Conftant  merit  her  alone, 
They  who,  though  fhe  feem  froward,  yet  court  on. 

D.Car.  To  wretched  Minds  thus  ftill  fome  Comfort 
gleams : 
And  Angels  eafe  our  Griefs,  though  but  with  Dreams. 
I  have  too  oft  already  been  deceiv'd. 
And  the  Cheat's  grown  too  plain  to  be  belie v'd. 
You,  Madam,  bid  me  go,  [Looking  earneftly  at  the  ^ueen. 

^ueen.  You  mud.  ""^ 

Vofa.  You  Ihall. 
Alas,  I  love  you,  would  not  fee  you  fall  j 
And  yet  may  find  fome  Way  t' evade  it  all. 

D.C^;*.  Thou,  Toja,  ever  wert  my  trueft  Friend  j 
I  almoft  wilh  thou  wert  not  now  fo  kind. 
Thou  of  a  Thing  that's  lofl  tak'll:  too  much  Care, 
And  you,  fair  Angel,  too  indulgent  are.       [To  the  ^neen 
Great  my  Defpairj  but  flill  my  Love  is  higher 
Well— in  Obedience  to  ycu  V]l  retire. 

Though 
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Though  during  all  the  Storm  I  will  be  nigh,  "J^ 

Where  if  I  fee  the  Danger  grow  too  high,  V 

To  lave  you.  Madam,  I'll  come  forth  and  die.  3 

[Exit  Don  Carlos. 
Enter  King  and  Rui-Gomez. 
King.  Who  would  have  guefs'd  that  this  had  ever  been  ? 
[Seeing  Pofa  and  the  ^hisen» 
Dlflra£tbn !  Where  fhall  my  Revenge  begin  ? 
Why,  he's  the  very  Bawd  to  all  their  Sin : 
And  to  difguife  rt,'puts  on  Friendfhip's  Mask. 
But  his  Dilpatch,  Rui-Gomez,  is  thy  Task. 
With  him  pretend  feme  private  Conference, 
And  under  that  Difguife  feduce  him  hence; 
Then  in  fome  Place  fit  for  the  Deed,  impart 
The  Bus'nefs  by  a  Ponyard  to  his  Heart. 

K.  Go.  'Tis  done. . 

King.  So,  Madam [Steps  to  the  ^eenl 

^ueen.  By  the  Fury  in  your  Eyes, 

I  underftand  you  come  to  tyrannize. 

J  hear  you  are  already  jealous  grown. 

And  dare  fufped:  my  Virtue  with  your-^on. 

King.  Oh  Woman-kind  !  thy  Myft'ries  who  can  fcan? 
Too  deep  for  eafie  weak  believing  Man. 
Hald,  let  me  look :  Indeed  y'are  wond'rous  fair. 
So  on  the  out-fide  Sodom's  Apples  were: 
And  yet  within,  when  open'd  to  the  View, 
Not  half  fo  dang'rous,  or  fo  foul  as  you. 

^ueen.  Unhappy  wretched  Woman  that  I  am !        ^ 
And  you  unworthy  of  a  Husband's  Name !  (J* 

Do  you  not  blufh? ^ 

King.  Yes,  Madam,  for  your  Shame.  3 

Blufh  too  my  Judgment  e'er  fhould  prove  £0  faint, 
To  let  me  chafe  a  Devil  for  a  Saint. 
When  firft  I  faw  and  lov'd  that  tempting  Eye, 
The  Fiend  within  the  Flame  I  did  not  fpy ; 
But  ftill  ran  on  and  cherifh'd  my  Defires, 
For  Heav'nly  Beams  miftook  Infernal  Fires  : 
Such  raging  Fires,  as  you  fince  thought  fit 
Alone  my  Son,  my  Son's  hot  Youth  fliould  meet. 

Oh  Vengeance,  Vengeance  I 

t  ^uem. 
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\^een. Poor  ungenerous  King! 

How  mean's  the  Soul  from  which  fuch  Thoughts  mull 

Was  it  for  this  I  did  £o  late  fubmit,  [^pingl 

To  let  you  whine  and  languifh  at  my  Feetj 

"When  with  falfe  Oaths  you  did  my  Heart  beguile. 

And  proferr'd  all  your  Empire  for  a  Smile  ? 

Then,  then  my  Freedom  'twas  I  did  relign. 

Though  you  ftill  fwore  you  would  preferve  it  mine. 

And  ftill  it  fliall  be  fo,  far  from  this  Hour 

I  vow  to  hate,  and  never  fee  you  more. 

Nay,  frown  not,  Thilip,  for  you  foon  fhali  know 

I  csn  refent  and  rage  as  well  as  you. 

K'mg.  By  Hell,  &  Pride's  as  raging  as  her  Uil. 

A  Guard  there Seize  the  Queen [piter  Gmrd. 

Enter  Carlos,  nad  intercepts  the  Guards. 

D.Car. Hold,  Sir,  be  jua. 

Firft  look  ©n  me,  whom  once  you  call'd  your  Son  j       ^ 
A  Title  I  was  always  preud  to  own.  4 

King.  Good  Heav  n !  to  merit  this  what  have  I  done,  S 
That  he  too  dares  before  my  Sight  appear  ? 

D.Gir.  Why,  Sir,  where'is  the  Caufe  that  I  fliould  fear  ? 
Bold  in  my  Innocence,  I  come  to  know 
The  Reafon,  why  you  ufe  this  Princefs  fo  ? 

King.  Sure  I  fhall  Bnd  fome  way  to  raife  this  Siege  : 
He  talks  as  if  'twere  for  his  Privileo-e. 
Foul  Ravifher  of  all  my  Honour,  hence. 
But  ftay:  Guards,  v/ith  the  Queen  fecure  the  Prince. 
Wherefore  in  my  Revenge  fnould  I  be  flow  ? 
Now  in  my  Reach,  I'll  daOi  'ern  at  a  Blow. 
Enter  Don  John  of  Auftria,  Eboli,  Henrietta,  anJ  Garcia, 

D.fo.'^n.  I  come.  Great  Sir,  with  Wonder  here,  to  fee 
Your  Rage  grown  up  to  this  Extremity 
Againft  your  Beauteous  Queen,  and  Loyal  Son  5 
What  is't  that  they  to  merit  Chains  have  done?  Z 

Or  is't  your  o  vn  wild  Jealouhe  alone  ?  S 

King.  O  Auflria,  thy  vain  Enquiry  ceafe* 
If  thou  haft  any  value  for  thy  Peace. 
My  mighty  Wrongs  fo  loud  sn  Accent  bear, 
1  wuu.d  make  thee  miferable  but  to  hear. 


D.  Car. 
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D.Car.  Father,  if  I  may  dare  to  call  you  {o, 
Since  new  I  doubt  if  I'm  your  Son  or  no : 
As  you  have  feal'd  my  Doom ,  I  may  complain. 

King.  Will  then  that  Monfler  dare  to  fpeak  again  ? 

D.  Car,  Yes :  Dying  Men  fhould  not  their  Thoughts 
And  fmce  you  take  fuch  Joy  in  Cruelties,  [difguife  j 

Ere  of  my  Death  the  new  Delight  begin, 
Be  plcas'd  to  hear  how  cruel  you  have  been. 
Time  was  that  we  were  fmil'd  on  by  our  Fate, 
You  not  unjuft,  nor  I  unfortunate- 
Then,  then,  I  was  your  Son,  and  you  were  glad 
To  hear  my  early  Praife  was  talk'd  abroad. 
Then  Love's  dear  Sweets  you  to  me  would  difplay, 
Told  me  where  this  Rich  Beauteous  Treafure  lay, 
And  how  to  gain't  inftrufted  me  the  Way. 
I  came,  and  faw,  and  lov'd,  and  blefs'd  you  for't. 
But  then  when  Love  had  feal'd  her  to  my  Heart, 
You  violently  tore  her  from  my  Side: 
And  'caufe  my  bleeding  Wound  I  could  not  hide, 
But  flill  feme  Pleafure  to  behol  d  her  took ; 
You  now  will  have  my  Life  but  for  a  Look. 
Wholly  forgetting  all  the  Pains  I  bore, 
Your  Heart  with  envious  Jcaloufie  boils  o'er, 
'Caufe  I  can  love  no  lefs,  and  you  no  more. 

Hen.  Alas!  how  can  you  hear  his  foft  Complaint, 
And  not  your  harden'd  ftubborn  Heart  relent? 
Turn,  Sir,  furvey  that  comely,  awful  Mas, 
And  to  my  Pray'rs  be  cruel  if  you  can. 

King.  Away,  Deluder;  who  taught  thee  to  fue  ? 

BMi.  Loving  the  Queen,  what  is't  (he  lefs  can  do. 
Than  lend  her  Aid  againft  the  dreadful  Storm  ? 

King.  Why  can  the  Devil  dwell  too  in  that  Form? 
This  is  their  little  Engine  by  the  By, 
A  Scout  to  watch,  and  tell  when  Danger's  nigh. 
Come,  pretty  Sinner,  thou'lt  inform  me  all. 
How,  where,  and  when;  nay  do  not  fear you  fhall. 

Hen.  Ah,  Sir,  Unkind! 

xi^g^  . ^ow  hold  thy  Syren's  Tongue. 

Wh®  would  have  thought  there  were  a  Witch  Co  young? 

D.  John, 
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T>.John,  Can  you  to  fuing  Beauty  ftop  your  Ears? 

[Tdkes  up  Hen.  and  makes  his  Addrefs  to  her. 
Heav'n  lays  its  Thunder  by,  and  gladly  hears. 
When  Angels  are  become  Petitioners. 

Eboli.  Ha !  what  makes  Au(lrm  fo  officious  there  ? 
That  Glance  fecms  as  it  fent  his  Heart  to  her. 

\_Afide  to  Garca. 

"D.Cdr.  A  Banquet  then  of  Blood  fince  you  defign. 
Yet  you  may  fatisfie  your  felf  with  mine, 
I  love  the  Queen,  I  have  confefs'd  'tis  time: 
Proud  too  to  think  I  love  her  more  than  you  i 

Though  fhc,  by  Heav'n,  is  clear but  I  indeed 

Have  been  unjuft,  and  do  deferve  to  bleed. 
There  were  no  lawlefs  Thoughts  that  I  did  want. 
Which  Love  had  Pow'r  to  ask,  or  Beauty  grant  i 
Tho'  I  ne'er  yet  found  Hopes  to  raife  'em  on,  p 

For  fhe  did  ftiil  preferve  her  Honour's  Throne:  S, 

And  dafh  the  bold  alpiring  Devils  down.  ^ 

If  to  her  Caufe  you  do  not  Credit  give,  > 

Fondly  againft  your  Happinefs  yo-a  il  flrive,  S 

As  fome  lofe  Heav'n,  becaufe  they  won't  believe.  ^ 

^een.  Whilft,  Prince,  my  Prefervation  you  defign, 
Blot  not  your  Virtue  to  add  more  to  mine. 
The  clearnefs  of  my  Truth  I'd  not  have  (hown. 
By  any  other  Light  befidcs  its  own. 
Ko,  Sir,  he  through  Defpair  ail  this  has  faid. 
And  owns  Offences  which  he  never  made. 
Why  flKiuld  you  think  that  I  v/ould  do  you  wrong  ? 
Mult  I  needs  be  unchaft,  becaufe  I'm  Young? 

Ki'fig.  Unconftant  wav'ring  Heart,  why  heav'ft  thou  fo  ? 
I  fliiver  all,  and  know  not  what  I  do. 
I  who  ere  now  have  Armies  led  to  Fight, 
Thought  War  a  Sport,  and  Danger  a  Delight  ^ 
Whole  Winter  Nights  flood  under  Heav'n's  wide  Roof 
Daring  my  Foes;  now  am  not  Beauty  proof. 
Oh  turn  away  thofe  Bafilisks,  thy  Eyes, 
Th' Infedion's  fatal,  and  who  fees  'em,  dies.  [Going awxy. 

^een.  Oh,  do  not  fly  m.e ;  I  have  no  Defign 
Upon  your  Life,  for  you  may  yet  fave  mine,        [Kneels, 

Vq-l.  h  F  Or 
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Or  if  at  laft  I  muft  my  Breath  fubniit. 
Here  take  it,  Yis  an  Off  ring  at  your  Feet. 
Will  you  not  look  on  me,  my  deareft  Lord? 

King.  Why?  Wou'dft  thou  live? 

^een.  Yes,  if  you'll  fay  the  Word. 

D.Car.  Oh  Heav'n!  how  coldly  and  unmov'd  he  fees 
A  praying  Beauty  proHrate  on  her  Knees ! 
Rife,  Madam [steps  to  take  her  «^, 

Kmg.  Bold  Encroacher,  touch  her  not: 

Into  my  Breaft  her  Glances  thick  are  fhot. 

Not  true!  Stay,  let  me  fee by  Heaven  thou  art 

[Looks  eameftly  on  hef^ 
— ;- A  falfe  vile  Woman- —  Oh  my  fooHfli  Heart! 

I  give  thee  Life but  from  this  time  refram. 

And  never  come  into  my  Sight  again: 
Be  banifh'd  ever. 

^een.  This  you  muft  not  do, 
At  leafl  'till  Fve  convinc'd  you  I  am  True, 
<jrant  me  but  of  much  time,  and  when  that's  done. 
If  you  think  fit  for  ever  I'll  be  gone. 

King.  IVe  all  this  while  been  angry,  but  in  vain  j 
She  heats  me  firft,  then  ftroaks  me  tame  again. 
0\\,  wcrt  thou  true,  how  happy  fhould  I  be! 
Think'ft  thou  that  I  have  Joy  to  part  with  thee  ? 
No,  all  my  Kingdom  for  the  Bills  I'd  give: 
Nay,  though  it  were  net  fo,  but  to  beheve. 
Come,  for  I  can't  avoid  it,  cheat  me  quire. 

^een.  I  would  not.  Sir,  deceive  you,  if  I  mio-ht. 
But  It  you'll  take  my  Oaths,   by  all  above,  '^    • 

'Tis  you,  and  only  you  that  I  will  love. 

King.  Thus  as  a  Mariner  that  fails  along. 
With  Pleafure  hears  th'enticing  Si/sii's  Song, 
Unable  quite  his  fh'ong  Defires  to  bound. 
Boldly  leaps  in,  though  certain  to  be  drown'd. 
Come  to  my  Boibm  then,  make  no  Delay : 

[Takes  her  in  his  Ar-ms, 
My  Rage  \^  hufn'd,  and  I  have  room  for  Joy. 

^een.  Agam  you'll  think  that  I  unjuft  will  prove. 
King.  No,  thou  art  all  o'er  Truth,  and  I  all  Love. 

Oh 
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Oh  that  we  might  for  e^er  thus  remain 
In  folded  Arms,  and  never  part  again! 

^ee/i.  Command  me  any  thing,  and  try  yourPow'r, 

K(n£.  Then  from  this  Minute  ne'er  fee  Carlos  ragre. 
Thou  Slave,  that  dar'fl  do  111  with  fuch  a  Port, 
For  ever  here  I  banifh  thee  my  Court. 
Within  fome  Cloifter  lead  a  private  Life, 
That  I  may  love  and  rule  without  this  Strife. 
Here  El?eli,  receive  her  to  thy  Charge : 
The  Treafure's  precious,  and  the  Truft  is  large. 
Whilfl  I  retiring  hence,  my  felf  m.ake  fit 
To  wait  for  Joys,v/hich  are  too  fierce  to  mfet.  IZxltK'mg. 

p. Car.  My  Exile  from  his  Prefence  I  can  ijear  / 

With  Pleafure:  But,  no  more  to  look  on  her  I  > 

Oh  'tis  a  dreadful  Curfe  I  cannot  bear.  \ 

No,  Madam,  all  his  Pow'r  fhall  nothing  do: 
I'll  ftay  and  take  my  Banifhment  from  yo-i. 
Do  you  command  me,  fee  hov/  far  I'll  fly. 

^een.  Will  Carlos  be  at  lafl  my  Ene.vty  ? 
Coniider,  this  SubmilTion  I  have  fhown. 
More  to  preferve  your  Safety  than  my  own. 
Ungratefully  you  needlefs  ways  devife. 
To  lofe  a  Life  w^hich  I  fo  dearly  prize. 

D.  Car.  So,  now  her  Fortune's  made,  and  I  am  hh 
Alone,  a  naked  Wanderer  to  fhift.  '   \2^ia- 

Madam,  you  might  have  fpar'd  theCruelty;  \Tothz g'u.'^l 
Bleis  d  with  your  Sight  I  was  prepar'd  to  die. 
But  now  to  lofe  it  drives  me  to  Defpair, 
Making  me  wifli  to  die,  and  yet  not  dare. 
Well,  to  fome  foHtary  Shoar  I'll  roam. 
And  never  more  into  your  Prefence  come,  \ 

Since  I  already  find  I'm  troublefome.         '      Vu  oom  ^ 

^ueen.  Stay,  Su-,  yet  %: You  fhall  not  ieav'emeVo. 

v. Car.  Ha? 

■  ^A""'?-  "-"^  "^""^  ^^^^  with  you  before  youeo. 
Oh  C^r/w,  how  unhappy  is  our  State? 
How  foul  a  Game  was  play'd  us  by  our  Fate  > 
Who  promis'd  fair  when  we  did  iirfi  be^in 
'Till  envying  to  fee  us  like  to  win,  '  ? 

Straight  fell  to  Cheat,  and  threw  the  falfe  Lot  in  ^ 

F  2  "  *        My 
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My  Vows  to  you  I  now  remember  all. 

D.Car.  Oh  Madam,  I  can  hear  no  more. [Kmels. 

^)ueen. You  fliall [Kmels  too. 

For  I  can't  chufe  but  let  you  know,  that  I, 
If  you'll  refolve  on't,  yet  will  with  you  die. 

D.C^r.  Sure  nobler  Gallantry  was  never  known.       ^ 
Good  Heav'n!  This  Blefling  is  too  much  for  onej  > 

No,  'tis  enough  for  me  to  die  alone.  -^  • 

My  Father,  all  my  Foes  I  nov/  forgive. 

^een.  Nay,  Sir,  by  all  our  Loves  I  charge  you  live. 
But  to  what  Country,  wherefoe'er  you  go. 
Forget  not  me,  for  I'll  remember  you. 

D.Car.  Shall  I  fuch  Viitue  and  fjch  Charms  forget? 
No,  never.—-- 

^een.  — ---  Oh  that  we  had  never  met. 
But  in  our  diflant  Climates  ftill  been  free! 
I  might  have  heard  of  you,  and  you  of  me : 
So  towar.;!s  Happinefs  more  fafely  mov'dj 
And  never  been  thus  wretched,  yet  have  lov'd. 
^Vv'hat  makes  you  look  fo  wildly? Why  d'ye  llart? 

D.  Car.  A  faint  cold  Damp  is  thick'ning  round  my  Heart. 

^een.  What  fhall  we  do? 

D.Car. Do  any  thing  but  part. 

Gr  ftay  fo  long  'till  my  poor  Soul  expires 
In  view  of  all  the  Glory  it  admires. 

EMi.  In  fuch  a  Lover  how  might  I  be  hleCs'd !     , 
Oh!  were  I  of  that  Noble  Heart  poflefs'd. 
How  foft,  how  eafie  would  I  make  his  Bands !        [uiji^ie. 
But,  Madam,  you  forget  the  King's  Commands  •. 

[To  the  ^een. 
Longer  to  (lay,  your  Dangers  you'll  renew.  .^ 

D.C^r.  AhPrincefs!  Lover's  Pains  you  never  knew  j> 
Or  what  it  is  to  part,  as  we  mufl  do.  J 

Part  too  for  ever 

After  one  Minute,  never  more  to  ftand 
Fix'd  on  thofe  Eyes,  or  preffing  this  foft  Hand. 
'Twere  but  enough  to  feed  one,  and  not  flarvej 
Yet  that  is  more  than  I  did  e'er  deferve. 
Though  Fate  to  us  is  niggardly  and  poor. 
That  from  Eternity  can't  fpare  one  Hour. 
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6)ueen.  If  it  were  had,  that  Hour  would  foon  be  gone^ 
AnTwe  {ho old  wifh  to  draw  another  on. 
No,  rigorous  NecefTiry  has  made 
Us  both  his  Slaves,  and  now  will  be  obeyed. 
Come,  let  us  try  the  parting  Blow  to  bear. 
Adieu 

D.C^r.  Farewel.  [Looking  at  each  oth^r^ 

I'm  fix'd  and  rooted  her^, 

I  cannot  (lir 

^een.  Shall  I  the  Way  then  fhow  ? 

Now  hold,  my  Heart 

[Goes  to  the  Door,  then  fieps,  and  turns  bach  agatn^^ 
Nay,  Sir,  why  don't  you  go  ? 

ly.Car.  Why  do  you  Hay  ? 

^ueen.  I  won't. 

Y>.Car. You  fhall  a  v/hile  iKneeK 

With  one  Look  more  my  iMiferies  beguile. 
That  may  fupport  my  Heart  'till  you  are  gene. 

^ueen.  Oh  Ebolil  thy  help,  or  I'm.  undone, 

"^  [Takes  hold  on  Eboli. 

Here  take  it  then,  and  with  it  too  my  Life. 

[Leans  into  Eboli'/  Af'??2s^ 

D.Car.  My  Courage  with  my  Tortures  is  at  Strife. 
Since  my  Griefs  Cowards  are,  and  dare  not  kill, 
I'll  try  to  vanauifh  and  out-toil  the  111. 
Well,  Madam,  now  I'm  fomething  hardier  grown : 
Since  I  at  laft  perceive  you  muft  be  gone, 
To  venture  tlie  Enco  .inter  I'll  be  bold ;  [Leads  her  to  the  Doar^ 
For  certainly  my  Heart  will  fo  long  hold. 
Farewell- be  Happy  as  y'are  Fair  and  True. 

3ueen.  And  all  Heav'n's  kindefl  Angels  wait  on  you. 

[Exit  if^ith  Eboh. 

D. C^r.  Thus  long  I've  wander'd  in  Love's  crooked  Wayj 
By  Hope's  deluding  Meteor  led  aftray : 
For  ere  I've  half  the  dang'rous  Defart  crofs'd, 
The  ghmm'ring  Light's  gone  out,  and  I  am  loft, 

[Ex't  Den  Carlos. 
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ACT    IV.    SCENE    I. 

SCENE   r^^  Anti-Ch^^mber  to  the  Qf^een's. 
jipartment, 

'Enter  Don  Carlos  antl  Pofa. 

D.Car.^HK  next  is  the  Apartment  of  the  Queen: 
A     In  vain  I  try,  I  mufl  not  venture  in. 

Thus  IS  It  with  the  Souls  of  murder'd  Men,     iReturns 

Who  to  their  Bodies  would  again  repair  i 

But  finding  that  they  cannot  enter  there. 

Mourning  and  Groaning  vv-ander  in  the  Air. 

Robb'd  of  my  Love,  and  as  unjuftly  thrown 

From  all  thoie  Hopes  that  promised  me  a  Crown  3 

My  Heart,  with  the  Difhonour's  to  me  done. 

Is  poifcn'd,  fwells  too  mighty  for  my  Breaft  : 

But  it  v/i:i  break,  and  I  {hall  be  at  Reil. 

No:  Dull  Defpair  this  Soul  Ihall  never  load  ; 

Though  Patience  be  the  Virtue  of  a  God, 

Gods  never  feel  the  Ills  that  govern  here, 

Or  are  above  the  Injuries  we  bear. 

^tther  and  King;  both  Names  bear  mighty  Senfe; 

Yet  fure  there's  fomething  too  in  Sm  and  Vrmn 

I  was  born  high,  and  will  not  fall  iefs  great  3 

Smc^  Triumph  crownM  my  Birth,  Til  have  my  Fate      ' 

As  olorious  and  Majeflick  too  as  that.  1 

ToFlmders,  Fofa,  ftraight  my  Letters  fendi 

Tell  em,  the  injur'd  C^^rlos  is  their  Friend: 

And  that  to  head  their  Forces  I  dQi^gn-, 

So  vindicate  their  Cauie,  if  they  dare  mine 

Fofa.  To  th' Rebels? 

D.C^r.  No,  tVareFriendsj  their  Caufe  is  juil; 
Or,  when  I  make  it  mine,  at  leafl  it  muft. 

w^f^^r°?"?''''.^°f  ^^^^  ^'^^'  ^^^'^  fo  be  dull,' 

Whiift  fordialy  they  hve  at  eafe  and  full ; 
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Senfelefs  what  Honour  and  Ambition  means. 
And  ignorantly  drag  their  load  of  Chains. 
I  am  a  Prince,  have  had  a  Crown  in  view. 
And  cannot  brook  to  lofe  the  Profped  now. 
If  th'art  my  Priend,  do  not  my  Will  delay, 

Fofa,  V\\  do\ ^  [^^■''''  Po-^a, 

Enter  Eboli. 

lI>oli,  My  Lord. 

D.  Car.  Who  calls  me? 

ZboU.  You  muft  ftay. 

D.  Car.  What  news  of  frefh  Affli<ftion  can  you  tsar? 

Zboli.  Suppofe  it  were  the  Queen 5  you'd  ftay  for  her? 

D.  Car.  For  her  ?  yes,  ftay  an  Age,  for  ever  ftay  > 
•Stay  ev'n  'till  Time  it  felf  ftiould  pafs  away  j 
Fix  here  a  Statue  never  to  remove, 
An  everlafting  Monument  of  Love. 
Though,  may  a  Thing  fo  wretched  as  I  am 
But  the  leaft  Place  in  her  Remembrance  claim? 

Zbol't.  Yes,  if  you  dare  believe  me.  Sir,  you  doj 
We  both  can  talk  of  nothing  elfe  but  you : 
Whilft  from  the  Theam  ev'n  Emulation  fprings. 
Each  ftriving  who  fhall  fay  the  kindeft  things. 

D.  Car.  But  from  that  Charity  I  poorly  live. 
Which  only  pities,  and  can  nothing  give. 

Ebcli.  Nothing?  Propofe  what  'tis  you  claim,  and  I, 
For  ought  you  know,  may  be  Security. 

D.  Car.  No,  Madam,  what's  my  Due  none  e'er  can  pay^ 
There  ftands  that  Angel  Honour  in  the  way, 
Watching  his  Charge  with  never-ilecping  Eyes, 
And  ftops  my  Entrance  into  Paradifc. 

Lboli.  What  Paradife?  What  Pleafures  can  you  know. 
Which  are  not  in  my  Power  to  beftow? 

D.Car.  Love,  Love,  and  all  thofe  eager  melting  Charms^ 
TheiQueepi  muft  yield  when  in  my  Father's  Arms. 
That  Queen,  fo  excellently,  richly  Fair,  "> 

Jove,  could  he  come  again  a  Lover  here,  > 

W^ould  court  Mortality  to  die  for  her.  j^ 

Oh,  Madam,  take  not  Pleafure  to  renew 
Thofe  Pains,  which  if  you  telt,  you  would  not  do. 
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Ot  what  you  feel?  Now  you  may  take  your  leave- 
Something  I  had  to  fayj  but  let  it  die    ^ 

D  Car    \Vhy,  Madam,  who  has  injur'd  you?  Not  I 
B60I,.  N,y,  Sir  your  Prefence  I  would  not  detain, 
Alas !  you  do  not  hear  that  I  complain. 
Though  could  you  half  of  my  Misfortunes  fee, 
Methmks  you  fhould  cncline  to  pity  me. 

D.  Car.  I  cannot  gucfs  what  mournful  Tale  you'd  tell  • 
But  I  am  certain  you  prepare  me  well.  ^  * 

Speak,  Madam 

E60IL  Say  I  lov'd,  and  with  a  Flame 
Which  even  melts  my  tender  Heart  to  name. 
1.0V  d  too  a  Man,  I  will  not  fay  ingrate, 
Becauie  he's  far  above  my  Birth  or  Fate: 
Yet  fo  far  he  at  leafl  does  cruel  prove. 
He  profecutes  a  dead  and  hopelefs  Love, 
Starves  on  a.  barren  Rock,  and  won't  be  blefs'd 
Though  I  mvite  him  kindly  to  a  Feafl 

vAi^r  ^  ^^'"^^  ^^°^  ^^2t  illuftrious  Eye  ? 
TW  T  '  I    7'  ^"^  ^"^'^^^^  your  Wonder,  yod  (h&U  know  J 
That  I,^aks    am  forc'd  to  tell  him  too,  ^^"^'l 

Ti^  ev  n  I  bluOi,  as  now  I  tell  it  you.  C 

'Tkf      I^'^^^^'on  of  my  Eyes!  what  have  they  W 
T  5  my  own  P,aure,  which  I  font  the  Queen     ^ 

VVertThot  t  "'"."^S^.^'^^P'  "'y  H«^f. 
Anci  bids  Defiance  to  thy  Entrance  thci  e 
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£^(?/i.  Negkaed  ?  Scom'd  by  Father  and  by  Son  ? 
What  a  malicious  Courfe  my  Stars  have  run? 
But  fmce  1  meet  with  fuch  unlucky  Fate 
In  Love,  I'll  try  how  I  can  thrive  in  Hate : 
My  own  dull  Husband  may  aflifl:  in  that. 
To  his  Revenge  I'll  give  him  frefh  \Iarm^, 
And  with  the  grey  old  Wizzard  mufter  Charms. 
1  have*t;  thanks,  thanks,  Revenge :  Prince,  'tis  thy  Bane. 

Can  you  forgive  me,  5ir?  I  hope  you  can.  [To  C^vhs  mildly, 
ril  try  to  recompence  the  Wrongs  I've  done, 
And  better  finilli  what  is  ill  begun. 

D.  Car.  Madam,  you  at  To  flrange  a  rate  proceed, 
I  fhall  begin  to  think  you  lov'd  indeed.  .     - 

Ihli.  No  matter i  be  but  to  my  Honour  true, 
As  you  fliall  ever  find  I'll  be  to  you. 
The  Queen's  my  Charge,  and  you  may,  on  that  icore,  , 
Prefume  that  you  i>iall  fee  her  yet  once  more. 
Vll  lead  you  to  thofe  Co  much  worfhip'd  Charms, 
And  yield  you  to  my  happy  Rival's  Arms. 

D.  Car.  In  what  a  mighty  Sam  (hall  I  be  bound? 
I  did  not  think  fuch  Virtue  could  be  found. 
Thou  Miftreis  of  all  beft  Perfedions,  ftay ;  -x 

Fain  I  in  Gratitude  would  fomething  fay  5  > 

But  am  too:far  in  debt  for  Thanks  to  pay.  "^ 

luter  Dim  John  e/ Auftria. 

D.  John.  Whei  e  is  that  Prince,  he  whole  Affliftions  fpeak 
So  loud;  as  all  Hearts  but  his  own  might  break? 

D;  Car.  My  Lord,  v/hat  Fate  has  left  me,   I  am  here 
J4ere  Man,  of  all  my  Comfort  ilripp'd  and  bare. 
Once,  like  a  Vine  I  flourifh'd,  and  was  young. 
Rich  in  my  rip'ning  Hopes  that  fpoke  me  ftrong : 
But  now  a  dry  and  wither'd  Stock  am  grown. 
And  all  my  CluRers  and  my  Branches  gone. 

D.  John.  Amongft  thoie  Numbers  which  your  Wrongs 
Than  me  there's  none  tliat  can  refent  'em  more,     [deplore, 
I  feel  a  gen'rous  Grudging  in  ray  Breaii, 
To  fee  fuch  Honour,  and  fuch  Hopes  opprels^d. : 
The  King,  your  Father  is  my  Brother,  true  5 
But  I  fee  more  that's  like  my  felf  in  you. 

F  J  Free-born 
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Free-bom  I  am,  and  not  on  him  depend, 

Oblig'd  to  rone,  but  whom  I  call  my  Friend. 

■And  if  that  Title  you  think  fit  to  bear, 

Accept  the  Confirmation  of  it  here.  ["Embrace 

D.  Car.  From  you,  to  whom  Fm  by  fuch  ICindnels  ty'd 
The  Secrets  of  my  Soul  I  will  not  hide. 
This  gen'i  ous  Princefs  has  her  Promifc  giv'n, 
I  once  more  (hall  be  brought  invfight  of  Heav^n^ 
To  the  fair  Queen  my  laft  Devotion  pay : 
And  then  tor  Flinders  I  intend  my  way. 
"Where  to  th'  infulting  Rebels  Fll  give  Law, 
To  keep  my  fdf  from  Wrongs,  and  them  in  Awe," 

D.  yohi.  Profperity  to  the  Dcfign,  'tis  good  j 
Botk  worthy  of  your  Honour  and  your  Blood. 

D.  Car.  My  Lord,  your  fpreading  Glories  tio'irifli  high. 
Above  the  reach  or  fhock  of  Deftiny  j 
Mine  early  nipt,  like  Buds  untimely  die. 
Enter  Officer  of  the  Guard. 

Ojpc.  My  Lord,  I  grieve  to  tell  what  you  mufthear^ 
They  are  unwelcome  Orders  which  I  bear. 
Which  are  to  guard  you  as  a  Prifoner, 

D.  Car.  A  Pris'ner  ?  What  new  Game  of  Face's  begun  ? 
Henceforth  be  ever  curs'd  the  Name  oiSm, 
Smce  I  muft  Lea  Slave  becaufe  Fm  one. 


No : 


Duty!  to  whom.?  He's  not  mv  Father:  x. 
Back  vvith  your  Orders  to  the" Tyrant  go 5 
Tell  him  )\iz  Fury  drives  too  much  one"' Way  j 
Fm  weary  on't,  and  can  no  more  obey. 

D.  John,  li  ask'd  by  whofe  Commands  you  did  decline 
Your  Orders,  tell  my  Brother,  'twas  by  mine.   {Ex.  Officer. 

D.  Car.  Now  v>'ere  I  certain  it  would  link  me  quite, 
I'd  fee  the  Queen  once  liiore,  though  but  in  fpite  j  ' 
Though  he  with  all  1  is  Fury  were  Tn  place, 
I  would  Careil-  and  Court  h-r  to  his  Face. 
Oh  th£t  I  cou:d  this  Minute  die,  if  £0 
V/hat  he  had  iofl  he  mig:ht  too  lately  know, 
Curfing  himfelf  to  thini:  what  he  has  done: 
For  I  \A  as  ever  an  Obcaient  Son  j 
With  Pleafure  ail  his  Glories  faw,  when  youn? 
LcoX'd,  and  with  Pride  coalidering  whence  I  iprung; 

Joyfully 
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Joyfully  under  him  and  free  I  pla/d, 

Bask'd  in  his  Shine,  and  waatonM  in  his  Shade  - — — 

Bat  now 

Cancelling  all  whatever  he  then  confcrr'd, 
He  thrulls  me  out  among  the  common  Herd: 
Nor  quietly  will  there  permit  my  Stay, 
But  drives  and  haunts  me  like  a  Beaft  of  Prey, 
Afflidlioia!  O  Affliaion!  'tis  too  great, 
Nor  have  I  ever  learnt  to  fufier  yet. 
Though  Ruin  at  me  from  each  lide  takes  aim. 
And  I  iland  thus  encompafs'd  round  with  Flame, 
Though  the  devouring  Fire  approaches  fall:  j  ^ 

Yet  will  I  try  to  plunge  ^  if  Pow'r  wafte,  ? 

I  can  at  worft  but  link,  and  burn  at  laft.  ^ 

[Ex.  Bon  Carlos. 
D.  fohn.  Go  on,  purfue  thy  Fortune  while  'tis  hot: 
I  long  for  Work  where  Honour's  to  be  got. 
But,  Madam,  to  this  Prince  you're  wond'rous  kind. 
Eboli.  Yon  are  not  lefs  to  Herm-et^  I  find. 
D.  fohn.  Why,  fhe's  a  Beauty,  Tender,  Young  and  Fair, 
Eboli.  I  thought  I  might  in  Charms  have  equall'd  her. 
You  told  me  once  my  Beauty  was  not  lefs. 
Is  this  your  Faith  ?  Are  thefe  your  Promifes  ? 

D.  j-ohn.  You  would  feem  jealous,  but  are  crafty  grown  ?  - 
Tax  me  of  Falfhood  to  conceal  your  own. 

Go,  y'ara  a  V/oman 

Eboli.  Yes,  I  know  I  am : 
And  by  my  Weaknefs  do  deferve  that  Name, 
When  Heart  and  Honour  I  to  you  relign'd. 
Would  I  were  not  a  Woman,   or  lefs  kind. 

D.  J-ohn.  Think  you  your  Falfhood  was  not  plainly  feehj 
When  to  your  Charge  my  Brother  gave  the  Queen  ? 
Too  well  I  faw  itj  how  did  you  difpence 
In  Looks  your  Pity  to  th'  afflicted  Prince? 
V/hilft  I  my  Duty  paid  the  King,  your  time 
You  watch'd,  and  fix'd  your  melting  Eyes  on  him^ 

Admir'd  him 

Eboli.  Yes,  Sir,  for  his  Conftancy 

But  'twas  with  Pain,  to  think  you  falTe  to  me, 

Whea 
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"When  to  another's  Eye  you  Homage  paid, 
And  my  true  Love  wrong'd  and  neglefted  laid. 
V/rong'd  too  fo  far  as  nothing  can  reflore. 

D.  John,  Nay,  then  let's  part,  and  think  of  Love  no  more; 
Farewel ££,.  joh^  ,,  ^,;„^ 

^koU.  Farewel,  if  y'are  refolv'd  to  go. 
Inhuman  Anfir'm,  can  you  leave  me  fo ? 
Enough  my  Soul  is  by  youi'  Falfhood  rack'dr 
Add  not  to  your  Inconttancy  Neglect. 
Methinks  you  fo  far  might  have  grateful  prov'd. 
Not  to  have  quite  forgotten  that  I  lov'd. 

D.  John,  If  e'er  you  lov'd,  'tis  you,  not  I,  forget, 
ror  a  Remove  is  here  too  deeply  fet. 
Firm  rooted,  and  for  ever  muft remain.  [Eboli/^rw;  ;j»>/ijj. 
yfhy  thus  unkind  ? 

^oll  Why  are  you  jealous  then?  \Tti:rm  to  h'im. 

^J^'J^^^'  Come,  let  it  be  no  more!  I'm  hulh'd  and  ftill ! 
Will  you  forgive? 

:Ehoh.  How  can  you  doubt  my  Will! 
I  do. 

D.  John.  Then  fend  me  not  away  unblefs'd. 

^oli.  'Till  your  Return  I  will  not  think  of  Reft. 
Cftrlos  will  hither  fuddenly  repair. 
The  next  Apartments  mincj  I'll  wait  you  there. 
^^^4^-  [Eboli/^.».;  to  tteep. 

D.  John.  O  do  not  let  me  fee  a  Tear^ 
It  quenches  Joy,  and  ftifles  Appetite. 
Liice  War^s  fierce.  God  upon  my  Blifs  I'd  preji 
Wno,  from  furious  Toils  of  Arms  all  Day, 
Returning  home  to  Lovers  fair  Queen  at  Ni^ht, 
Comes  Riotous  and  hot  with  full  Delight \ex.  D.  John : 

Eboh.  Was  rca]?'d  his  Joys,  and  now  he  would  be  free 
And  to  efiea  it^puts  ©n  jeaioufie. 
But  I'm  as  much  a  Libertine  as  he  3 
As  fierce  my  Will,  as  furious  my  Defires 
Yet  Willi  hold  him :  Though  Enjoyment  tires, 
i  nough  Love  and  Appetite  be  at  the  beft, 
^e  11  ierve,  as  common  J^/Ieats  fill  up  a  Fcafl 
r^-nd  look  like  Plenty,  though  we  never  tafte. 
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Enter  Rui-Gomez, 
Old  Lord,  I  bring  thee  News  will  make  thee  Young. 

R.  Go.  Speak  i  there  was  always  Mufick  in  thy  Tongue,' 

E60I1.  Thy  Foes  are  tott'ring,  and  the  Day's  thy  own  * 
Give  'em  but  one  lift  now,  and  they  go  down. 
Quickly  to  th'  King,  and  all  his  Doubts  renew; 
Appear  diflurb'd,  as  if  you  fomething  knew 
Too  difficult  and  dang'rous  to  relate, 
Then  bring  him  hither  lab'ring  with  the  weight. 
I  will  take  Care  that  Carbs  fhali  be  here; 
So  for  his  jealous  Eyes  a  Sight  prepare. 
Shall  prove  more  fatal  than  Medufx's  Head, 
And  he  more  Monftcr  feem  than  fhe  e'er  ma<de. 
Enter  King  attended. 

King.  Still  how  this  Tyrant  Doubt  torments  my  Breaft!> 
When  fliall  I  get  th'  Ufurper  difpoflefs'd  ?  V 

My  Thoughts,  like  Birds  when  frighted  from  their  Rci^\ 
Around  the  Place,  where  ail  was  hufh'd  before, 

Flutter  j  and  hardly  fettle  any  more 

Ha,  Gomez,!  what  art  thou  thus  mufing  on  ?  [^^fi  Gomez, 

R.  Co.  I'm  thinking  what  it  is  to  have  a  Son. 
"What  mighty  Cares,  and  what  tempeftuous  Strife 
Attend  on  an  unhappy  Father's  Life  ? 
How  Children  Bleflings  feem,  but  Torments  are; 
When  young,  our  Folly;  and  when  old,  our  Fear. 

King.  Why  doft  thou  bring  thefe  odd  Reflexions  here  ? 
Thou  envieft  fure  the  Quiet  which  ]  bear. 

R.Go.  No,  Sir,  I  joy  i'  th'  Eafe  which  you  poflefs. 
And  wifh  you  never  may  have  Caufe  for  lefs. 

King.  Have  Caufe  for  lefs!  come  nearer-  thou  art  fad. 
And  look'ft  as  thou  wou'dft  tell  me  that  1  had.. 

Now,  now  I  feel  it  rifing  up  again 

Speak  quickly,  w-here  is  Carlos  I  Where  the  Queea  ? 
What,  not  a  Word?  Have  my  Wrongs  ftruck  thee  dumb. ?^ 
Ox  art  thou  fwoin  and  labouring  with  my  Doom,  ^ 

Yet  dar'ft  not  let  the  fatal  Secret  come  ?  5. 

R.  Go.  Heav'n  great  Infirmities  to  Age  allotsi 
I'm  old,  and  have  a  thouiand  doting  Thoughts. 
Seek  not  to- know  'em.  Sir. 

King.  By  Heav'n  I  muft. 

R.  Co,  Nay^  I  would  not  be  by  Compulfion  juiL       ^ 
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King.  Yet,  if  without  it  you  refuie,  you  fhall. 
R.  Go.  Grant  me  then  one  Requeft,  I'll  tell  you  all. 
King.  Name  thy  Petition,  and  conclude  it  done. 
R.  Go.  It  is  that  you  would  here  forgive  your  Son, 
For  all  his  paft  Offences  to  this  Hour, 

King.  Th'afl  almoft  ask'd  a  thing  beyond  my  Pow*f , 
But  fo  much  Goodnefs  i' th' Requeft  I  find, 
Spite  of  my  felf  I'll  for  thy  fake  be  kind. 
His  Pardon's  feal'dj  the  Secret  now  declare. 

R.  Go.  Alas!  'tis  only  that  I  faw  him  here. 

King.  Where  ?  With  the  Queen !  Yes,  yes,  'tis  fo,  I'm  fui-e. 
Never  were  Wrongs  fo  great  as  I  endure. 
So  great,  that  they  are  grown  beyond  Complaint, 
For  half  my  Patience  might  have  made  a  Saints 
Oh  Woman!  Monftrous  Woman! 
Did  I  for  this  into  my  Breafl:  leceive 
The  promifing  repenting  Fugitive  ? 
But,  Gomez,  I  will  ^hrow  her  back  again ; 
And  thou  fhalt  fee  me  fmile,  and  tear  her  then. 
I'll  crufh  her  Heart,  where  all  the  Poifon  lies, 
'Till,  when  the  Venom's  out,  the  Viper  dies. 

R.  Go.  They  the  beft  Method  of  Revenge  purfuc. 
Who  fo  contrive  that  it  may  Jufiice  iliewj 
Stay  'till  their  Wrong:^  appear  at  fuch  a  Head, 
That  Innocence  may  have  no  room  to  pleads 
Your  Fury,  Sir,  at  leail  a  while  delay  5 
I  guefs  the  Prince  may  come  again  this  way. 
Here  I'll  withdraw,  and  watch  his  Privacy. 

Ki?2g.  And  when  he's  fix'd,  be  fure  bring  W©rd  to  me. 
'Till  then  I'll  bridle  Vengeance,  and  retire. 
Within  my  Breafl  flipprefs  this  angry  Fire, 
'Till  to  my  Eyes  my  Wrongs  themfelves  diiplayj 
Then,  Hke  a  Faulcon,  gently  cut  my  Way,         '  ^ 

And  with  my  Pounces  feiie  th'  unwary  Pr er.  ^ 

[Exit  Kiit^. 
Enter  Eboli. 
EboU.  I've  over-heard  the  Bulinefs  with  Delight, 
And  find  Revenge  will  have  a  Feaft  to  Night. 
Though  thy  declining  Years  are  in  their  Wane, 
I  can  perceive  there's  Youth  ft  ill  in  thy  Brain. 
Away:  The. Queen  is  coming  hither.      [£a:/> R.Gomez. 
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Enter  ^em  md  Wmten.    Henrietta- 

^een. Now 

To  ail  Felicity  a  long  Adieu: 
Where  are  you,  E^oli? 

EbolL Mad^m,  I'm  here. 

^een.  O  how  frefh  Fears  aflault  me  ev'ry  vmere? 
I  hear  that  Carlos  is  a  Prifoner  made. 

Zholi.  No,- Madam,  he  the  Orders  difobey'd; 
And  boldly  owns  for  Flanders  he  intends, 
To  Head  the  Rebels,  whom  he  ftiks  his  Friends.; 
But  ere  he  goes,  by  me  does  humbly  fue, 
That  he  may  take  his  laft  Farewel  of  you. 

^en.  Will  he  then  force  his  Deftiny  at  lail  ? 
Hence  quickly  to  him,  ESoli,  make  hafte : 
Tell  him,  I  beg  his  Purpofe  he'd  delay. 
Or  if  that  can't  his  Refolution  ftay. 
Say  I  have  fworn  not  to  furvive  the  Hour 
In  which  I  hear  that  he  has  left  this  Shear. 
Tell  him,  I've  gain'd  his  Pardon  of  the  King. 

Tell  him to  ftay  him tell  him  any  thing. • 

Ikli.  One  Word  from  you  his  Duty  wodd  rcflore;7 
And  though  you  promis'd  ne'er  to  fee  him  more,  ^ 

Methinks  you  might  upon  fo  juil:  a  fcore.  3 

But  fee,  he's  here 

Enter  Don  Carlos. 
D.  Car.  Run  out  of  Breath  by  Fate, 
And  perfecuted  by  a  Father's  Hate, 
Weai  y'd  withal,  I  panting  hither  fly. 
To  lay  my  felf  down  at  your  Feet,  and  die. 

[Kneels,  md  kijfes  her  Bands, 
^een.  Oh  too  unhappy  Carlos !  Yet  unkind  ? 
"Gainfc  you  what  Has-ms  have  ever  I  defign'd. 
That  you  fhould  with  fuch  Violence  decree 
Ungratefully  at  lall  to  murder  me  r 

D.  Car.  Pour  all  tliy  Curfes,  Heav'n,   upon  this  Head, 
For  I've  the  worft  ot  Vengeanee  merited, 
That  yet  I  impudently  live  to  hear 
My  felf  upbraided  of  a  Wrong  to  her.  [He  rifes. 

Say,  has  your  Honour  been  by  me  betray 'd  ?  ^ 

Or  have  I  Snares  t'  entrap  your  Virtue  laid  ?  ^ 

Tcii  me:  If  not,  why  do  you  then  upbraid?  3 
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^een.  You  will  not  know  th'  Afflidions  which  you  givej 
Was't  not  my  laft  Requeft,  that  you  would  live? 
I  by  our  Vows  conjur'd  it  j  but  I  fee, 
Forgetting  them,  unmindful  too  of  me, 
Regardlefs,  your  own  Ruin  you  defign, 
Though  you  are  fure  to  purchafe  it  with  mine. 

D,  Car,  I,  as  you  bad  me  live,  obey'd  with  Pride j 
Though  it  was  harder  far  than  to  have  dy*d. 
But  lois  of  Liberty  my  Life  difdains: 
Thefe  Limbs  were  never  made  to  fuffer  Chains. 
My  Father  fhould  have  Tingled  out  fome  Crown,  ^ 

And  bidden  me  go  conquer't  for  my  own :  > 

He  fhould  have  feen  what  Carlos  would  have  done.       ^ 
But  to  prefcribe  my  Freedom,  fink  me  low 
To  bafe  Confinement,  where  no  Comforts  flowj 
But  black  Defpair,  that  foul  Tormenter,  liesj 
With  all  my  prefent  Load  of  Miferiesj 
Was  to  my  Soul  too  violent  a  Smart, 
And  rous'd  the  ileeping  Lion  in  my  Heart. 

^en.  Yet  then  be  kind  j  your  angry  Father's  Rage,  ^ 

I  know,  the  leaft  Submiffion  will  affwage.  '  ? 

You're  hot  with  Youth,  he's  cholerick  with  Age.  -5 

To  him,  and  a  put  true  Obedience  on^ 

Be  humble,  and  exprefs  your  felf  a  Son. 

Carlos,  I  beg  it  of  you:  Will  you  not? 

D.  Car.  Methinks  'tis  very  hardj  but  yet  Fl]  do't. 

I  muft  obey  whatever  you  prefer. 

Knowing  y'are  all  Divine,  and  cannot  Err= 

For  if  my  Doom's  unak'rable,  1  fliall 

This  way  at  lead:  with  \tk  Diflionour  fall : 

And  Princes  lefs  my  Tamenefs  thus  condemn, 

When  I  for  yoj  iliall  fulfer,  though  by  him. 
^een.  In  my  Apartment  farther  we'll  debate 

Of  ti;is,  and  ffe)r  a  happy  Iffue  wait. 

Your  Prefence  there  he  cannot  difapprove. 

When  it  fhall  fpeak  your  Duty,  and  my  Love. 

[£^.  Car.  and  ^een. 
Biter  Rui-Gomez. 
Iloli.  Now,  Gcmez.,  triumph}  all  is  ripe j  th&Toil 

H^s  caught  'em,  and  Fate  faw  it  with  a  SmUe. 

ThBS 
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Thus  far  the  Work  of  Deftiny  was  minej 

But  I'm  content  the  Mafter-piec^  be  thine. 

Away  to  th'  King,  prepare  his  5oul  for  Blood  j 

A  Myftery  thou  well  haft  underftood  : 

Whilft  I  go  reft  within  a  Lover's  Arms,  [Afltle. 

And  to  my  Auflria  lay  out  all  my  Charms.  [^xit. 

R.Gc.  Fate,  open  now  thy  Book,   and  fet  'em  down  : 
I  have  already  mark'd  'em  for  thy  own. 

'Enter  King,  avd  Pofa  at  (t  d'lfliWce. 
My  Lord  the  King  ? 

King.  Gomez.? 

R.  Go.  The  fame. 

King.  Haft  fcen 
The  Prince  ? 

R.  Go.  I  have. 

King.  "Where  is  he? 

R.  Go.  With  the  Queen ^ 

King.  Now  ye  that  dwell  in  everlafting  Flame, 
And  keep  Records  of  all  ye  mean  to  damn. 
Shew  me,  if  'mongft  your  Prefidents  there  e'er 
"Was  feen  a  Son  like  him,  or  Wife  like  her. 
Hark,  Gomez.,  did'ft  not  hear  th'  Infemals  groan? 
Hufh,  Hell,  a  little,  and  they  are  thy  own. 

Vojh.  Who fhould they  be?  The  King  and  Gomez,  fure. 

[^  4  dijiame, 
Methinks  I  wifh  that  Carlos  were  fecure. 
For  Tlanders  his  D.Tpatches  I've  prepar'd. 

King.     Who's  there?  'Tis  Vofa,  Pandar  to  their  Luf^. 

[Dra-wing  near  to  Pofa. 
Nov/,  Gcmez,  to  his  Heart  thy  Dagger  thrixft^ 
In  the  Puriuit  of  Vengeance  drive  it  far; 
Strike  deep,  and,  if  thou  canft,  wound  Carlos  there. 

R.  Go.  I'll  do't  as  clofe  as  happy  Lovers  kifs. 
May  he  ftrike  mine,  if  of  his  Heart  I  mifs. 
Thus,  Sir [Stains  him. 

To/a.  Ha,  Gomez.!  Villain!  thou  haft  done 
Thy  worft :  But  yet  I  would  not  die  alone : 
Here,  Dog [Stabs  at  him. 

R.Go.  So  brisk?  Then  take  it  once  again. 

[As  they  ^re  firuggling,  the  Di/fatchesfall  out  of?o£^'s  Bofam. 
'Xwas  only,  Sir,  to  put  you  out  of  Pain. 

[Stabs  him  again,  and  Pofa  falls. 
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Vofa.  My  Lord  the  King,  (but  Life  too  far  is  gone," 
I  faint)  be  mindftil  of  your  Qaeen  and  Son.  {Blesl 

King.  The  Slave  in  Death  repents,  and  warns  me.    Yes^ 
I  Ihall  be  very  mindful.    What  are  thefe? 

{Takes  up  the  Bifpatches, 
For  Flanders!  With  the  Prince's  Signet  feal'd! 
Here's  Villany  has  yet  been  ureveal'd. 
See,  Gomez  j  Pradices  againft  my  Crown.  [Shenn^^emhim^ 
Treafon  and  Luft  have  join'd  to  pull  me  down. 
Yet  ftill  I  iland  like  a  firm  fturdy  Rock, 
Whilft  they  but  fplit  themfelves  with  their  own  fhock. 
But  I  too  long  delay  j  give  word  I  come. 

R.  Go.  What,  hoa !  within ;  the  King  is  nigh,  make  roora^ 

The  SCENE  dmies^ and  difiovers  Don  John and'Eholi 
embracing. 

"King.  Now  let  me,  if  I  can,  to  Fury  add. 
That  when  I  thunder  I  may  ftrike  'em  dead. 

[Looking  earneftly  on  ^em} 

Ha Gomez!  on  this  Truth  depends  thy  Life. 

Why,  that's  our  Brother  Aujiria ! 

R.Go.  And  my  Wife! 
Embracing  clofe.    Whilft  I  was  bulie  grown 
In  others  Ruins,  here  I've  met  my  own. 
Oh!  had  I  perilh'd  ere  'twas  underftood. 

King.  This  is  the  Neft  where  Luft  and  FalHiood  brood. 
Is  it  not  admirable? [Ex.D.]ohnandEho\iembracing, 

R.Go.  OSir,  yes! 
Ten  thoufand  Devils  tear  the  Sorcerefs ■ 

King.  But  they  are  gone,  and  my  Diflionour''s  near. 
Enter  Don  Carlos  and  ^ueen  difcourjing. 
Look,  my  inceftuous  Son  and  Wile  appear. 
Sec,  Gomez,  how  fhe  larjgui flies  and  dies. 
^Sdeath!  there  are  very  Pulfes  in  her  Eyes. 

[p.  Carlos  approaches  the  King, 

"D.Car.ln  Peace,Heav'n  ever  guard  the  King  from  Harms  5 
In  War,  Succefs  and  Triumph  crown  his  Armsj 
^Till  all  the  Nations  of  the  World  fhall  be 
Humble  and  proftrate  at  his  Feet  like  me.  [Kneels 

I  hear  your  Fury  has  my  Death  deiign'd  ^ 
Though  I've  deferv'd  the  worft,  you  may  be  kind  > 
\ 
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Behold  me  as  your  poor  unhappy  Son, 

And  do  not  fpill  that  Blood  which  is  your  own.^ 

King.  Yes,  when  my  Blood  grows  tainted,  I  ne'er  doubt 
But  for  my  Health  'tis  good  to  let  it  out ; 
But  thine's  a  Stranger,  like  thy  Soul,  to  me. 
Or  elfe  be  curs'd  thy  Mother's  Memory: 
And  doubly  curs'd  be  that  unhappy  Night, 
In  which  I  purchas'd  Torment  with  Delight. 

D.  Car.  Thus  then  I  lay  aiide  all  rights  of  Blood .  [Rifes  boldly'. 
My  Mother  curs'd !  She  was  all  Juft  and  Gcod. 
Tyrant !  too  good  to  (lay  with  thee  below, 
And  therefore's  blefs'd,  and  reigns  above  thee  now. 
SubmifTion!  which  way  got  it  Entrance  here! 

King.  Perhaps  it  came  ere  Treafon  was  aware. 
Thy  traiterous  Defign's  now  come  to  Light, 
Too  great  and  horrid  to  be  hid  in  Night. 
See  here  my  Honour  and  thy  Duty's  Stains. 

[Shexfis  the  Bif^atchesl 
I've  paid  your  Secretary  for  his  Pains. 
He  waits  you  there,  to  Council  with  him  go, 

iShem  PofaV  Body, 
Ask  what  Intelhgence  from  Flanders  now. 

D.  Car.  My  Friend  here  flain,  my  faithful  Pofa  'tis. 
Good  Heav'n !  what  have  I  done  to  merit  this  ? 
What  Temples  fack'd,  wh^t  Defolations  made, 
To  pull  down  fuch  a  Vengeaace  on  my  Head? 
This,  Villain,  was  thy  work  :  What  Friend  of  thine  [To  Go* 
Did  I  e'er  wrong,  that  thou  fhouldfi:  murder  mine  ? 

But  I'll  take  care  it  fhall  not  want  Reward .    [Dram. 

King.  Courage,  my  Gomez.,  lince  thy  ICing's  thy  Guard. 
Come,  Rebel,  and  thy  Villanies  fulfil. 

D.  C(tr.  Noi  tliough  unjuft,  you  are,  my  Father  ftillj 

[Throws  away  his  Sword, 
And  from  that  Title  muft  your  Safety  own , 
'Tis  that  which  awes  my  Hand,  and  not  your  Crown. 
'Tis  true,  all  there  contain'd  I  had  defign'd : 
To  fuch  a  height  your  Jealoufie  was  grown. 
It  was  the  only  way  that  I  could  find 
To  work  your  Peace,  and  to  procure  my  own. 

King.  Thinking  my  Youth  and  Vigour  to  decreafe^ 
You'd  eafe  me  of  my  Crown  to  give  mc  Peace, 
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D.  Car.  Alas!  you  fetch  your  Mifconftrudions  far 
The  Injuries  to  me,  and  Wrongs  to  her, 
Were  much  too  great  for  Empire  to  repair. 
When  you  forgot  a  Father's  Love,  and  quite 
Depriv'd  me  of  a  Son's  and  Prince's  Right, 
Branded  my  Honour,  and  purfu'd  my  Life, 
My  Duty  long  with  Nature  was  at  Strife.. 
Not  that  I  fear'd  my  Memory  or  Name 
Could  fuffer  by  the  Voice  of  common  Fame;   . 
A  thing  I  ftill  efteem'd  beneath  my  Pride:  1 

For  though  condemn'd  by  all  the  World  befide,  S 

Had  you  but  thought  me  Juft,  I  could  have  dy'd.  S 

At  laft  this  only  way  I  found,  to  fly 
Your  Anger,  and  divert  your  Jealoulie  — — 
To  go  for  Flanders,  and  be  {o  remov'd 
From  all  I  ever  honoured,  ever  lov'd: 
There  in  your  right  hoping  I  might  compleat, 
'Spight  of  my  Wrongs,  fome  Adrion  truly  great.. 
Thus  by  my  Faith  and  Sufferings  to  out-wear 
Yo'jr  Hate,  and  fhun  that  Storm  which  threaten'd  here^ 

^een.  And  can  this  merit  Hate  ?  he  would  forgo 
The  Joys  and  Charms  of  Courts  to  purchafe  you  j. 
Banif0  himfeif,  and  ftem  the  dang'rous  Tide 
Of  Lav/lefs  Outrage,  and  Rebellious  Pride. 

King.  How  evenly  Ihc  pleads  in  his  Defence ! 
So  blind  is  Guilt  when  'twould  feem  Innocence. 
She  thinks  her  Softnefs  may  my  Rage  diiarm.  p 

No,  Sorcerefs,  you're  miilaken  in  your  Charm,  S 

And  whilll  you  footh,  do  but  aiTiit  the  Storm.  S 

Do,  take  full  view  of  your  tall  able  Slave  5 

[,^uecn  loak'mg  o-n  Carlos, 
Look  hardi  it  is  the  laft  you're  like  to  have. 

D-  Car.  My  Life  or  Death  are  in  your  Pow'r  to  give^ 

King.  Yes,  and  thou  dy'ft. 

De  Car.  Not  'lili  fhe  give  me  leave. 
She  is  the  Star  that  rules  my  Deftiny  : 
And  whilft  her  Aipea's  kind,  I  cannot  die.  ' 

J^ieen.  No,  Prince,  for  ever  live,  be  ever  blcfs'd. 

King.  Yes,  I  will  knd  him  to's  Eternal  Refl. 

Ob 
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K>}i !  had  I  took  the  Journey  long  ago, 

I  ne'er  had  known  the  Pains  that  rack  me  now. 

^een.  What  Pains  ?  what  Racks  ?     [^Approaching  him. 

King.  Avoid,  and  touch  me  not, 
1  fee  thee  foul,  all  one  inceftuous  Blot ; 
Thy  broken  Vows  are  m  thy  guilty  Face. 

^een.  Have  I  then  in  jcmr  Pity  left  no  place .> 

Kmg.  Oh !  thus  it  was  you  drew  me  in  before, 
"With  Premifes  you  ne'er  wou'd  fee  him  more. 
But  now  your  lubtleft  Wiles  too  weak  are  grown, 
I've  gotten  Freedom,  and  I'll  keep  my  own. 

^uem.  May  you  be  ever  free ;  but  can  your  Mind 
Conceive  that  any  Hi  was  here  defignd ? 
He  hither  came  only  that  he  might  Ihow 
Obedience,  and  be  reconcil'd  to  you. 
You  faw  his  humble  and  dutiful  Addrt{k, 

King.  But  you  before-hand  fign'd  the  happy  Peace. 
Enter  Eboli. 
Oh  Princefs,  thank  you  for  the  Care  you  take. 
Tell  me,  how  got  this  Moniler  Entrance  ?  fpeak. 

.  Eboli,  Heav'n  wicncfs  'twas  without  my  Knowledge  done. 

R.  Go.  No,  fhe  had  other  Bus'nefs  of  her  own,  [A/ide, 
Oh  Blood  and  Murther ! 

King,  All  are  ^Ife:  A  Guard. 

Enter  Guard, 
Seize  on  that  Traitor— —  [To  Carlos^ 

D.Car.  Welcome  i  I'm  prepar'd 

^em.  Stay,  Sir,  let  me  die  too :  I  can  obey. 

King.  No,  thou  fhalt  live.  [Seemingly  kind. 

By  Heav'n,  but  not  a  Day.  [Ajide. 

I  a  Revenge  fo  exquifite  have  fram'd, 
She  unrepenting  dies,  and  fo  ilie's  damn'd. 

Hen.  If  ever  Pity  could  your  Heart  engage. 
If  e'er  you  hope  for  Bleflmgs  on  your  Age, 
Incline  your  Ears  to  a  poor  Virgin's  Pray'r. 

King.  I  dare  not  venture  thee,  thou  art  too  Fair, 
What  wou'dfl:  thou  fay  ? 

Hen.  Defboy  not,  in  one  Man, 
More  Virtue  than  the  World  can  boaft  again. 
View  him  the  eldeft  Pledge  of  your  firft  Love, 
Your  Virgin-Joys  i  that  may  fome  Pity  move-^-— " 
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King.  No 5  for  the  Wrongs  I  fuffer  weigh  it  down? 
rd  now  not  fpare  his  Life  to  fave  my  own. 
Away,  by  thy  foft  Tongue  I'll  not  be  caught. 

Hen.  By  all  that  Hopes  can  frame  I  beg.     If  not. 
May  you  by  fome  bafe  Hand  unpity'd  die. 
And  childlefs  Mothers  curfe  your  Memory. 
By  Honour,  Love,  by  Life 

King.  Fond  Girl,  away. 
By  Heav'n,  I'll  kill  thee  elfe.   Still  dar'ft  thou  flay? 
Cannot  Death  terrific  thee? 

Hen. Noi  for  I, 

If  you  refufe  me,  am  refolv'd  to  die. 

D.C^r.Kind  Fair  one,  do  not  wafte  your  Sorrows  here 
On  me,  too  wretched,  and  not  worth  a  Tear. 
There  yet  for  you  are  mighty  Joys  in  ftore, 
When  I  in  Duft  am  laid,  and  feen  no  more. 
Oh  IVfedam ! [To^  the  ^em. 

^een.  Oh  my  Carlos!  mufl  you  die 
For  me  ?  no  Mercy  in  a  Father's  Eye  ? 

'D.Car.  Hide,  hide  your  Tears,  into  my  Soul  they  dart 
A  Tendernefs  that  misbecomes  my  Heart  • 
For  fince  I  muft,  I  like  a  Prince  would  fall. 
And  to  my  Aid  my  Manly  Spirits  call. 

^een.  You,  like  a  Man,  as  roughly  as  you  will 
May  die,  but  let  me  be  a  Woman  ftill.  \Weets, 

King.  Th'art  Woman,  a  true  Copy  of  the  firft. 
In  whom  the  Race  of  all  Mankind  was  curs'd. 
Your  Sex  by  Beauty  was  to  Heav'n  ally'd : 
But  your  great  Lord,  the  Devil,  taught  you  Pride. 
He  too  an  Angel,  'till  he  durft  rebels 
And  you  are  fure  the  Stars  that  with  him  fell. 
Weep  on ;  a  ftock  of  Tears  like  Vows  you  have. 
And  always  ready  when  you  would  deceive. 

^ieen.  Cruel!  Inhuman!  Oh  my  Heart!  why  fhould 
I  throw  away  a  Title  that's  fo  good. 
On  one  a  Stranger  to  v/hat-e'er  was  fb  ? 
Alas,  I'm  torn,  and  know  not  what  to  do. 
The  juft  Refentment  of  my  Wrong's  fo  great. 
My  Spirits  link  beneath  the  heavy  weight. 

[Re^Jy  tofmk  whh  TAJpon. 
t  Tyrant, 
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Tyrant,  ftand  off:  I  hate  thee,  and  will  try 
If  I  have  Scorn  enough  to  make  me  die. 

D.  Car.  Blefs'J  Angel,  fray [Takes  her  in  his  ^ms\ 

^.een.  Carlos,  the  fole  Embrace 
You  ever  took,  you  have  before  his  Face. 

D.  Car.  No  wealthy  Monarch  of  the  plenteous  Eaft,  ^ 
In  all  the  Glories  of  his  Empire  drefs'd,  S 

Was  ever  half  fo  rich,  or  half  fo  blefs'd.  3 

But  from  fuch  Blifs  how  wretched  is  the  Fall! 
They  too  like  us  muft  die,  and  leave  it  all. 

Kmg,  Ail  this  before  my  Face?  what  Soul  could  bear^t? 
Go  force  her  from  him.  \Ojficer  approaches, 

D.  Car.  Slave,  'twill  coft  thy  Heart. 

Th'adft  better  meet  a  Lion  on  his  way. 
And  from  his  hungry  Jaws  reprize  the  Prey. 
She's  Miftrefs  of  my  Soul,  and  to  prepare 
My  feif  for  Death,  I  muft  confult  with  her. 

R.G9.  Have  pity {Ironically, 

King.  Hence !  How  wretchedly  he  rules. 
That's  ferv'd  by  Cowards,  and  advis'd  by  Fools. 
Oh  Torture! 

D.  Car.  Rouze,  my  Soul,  confider  now. 

That  to  thy  blifsful  Manfion  thou  muft  go. 
But  I  fo  mighty  Joys  have  tailed  here,  J^ 

I  hardly  fl^all  have  Senfe  of  any  there.  > 

Oh  foft  as  BlofToms,  and  yet  flveeter  far  !  ^ 

[Leaning  on  her  Bofom. 
Sweeter  than  Incenfe  which  to  Heav'n  afcends. 
Though  'tis  prefented  there  by  Angels  Hands. 

King.  Still  in  hi.s  Arms?  Cowards,  go  tear  her  forth. 

D.  Car.  You'll  fooner  from  its  Center  l>;ake  the  Earti : 
I'll  hold  her  fafl:  'till  my  laft  Hour  is  nigh  j 
Then  I'll  bequeath  her  to  you  when  I  die. 

King.  Cut  off  his  Hold!  or  any  thing. 

'D.Car.  -—Ay  come  i 
Here  kill,  and  bear  me  hence  into  my  Tomb. 
I'd  have  my  Monument  ercifted  here. 
With  broken  mangled  Limbs  ftill  claiping  her. 

^een.  Hold,  and  I'li  quit  his  Arms 

[The  Guards  offer  their  Axes. 
KJng^ 
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King.  Now  bear  him  hence.  [They  part, 

^uem.  O  horrid  Tyrant !  [Guards  are  hurrying  Carlos  of. 
Stay,  unhappy  Prin-ce — 
Turn,  turn :  O  Torment !  muft  I  leave  you  Co  ? 
No,  ftay,  and  take  me  with  you  where  you  go. 

D.  Car.  Hark,  Slaves,  myGoddefs  fummons  me  to  flay. 
Dogs !  have  you  Eyes,  and  can  you  difobey  ? 
See  her.'  Oh  let  me  but  juil  touch  my  Blifs. 

[FreJJing  forvoard. 
King.  By  Hell  he  (han't:  Slaves,  are  ye  mine,  or  his? 
^een.  My  Life- — 
D.  Car.  .—My  Soul,  farewel — 

^een.  - — He's  gone,  he's  gone.  [Exit  Carlos. 

Nov/,  Tyrant,  to  thy  Rage  I'm  left  alone. 
Give  me  my  Death,  that  hate  both  Life  and  thee. 
King.  I  know  thou  doflj  yet  live. 
^een.  — -O  Mifery!  [Throws  herfelfon  the  Floor, 

Why  was  I  born  to  be  thus  curs'd  ?  or  why 
Should  Life  be  forc'd,  when  'tis  To  fweet  to  die  ? 

King.  Thou,  Woman,  haft  been  falfe ;  but  to  renew 
Thy  Credit  in  my  Heart,  affift  me  now,  [To  Eboli, 

Prepare  a  Draught  of  Poifon,  fuch  as  will 
Adl  flow,  and  by  degrees  of  Torment  kill. 
Give  it  the  Queen,  and  to  prevent  all  Senf 
Of  dying,  tell  her  I've  releas'd  the  Prince, 
And  that  e'er  Morning  he'll  attend  her.    I  y 

In  a  Difguife  his  Prefence  will  fupply :  _  S 

So  glut  my  Rage,  and  fmiling  fee  her  die.  S^ 

£boli.  Your  Majefty  fhall  be  obey'd--- 
R.  Co.  Do,  v/ork  thy  Mifchiefs  to  their  laft  degree, 
And  when  th'are  in  their  height  I'll  murther  thee.  [Afide. 

King.  Now,  Gomez,  ply  my  P.age,  and  keep  it  hot: 
O'er  Love  and  Nature  I've  the  Conqueft  got. 
Sill  charm.ing  Beauty  triumphs  in  her  Eyes  5 

[Looking  at  the  ^hieen. 
Yet  for  my  Honour  and  my  Reft  flie  dies. 

[Hxeunt  ^^een  and  Women, 
But,  oh!  v;hat  Eafe  can  I  expedl  to  get, 
When  I  muft  pur  chafe  at  fo  dear  a  Rate?    [Exeunt  Omnes. 

[The  Seme  jhuts. 
ACT 
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ACTV.      SCENE!. 

Enter  King,  fo!u3. 

5v/«^.  'T^  A  S  Night;  the  Seafon  when  the  Happy  take 

X     Repofe,  and  only  Wretches  are  awake  : 
Now  difcontented  GhoHs  begin  their  Rounds, 
Haunt  riiin'd  Buildings  and  unwholfome  Grounds^ 
Or  at  the  Curtains  of  the  Reitleis  wait. 
To  frighten  'em  with  fomc  fad  Tale  of  Fate. 
When  I  would  reft,  I  can  no  Reil  obtain :  J^ 

The  Illo  I've  born  ev^n  o'er  my  Slumbers  reign,  ^ 

And  in  fad  Dreams  torment  me  o'er  again.  x 

The  fatal  Bus'nefs  is  ere  this  begun: 
I'm  fhcckt,  and  ftart  to  think  what  I  have  done. 
But  I  forget  how  I  that  I'hdip  am. 
So  much  for  Conftancy  renown'd  by  Fame : 
Who  through  the  Progrefs  of  my  Life  was  ne'er 
By  Hopes  transported,  or  deprefs'd  by  Fear. 
Ko,  it  is  gone  too  far  to  be  recall'd. 
And  Stedfaftnefs  will  make  the  A6c  extoli'd. 

Ent^r  Eboli  in  a  Night -Goyvii 

Eboli.  My  Lord, 

King.  Is  the  Deed  done?  ^ 

'Eboi:.  'Tis,  and  the  Qyeen  to  feek  Repofe  fs  gone,     ^ 

King.  Can  fhe  expeft  it,  who  allowed  me  none?        \ 
No,  l£oliy  her  Dreams  muft  be  as  full 
Of  Horror,  and  as  Hellifh  as  her  Soul. 
Dees  Ihe  believe  the  Prince  has  Freedom  gain' J  ? 

Eholi.  She  does. 

King.  How  were  the  Tidings  entertained  ? 

Eboli.  O'er  all  her  Face  ycung  wandring  Bluflies  WCr?/ 
Such  as  fpeak  Hopes  too  weak  to  conquer  Fear : — 
But  when  confirm'd,  no  Lover  e'er  lb  kind: 
She  dafp'd  me  talr,  carefs'd,  and  call'd  me  Friend. 
Which  Opportunity  I  took,  to  give 
The  Poifoni  and  'till  Day  fhe  cannot  live.' 
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King.  Quickly  then  to  her;  fay  that  Carlos  here 
Waits  to  confirm  his  Happinefs  with  her. 
Goj  that  my  Vengeance  I  may  finifh  quite: 
Twould  be  imperfea,  fhould'l  lofe  the  Sight. 
But  to  contrive  that  I  may  not  be  known. 
And  fhe  may  ftill  miftake  me  for  my  Son, 
Remove  all  Light  but  that  which  may  fuffice 
To  let  her  fee  me  fcom  her  when  fhe  dies. 

E^oli.  You'll  find  her  all  in  ruful  Sables  clad, 
Witii  one  dim  Lamp  that  yields  imperfect  Light, 
Such  as  in  Vaults  affift  the  ghaftly  Shade, 
Where  wretched  Widows  come  to  weep  at  Night. 
Ti^us  Ihe  refolves  to  die,  or  living  mourn, 
'Till  Carlos  fball  with  L'berty  return.  lExit. 

K'mn.  Oh  iled faft  Sin !  incorrigible  Lull! 
Not  damn'dl  it  is  impofiiblej  fi-ie  muft. 
How  do  I  long  to  fee  her  in  her  Pains, 
The  pois'npus  Sulphur  rowling  through  her  Veins? 

Znter  D.  John  and  Attendants. 
Who's  there  ?  my  Brother  ? 

T>.John.  Yes,  'Sir,  and  your  Friend. 
What  can  your  Prefence  here  fo  late  nitend? 

King.  Oh,  Aujhi-ia,  Fate's  at  work ;  a  Deed's  in  hand 
Will  put  thy  Youthful  Courage  to  a  (land. 
Survey  me^  do  I  look  as  heretofore? 

'D.  John.  You  look  like  King  of5"/?/ti«,andLord  ofPow'r  ; 
Like  one  who  fti.l  feeks  Gloiy  on  the  Wing  : 
Ypu  look  as  I  would  do,  were  I  a  King. 

T<iing.  A  King!  why  1  am  more,  i'm  all  that  c^n 
Be  counted  miferable  m  a  Man. 
But  thou  fHalt  fee  how  calm  anon  Fll  grow : 
ril  be  as  happy  and  as  gay  as  thou. 

T).John.  No,  Sir,  my  Happinefs  you  cannot  have, 
Wiiihr  to  your  abjed  PaiTions  thus  a  Slave. 
To  kno'vY  my  Eafe  you  Thoughts  like  mine  muft  bring. 
Be  ibmething  lefs  a  Man,  and  more  a  King. 

Kir.g.  I'm  growing  fo.     'Tis  true,  that  long  I  ftrovc 
V;ith  pleading  Nature,  combated  with  Love, 
Thoie  Wicchcrafrj  that  liad  bound  my  Soul  fo  fafl:  j 
if^iic  now  :he  Date  of  the  Eachantmcnt's  paft. 

Before 
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Before  my  Rage  like  Ruins  down  they  fall, 
And  I  mount  up  true  Monarch  o'er  'em  all. 

D.John.  I  know  your  Queen  and  Son  y'ave  doom'-d  todic; 
And  fear  by  this  the  fatal  Hour  is  nigh. 
Why  would  you  cut  a  fure  Succeffion  oft. 
At  which  your  Friends  muft  grieve,  and  Foes  will  laugh; 
As  if  lince  Age  has  from  you  took  away 
Increafe,  you'd  grow  malicious,  anddeftroy? 

King.  Doubt  it  not,  Aujlria-y  thou  my  Brother  art. 
And  in  my  Blood  I'm  certain  hall  a  part. 
Only  the  Juftice  of  my  Vengeance  own, 
Thou'rt  Heir  of  Spain,  and  my  adopted  Son. 

,TrP"7f  "^^  ^  ^^^  ^°"^^^'  ^^^^  ^^  a  C^own  are  Charms; 

Which  I  would  court  in  bloody  Fields  and  Arms : 

But  in  my  Nephew's  Wrong  I  muft  decline. 

Since  he  muft  be  extinguifh'd  ere  I  fhine. 

To  mount  a  Throne  o'er  Battlements  I'd  climb. 

Where  Death  fhould  wait  on  me,  not  I  on  him' 

Did  you  e'er  love,  or  have  you  ever  known 

The  mighty  Value  of  fo  brave  a  Son? 

King.  1  guefs'd  I  fhould  be  treated  thus  before: 
I  know  It  IS  thy  Kindnefs,  but  no  more. 
Thou  living  free,  alas!  art  eafie  grown, 
And  think^ft  all  Hearts  as  honeft  as  thy  ovvTi 

D.John.  Not,  Sir,  fo  eafie,  as  I  muft  be  bold 
And  Ipeak  what  you  perhaps  would  have  untoM- 
That  y  are  a  Slave  to  th'  vileft  that  obey,  '         > 

Such  as  Difgrace  on  Royal  Favour  lay,    '  C 

And  blindly  follow,  as  they  lead  aftray-  C 

Voracious  Varlets,  fordid  Hangers  ori  '  •? 

Beft  by  Familiarity  th'are  known,       '  C 

Yet  fnrink  at  Frowns,  but  when  you  fmile  they  fawn  \ 
Thare  thefe  have  wrong'd  you,  ind  abus'd  your  ^s  ^^ 
Poffexs  d  your  Mmd  with  falfe  millgrounded  Fears 
T   ^r^'  ^^^g;^'^^^^d  F^ars?  Why,  is  there  any  Truti 
In  Womens  Vows,  or  difobedient  Youth  ?      ^ 
I  foener  would  believe  this  World  were  Heav'n, 
Where  I  have  nought  but  Toils  and  Torment  met. 
And  xnever  Comfort  yet  to  Man  was  given 
13ut  thou  ihalt  fee  how  my  Revenge  HI  treat. 
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The  SCENE  drarffs,  and  difeovers  the  ^ueen  alone  in 
Mouraing  on  her  Couch,  mih  a  Lamp  by  her. 

Look  where  i"he  fits,  as  quiet  and  ierene,  llronically. 

As  if  fhe  never  had  a  Thought  of  Sin ; 
In  Mourning,  her  wrong'd  Innocence  to  fhew : 
Sh'  as  fworn't  fo  oft  that  fhe  believes  it  true. 
O'erv/helm'd  wit^  Sorrow  fhe'U  in  Darknefs  dwell:       f 
So  we  liave  heard  of  Witches  in  a  Cell,  > 

Treating  with  Fiends,  and  making  Leagues  with  Hell.  3 
[The  ^een  rifes,  and  comes  towards  him. 

^leen.  My  Lord !  Prince  Carlos  ?  may  it  be  believ'd  ? 
Are  my  Eyes  blefs'd  ?  and  am  I  not  deceived .? 

King.  My  Queen,  my  Love,  I'm  here [Embracesher. 

^ism.  My  Lord  the  King  ? 
This  is  furprizing  Kindnefs  which  you  bring. 
Can  you  believe  me  innocent  at  laft  ? 
Methinks  my  Griefs  are  half  already  pad. 

Ki}ig.  O  Tongue,  in  nothing  praftis'd  but  Deceit! 
Too  well  flie  knew  him,  not  to  find  the  Cheat. 
Yes,  vile  incefluous  Woman,  it  is  I, 
The  King  j  look  on  mc  well,  defpair,  and  die. 

^^een.  Why  had  you  not  pronounc'd  my  Doom  before. 
Since  to  Affli6lion  you  could  add  no  more  ? 
Methinks  Death  is  lefs  welcome,  when  I  find 
You  could  but  counterfeit  a  Look  that's  kind. 

King.  No,  now  th'art  fit  for  Death:  Had  I  believ'd 
Thou  could'ft  have  been  more  wicked,  thou  hadft  liv'd. 
Liv'd,  and  gone  on  in  Lull:  and  Riot  flill  5 
But  I  perceiv'd  thee  early  ripe  for  Hell : 
And  that  of  the  Rewai'd  thou  might'lt  not  mifs;  O 

This  Night  th'all:  drank  thy  Bane,  th'art  Poifon'd  -,  yes,  > 
Thou  art— \ 

^een. Then  welcome  Everlafting  Blifs. 

But  ere  I  die,  let  nie  here  make  a  Vow, 

By  Heav'n,  and  all  I  hope  for  there,  I'm  true. 

King.  Vows  you  had  always  ready  when  you  ipokcj 
How  many  of  em  have  you  made,  and  broke  ? 
Yet  there's  a  Power  that  does  your  Falihood  hear, 
A  juft  on-e  too,  that  lets  thee  live  to  fwear. 

Hov/ 
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How  comes  it  that  above  fuch  Mercy  dwells. 
To  permit  Sin,  and  make  us  Infidels  ? 

^^een.  You  have  been  ever  fb  to  all  that's  Good, 
My  Innocence  had  elie  been  underftood. 
At  firfl  your  Love  was  nothing  but  your  PridCo  . 
When  I  arriv'd  to  be  the  Prince's  Bride, 
You  then  a  kind  indulgent  Father  were : 
But  finding  me  unfortunately  Fair, 
Thought  me  a  Prize  too  rich  to  be  pofiefs'd 
By  him,  and  forc'd  your  felf  into  my  Breafr : 
Where  you  maintained  an  unrefifted  Pow'rj 
Not  your  own  Daughter  could  have  lov'd  you  more^-^ 
'Till,  confcious  of  your  Age,  my  Faith  was  blam'd. 
And  I  a  lewd  Adulterefs  proclaim'd, 
Accus'd  of  fouleft  Inceft  with  your  Son. 
What  m.ore  could  my  worfi  Enemy  have  done  ? 

lC/%.  Nothing,  I  hope  j  I  would  not  have  it  iaid, 
That  in  my  Vengeance  any  Fault  I  made. 
Love  me  ?  oh  low  Pretence !  too  feebly  built ! 
But  'tis  the  conflant  Fault  of  dying  Guilt, 
Ev'n  to  the  laft  to  cry  th'are  Innocent  j 
When  their  Defpair's  fo  great,  they  can't  repent.  - 

^een.  Thus  having  urg'd  your  Malice  lo'thc  Head» 
You  Ipightfully  are  come  to  rail  me  dead. 
Had  I  been  Man,  and  had  an  imipious  Wife, 
With  fpeedy  Fury  Fd  hav."  inatch'd  her  Lifej 
Tore  a  broad  Pafiage  open  to  her  Heart, 
And  there  have  ranfack'd  each  polluted  Part; 
Triumph'd  and  laugh'd  t'have  feen  the  ifiuing  Flood, 
And  wantonly  have  bath'd  my  Hands  in  Blood. 
That  had  out-done  the  low  Revenge  you  bring. 
Much  fitter  for  a  Woman  than  a  King. 

King.  Vm.  glad  I  know  what  Death  you'd  wifli  to  have^ 
You  wcu'd  go  down  in  Silence  to  your  Grave  j 
Remove  from  future  Fame,  as  prefent  Times, 
And  bury  with  you  if  you  could  your  Crimes^ 
No,  I  will  have  my  Juftice  underftood. 
Proclaim  thy  Faliliood  and  thy  Luft  aloud. 

^een.  About  it  then,  the  noble  Work  begm  ^ 
Be  proud,  and  boaft  how  cruel  you  have  been. 

G  3  Clr 
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Oil  how  a  Monarch's  Glory  'twill  advance  ! 

Do,  quickly  let  it  reach  the  Ears  of  France. 

Fve  tSere  a  Royal  Brother  that  is  young, 

V/holl  certainly  revenge  his  Sifter's  Wrong  j 

Into  thy  Svain  a  mighty  Army  bring,  P 

Tumble  thee  from  thy  Throne  a  wretched  thing,  > 

And  make  thee  quite  forget  thou  e'er  wert  King.  ^ 

King.  I  ne'er  had  Pieafure  with  her  'till  this  Night: 
The  Viper  finds  flie's  crulh'd,  and  fain  would  bite. 
Oh!  were  he  here,  and  durft  maintain  that  Word, 
rd  like  an  Eagle  feize  the  callow  Bird, 
And  gripe  him  'till  the  Daftard  Craven  cry'd  j 
Then  throv/  iijm  panting  by  his  Sifter's  fide. 

M^cen.  Alas !  I  faint  and  fink  j  ray  Lord,  your  Hand : 
My  Spirits  fail,  and  I  want  Strength  to  ftand,       \To  D.  J. 

D.Jch:^.  Oh  Jcaloufie.! 
A  Curfe  which  none  but  he  that  bears  it  knows; 

[Leads  her  to  a  Chmp. 
So  rich  a  Treafure  who  would  live  to  lofe  f 

King,  The  Poifon  works,  Heav'n  grant  there  were  e- 
£he  is  fo  foul,  fte  may  be  Poifon  proof.  [noughi 

No/.'",  my  falfe  Fair  one ' 

^uem.  Tyrant,  hence  be  gone. 
This  Hour's  my  laft,  and  let  it  be  my  own. 
Away,  away ;  I  v/ould  not  leave  the  Light 
With  fuch  a  hated  Obje6b  in  my  fight. 

King,  No,  1  will  ftay,  and  ev'n  thy  Pray'rs  prevents 
I  would  not  give  thee  leifure  to  repent; 
But  let  thy  Sins  all  in  one  Throng  combine 
To  plague  thy  Soul,  as  thou  haft  tortur'd  mine. 

^ueen.  Glut  then  your  Eyes;  your  Tyrant- Fury  itt^:^ 
And  Triumph ;  but  remember,  when  I'm  dead. 
Hereafter  on  your  dying  Pillows  you 
IMay  feel  thofe  Tortures  which  you  give  me  now. 
Go  on,  your  worft  Reproaches  I  can  bear, 
And  with  'em  all  you  fliall  not  force  a  Tear. 

K.mg,  Thus,  Aiifirm,  my  loft  Freedom  I  obtain. 
And  once  more  Ihall  appear  my  felf  again. 
Love  held  m.e  faft,  whilft  like  a  foolifli  Boy,  P 

I  of  the  thing  was  fond  becaufe  'twas  gay;  > 

te  now  I've  thrown  the  gaudy  Toy  away.  ^ 
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^hoH.  Help,  Murther,  help %    [EboH  ^^^^'f^- 

j^ing. ^See,  Aiifiria,  whence  that  Cry : 

Call  up  our  Guards,  there  may  be  Danger  nigh.  [Enter  Gua  re*. 

Enter  Eboli  in  her  Night-drefs,  womded  and  bleeding  j 

Rui- Gomez  ^«r//^/«^  her. 

Eboli.  Oh!  guard  me  from  that  cruel  Murtherer. 
But  'tis  in  vain,  the  Steel  has  gone  too  far. 
Turn,  wretched  King,  I've  fomething  to  unfold  j 
Nor  can  I  die  'rill  the  fad  Secret's  told. 

King.  The  Woman's  madj  to  fome  Apartment  by 
Remove  her,  where  fhe  may  grow  tame  and  die. 
Fate  cam^e  abroad  to  Night,  refolv'd  to  range. 
I  love  a  kind  Companion  in  Revenge.  [Hugs  R.Go^ 

Eboli.  If  in  your  Heart  Truth  any  Favour  wins. 
If  e'er  you  would  repent  of  fecret  Sins, 
Hear  me  a  Word. 

King.  What  wou'dil:  thou  fay?  Be  brief. 

Eboli.  Do  what  you  can  to  fave  that  precious  Lifej. 
Try  ev'ry  Art  that  may  her  Death  prevent : 
You  are  abus'd,  and  flie  is  innocent. 
W^hen  I  perceiv'd  my  Hopes  of  you  were  vain, 
Led  by  my  Luil  I  pradis'd  all  my  Charms 
To  gain  the  Prince,  Don  Carlos,  to  my  Arms. 
But  there  too  crofs'd,  I  did  the  Purpofe  change, 
And  Pride  made  him  my  Engine  for  Revenge  ^  [TcR.Gq,- 
Taught  him  to  raife  your  growing  jealoune.     / 
Then  my  wild  Pailion  at  this  Prince  did  iiy,     >  [IbD.J,- 
And  that  was  done  for  which  I  novv^  muft  die. 3 

King.  Ha,  Go?nez,!  fpeik,  and  quickly;  is  it  fo? 

R.  Go,  I'm  forry  you  Ihould  doubt  if 't  be  or  no. 
She,  by  whofe  Lull  my  Honour  was  betray  "d, 
Cannot  want  Malice  now  to  take  my  Head ; 
And  therefore  does  this  Penitence  pretend.     - 

Ebjli.  Oh  Auflria,  take  away  that  ugly  Fiend : 
He  fmiles  and  mocks  me,  waiting  for  my  Soul:     - 
See  how  his  glaring  fiery  Eye-balls  roll. 

R.  Go.  Thus  is  her  Fancy  tortur'd  by  her  Guik. 
But  iincc  you'll  have  my  Blood,  let  it  be  Ipilt. 

KJrng,  No  more [To  R.  Go. 

G'+  S,:eak 
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speak  on,  I  chaf|e  thee,  by  the  Reft  [To  Ebali. 

Thou  hop'ft,  the  Truth,  and  as  thou  Ihalt  be  blefs'd. 

EboU.  As  what  IVe  faid  is  fo. 
There  may  I  find,  where  I  muft  anfwer  all, 
"What  moft  I  need,  Heav'n's  Mercy  on  my  Soul.        [Dies, 

King.  Heav'n !  She  was  fenfible  that  fhe  fhould  die, 
And  durft  not  in  the  Minute  tell  a  Lie. 

'D.John.  His  Guilt's  too  plain  i  fee  his  wild  flaring  Eye 
By  Unconcern  he  would  Ihow  Innocence :  -^ 

But  hardened  Guilt  ne'er  wanted  the  Pretence  S 

Of  great  Submiflion,  whcn't  had  no  Defeace.  ^ 

Thus  whilft  of  Life  you  fhew  this  little  Care, 
You  feem  not  guiltleis,  but  betray  Defpair. 

King.  His  Life?  what  Satisfa6lion  can  that  give? 
But  oh  !  in  Doubt  I  muft  for  ever  live, 

And  lofe  my  Peace Yet  I  the  Trath  will  find: 

I'll  rack  him  for't.    Go,  in  this  Minute  bind 
Him  to  the  Wheel 

K.  Go.  How  have  I  this  deferv'd. 
Who  only  your  Commands  obey'd  and  ferv'd  ? 
What  would  you  have  me  do  ? 

King. I'd  have  thee  tell 

The  Truth :  Do,  Gomez.,  all  ftiall  then  be  well. 

K.  Co.  Alas !  like  you,  Sir,  in  a  Cloud  I'm  loft. 
And  can  but  tell  you  what  I  think  at  moft. 
You  fet  me  as  a  Spy  upon  the  Prince, 
And  I  ftii!  brought  the  beft  Intelligence 
I  could  ;  ""till  finding  him  too  much  aware 
Of  me,  I  nearer  Meafures  took  by  her : 
Which  if  I  after  a  falfe  Copy  drew, 
'Tis  1  have  been  Unfortunate  as  you. 

King.  And  is  this  all  thou  haft  for  Life  to  fhow  ? 

K.Go.  Dear  Sir,  your  Pardon,  it  is  all  I  know. 

King.  Then,  Villain,  I  am  damn'd  as  well  as  thou. 
Keav'n!  where  is  now  thy  fleeping  Providence, 
That  took  fo  little  Care  of  Innocence  ? 
Oh,  Auflria,  had  I  to  thy  Truth  inclin'd. 
Had  I  been  half  fo  good  as  thou  wert  kind! 
But  I'm  too  tamcj  lecure  the  Traitor.    Oh\ 

[Gu^nl  feiz.es  R.  Go. 
Eiith  open,  to  thy  Center  let  me  go, 

And 
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And  there  for  ever  hide  my  Impious  Head. 
Thou  faireft,  pureft  Creature  Heav*n  e'er  made, 
Thy  injur'd  Truth  too  late  I've  underftood : 
Yet  live,  and  be  Immortal  as  th'art  Good. 

^mm.  Can  you  to  think,  me  Innocent  incline 
On  her  bare  Word,  and  would  not  credit  mine  ? 
The  Poifon's  very  bufie  at  my  Heart : 
Methinks  I  fee  Death  fhake  his  threatning  Davt, 
Why  are  you  kind,  and  make  it  hard  to  die  ? 
Perlift,  continue  on  the  Injury: 
Call  me  ftill  Vile,  Inceftuous,  all  that's  foul. 

^ng.  Oh  pity,  pity  my  defpairing  Soal  j 
Sink  it  not  quite.     Raife  my  Phyficians  flraitj 
Haften  'em  quickly  ere  it  be  too  late. 
Propofe  Rewards  may  fet  their  Skill  at  ftrife. 
ril  give  my  Crown  to  him  that  faves  her  Life. 
Curfs'd  Dog ! [To  Gomcz^ 

'D.John,  VileProftitute! 

'KJng.  Revengeful  Fiend! 

But  I've  forgotten  half  j  to  Curios  fend  j 
Prevent  what  his  Defpair  may  make  him  do^ 
ZrttiY  Henrietta. 

Hm.  Oh  Horror,  Horror !  everlafting  Woe ! 
The  Prince,  the  Prince ! 

King.  Ha?  fpeak 

Hm.  'He  dies,  he  dies. 

Within  upon  his  Couch  he  bleeding  lyes, 

Juft  taken  from  a  Bath,  his  Veins  all  cut, 

From  which  the  fpringing  Blood  flews  fwiftly  out. 

He  threatens  Death  on  all  that  fhall  oppofe  P 

His  Fate,  to  fave  that  Life  which  he  will  lofe.  > 

l^mg.  Dear  Anftria,  haften;  all  thy  Int'refl  ufe.  3  . 

Tell  him  it  is  to  Friendlhip  an  Offence, 
And  let  him  know  his  Father's  Penitence. 

Beg  him  to  live. 

R.Go.  Since  you've  decreed  my  Death,  know  'tv,^"  -a 
The  Bath  by  me  was  poiibn'd  wnen  pren. '.  ^^.iaiiir 

low'd  him  that  for  his  late  Pride  ar        . : 

King.  There  never  was  Cc  eii:;  ^  ^   -  i^.  ^  ..  ni: 
But  by  Revenge  fuch  Pains  he  fhaii  go  ihrc-ugh, 
Ae  ev'n  Religious  Cruelty  ne'er  knew. 
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Rack  him !  Til  broil  him,  burn  him  by  degrees,  ^ 

Frefh  Torments  for  him  ev'ry  Hour  devife,  V, 

"Till  he  curfe  Heav'n,  and  then  the  Caitiff  dies.  \ 

^een.  My  faithful  Henrtetia,  art  thou  come 
To  wait  th'  unhappy  Miltrefs  to  her  Tomb  ? 
I  brought  thee  hither  from  thy  Parents  young, 
And  now  mufl  leave  thee  to  Heav'n  knows  what  Wrong; 
But  Heav'n.  to  its  Protedion  will  receive 
Such  Goodne^,  let  it  then  thy  Queen  forgive. 

Hen.  How  much  I  lov'd  you.  Madam,  none  can  tell: 
For  'tis  unfpeakable,  I  lov'd  fo  well. 
A  Proof  of  it  the  World  fhall  quickly  findj 
For  when  you  die,  I'll  fcorn  to  ftay  behind. 

Enter  Don  Carlos  fupforted  betroeen  tv^o,  and  bleeding, 

'D.fohn.  See,  Sir,  your  Son. 

King.  My  Son?  But  oh!  how  dare 
1  ufe  that  Name,  when  this  fad  Objed's  near? 
Sfee,  injured  Prince,  who  'tis  thy  Pardon  craves, 
-Ko  more  thy  Father,  but  the  worfl  of  Slaves. 
Behold  the  Tears  that  from  thcfe  Fountains  f^ow. 

T).Car,  1  come  to  take  my  Farewel,  ere  I  go 
To  that  bright  DwelHng  where  there  is  no  room 
For  Blood ;  and  where  the  Cruel  never  come. 

King.  I  know  there  is  not,  therefore  mull:  dcrpafr. 
Oh  Heav'n !  his  Cruelty  I  cannot  bear. 
Dofl  thou  not  hear  thy  v-^retcacd  Father  fue  ?  y 

D.Car.  My  Father,  fpeak  the  V/o?ds  once  more  j  is'fC 
And  may  I  think  the  dear  Converfion  true?  rYOu?S, 

Oh  that  I  could.  -^ 

King,  By  Heav'n  thou  mufi it  is ! 

Let  me  embrace  and  kifs  thy  trembling  Knees. 
Why  wilt  thou  die?  no,  live,  my  Carlos,  live. 
And  all  the  Wrongs  that  1  have  done  forgive, 

D.Car.  Life  was  mj  Curfe,  and  given  meiiire  in  ipite. 
Oh!  had  I  perifhM  when  I  firil  faw  Light, 
1  never  then  thefe  Mif^ies  had  brought 
On  you,  nor  by  you  had  been  Guilty  thoughto 
ftH>p  me :  Apace  I  fed  my  Ufe  decay. 
The  little  Time,  ou.  Earth  1  have  to  flay,. 

<a:ranfe 
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Grant  I  without  Offence  may  here  bedow  ; 

[Pointing  to  the  ^een. 

You  caimot  certainly  be  Jealous  now. 

King.  Break,  break,  my  Heart 

[Leads  Don  Carlos  to  the  Ch.vr, 

D.Car.  You've  thus  more  Kindnefs  fhown, 
Than  if  y'ad  Crown'd,  and  plac'd  me  on  your  Throne. 
Methinks  lb  highly  happy  I  appear, 
That  I  could  picy  you,  to  fee  you  there. 
Take  me  away  again :  You  are  too  good. 

6)ueen.  Carlos,  is't  you?  O  ftop  that  Royal  Floods 
LiveT  and  poifefs  your  Father's  Throne,  when  I 
In. dark  and  gloomy  Shades  forgotten  lye. 

D.Car.  Crowns  are  beneath  me,  I  have  higher  Pride; 
Thus  on  vou  fix'd,  and  dying  by  your  Side, 
How  much  a  Life  and  Empire  I  difdain?  _  "7 

No,  we'll  together  mount,  where  both  fhall  reign  > 

Above  all  Wrongs,  and  never  more  complain. 


ueen. 
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Sure  there  was  never  Love  that  equall'd  thine  j 

Nor  any  fo  Unfortunate  as  mine. _^ 

Henceforth  forfaken  Virgins  fhall  in  Songs, 

When  they  v/ould  eafe  their  own,  repeat  thy  Wrongs-j 

And  in  rem.embrance  of  thee,  for  thy  fake,, 

A  folemn  annual  ProcelTion  makef 

In  chafte  Devotion  as  fair  Pilgrims  come. 

With  Hyacinths  and  Lillies  deck  thy  Tomb. 

But  one  thing  more,  and  then,  v-ain  World,  adieui 

It  is,  to  reconcile  my  Lord  and  you. 

D.C^r.  Has  done  no  Wrong  to  me,  I  am  pdfTefs'd 
Of  all,  beyond  my  Expedation  blefs'd. 
But  yet  niethinks  there's  fomething  in  my  Heart 
Tells  me,  I  muft  not  too  unkindly  part.    ■ 
Father,  draw  nearer,  raife  m^e  with  your  Hands 
Before  I  die,  what  is't  you  would  comm.and? 

King.  Why  wert  thou  made  fo  excellently  good? 
And  why  was  it  no  fooner  underftood  ?  * 
But  I  was  curs'd,  and  blindly  led  aftray= 
Oh!  for  thy  Father,  for  thy  Father  pray. 
Thou  may'lt.ask  that  wliich  I'm  too  vile  to  d^re , 
And  kav£  me  not  tormented  by  Defpair, 
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D.Car.  Thus  then  with  the  Remains  of  Life  we  kneel  j 
[Don  Carlos  and  the  ^eenfmk  out  of  the  Chairs^  an^kneel. 
May  you  be  ever  free  from  all  that's  III. 

^een.  And  everlailing  Peace  upon  you  dwell. 

King.  No  more:  This  Virtue's  too  divinely  bright j    7 
JMy  darken'd  Soul,  too  converfant  with  Night,  S 

Grows  blind,  and  overcome  with  too  much  Light.       \ 
Here  raife  'em  up,  gently :  Ye  Slaves,  down,  down  ! 
Ye  glorious  Toils,  a  Scepter  and  a  Crov\rn, 
For  ever  be  forgotten  i  in  your  ftead, 
Only  Eternal  Darknefs  wrap  my  Head. 

^een.  Where  are  you  ?  Ohl'  farewel,  I  muft  be  gone. 

Kmg.  Blefs'd  happy  Soul,  take  not  thy  Flight  fo  foon: 
Stay  'till  I  die,  then  bear  mine  with  thee  too. 
And  guard  it  up,  which  cKq  muil  fink  belovv. 

^een.  From  all  my  Injuries^  and  all  my  Fears, 
From  Jealoufie,  Love's  Bane,  the  worft  of  Cares, 
Thus  I  remove  to  find  that  Stranger  Reft.  '  ^ 

Carlos,  thy  Handi  receive  me  on  thy  Breaft-  > 

.Within  this  Minute  how  (hall  we  be  blefs'd !  \ 

D.  Car.  Oh,  far  above  '  -^ 

What-ever  Wiflies  fram'd,  or  Hopes  defign'd  j  7 

Thus,  where  we  go,  we  (hall  the  Angels  find  > 

For  ever  prefling,  and  for  ever  kind.  \ 

^een.  Make  hafte,  in  the  firft  Sphere  Fll  for  you  ftay ; 
Thence  we'll  rife  both  to  everlaftinR  Day 
Farewel ^      ^  rj^j^^ 

B.Car.  I  follow  you^  now  clofe  my  Eyes ; 

rru       11    >     ,.,-,«,  [Leans  on  her  Bofom, 

Thus  all  o'er  Bhfs  the  happy  Carlos  dies. 

iC/«^  Th'aregone,  th'are  gone,  where  I  muft  ne'er  afpire. 
Run,  lally  out,  and  fet  the  World  on  fire 
Alarum  Nature,  let  loofe  all  the  Winds  j ' 
Set  free  thofe  Spirits  whom  flrong  Magick  bindsj 
hi  '^^  ^!''n  ""P""  '^^  ^^'  Sulph'rous  Veins, 

'Till  JuK     '?  ^'"""l  '^'''  ^""^  ^"^  ^^'-^ke  theirChains5 
,  Till  all  things  trofn  their  Harmony  decline. 

And  tlie  Confufion  be  as  great  as  mine. 
Here  I  il  lye  down,  and  never  more  arife-: 
Howl  out  my  Life,  and  rend  the  Air  with  Cries. 

D.ychj. 
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■D.John.  Hold,  Sir,  afford  your  laboring  Heart  fome  Eafe. 
King.  Oh !  name  it  not :  there's  no  fuch  thing  as  Peace. 
From  thefe  warm  Lips  yet  one  fof-t  Kifs  I'll  take.  '7 

How  my  Heart  beats !  why  won't  the  Rebel  break  ?      > 
My  Love,  my  Carlos,  I'm  thy  Father,  fpeak.  ^ 

Oh !  he  regards  not  now  my  Miferies, 
But's  deaf  to  my  Complaint,  as  1  have  been  to  his. 
Oh,  now  I  think  on't  better,  all  is  well^ 
Here's  one  that's  juft  defcending  into  Hell: 
How  comes  it  that  he's  not  already  gone? 
The  Sluggard's  lazy,  but  111  fpur  him  on. 
Hey!  how  he  flies'!  [Stubs  R. Gomez. 

K.Go.  'Twas  aim'd  well  at  my  Heart.  7 

That  I  had  Strength  enough  but  to  retort.  > 

Dull  Life,  fo  tamely  muft  I  from  thee  part?  3 

Curfes  and  Plagues !  Revenge,  where  art  thou  now  ? 
Meet,  meet  me  at  thy  own  dark  Houfe  below.         [D'w. 

King.  He's  gone,  and  now  there's  not  To  vile  a  thing 
As  I. 

T>.John.  Remember,  Sir,  you  are  a  Kmg. 
Ki-ag.  A  King?  it  is  too  little;  I'll  be  more, 
I  tell  thee.    Nero  was  an  Emperor; 
He  kill'd  his  Mother,  but  I've  that  out-done, 
Murther'd  a  Loyal  Wife  and  Guiltlefs  Son. 
Yet,  Auftria,  why  fhould  I  grow  mad  for  that  ? 
Is  it  my  Fault  I  vvas  unfortunate  ? 

'D.John.  Collefl  your  Spirits,  Sir,  and  calm  your  Mind, 
King.  Look  to't/ftrange  things  I  tell  thee  are  delign'd. 
Thou,  AuftrtPi,  fhalt  grow  old,  and  in  thy  Age 
Doat,  doat,  my  Hero :  Oh,  a  long  grey  Beard, 
With  Eyes  diftilling  Rheum,  and  hollow  Cheeks, 
Will  be  'fuch  Charms,  thou  canft  not  want  Succcfs. 
But  above  all  beware  of  Jealoulie : 
It  was  the  dreadful  Curie  that  ruin'd  me. 
D.John.  Dread  Sir,  no  m.ore. 
King.  Oh  Heart!  Oh  Heav'n!  But  flay, 
Nam'd  I  not  Heav'n  ?  I  did,  and  at  the  Word 
(Methought  I  faw'r)  the  Azure  Fabrick  ftirr'd. 
Oh,  for  mv  Queen  and  Son  the  Saints  prepare. 
But  I'll  parfue  and  overtake  'em  there. 
Whirl,  ftop  the  Sun,  arreft  his  Chari<^eer  j 
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I'll  ride  in  that  away;  pull,  pull  him  down. 
Oh,  how  ril  hurl  the  Wild-fire  as  I  run ! 

Now,  now  I  mount \_RHm  ojfrav'm^i 

D.fohn.  Look  to  the  King. 
See  of  this  Fair  one  too  ftri<9:  Care  he  had» 

[Pointing  to  Henrietta;^ 
Defpair^  how  vaft  a  Triumph  haft  thou  made  ? 
No  more  in  Love's  enervate  Charms  I'll  lyej 
Shaking  off  Softnefs,  to  the  Camp  I'll  fly, 
Where  Thirft  of  Fame  the  a6live  Hero  warms; 
And  what  IVe  loft  in  Peace,  regain  in  Arms. 

[Exemt  omnesl 


EPILOGUE, 

Spoken  by  a  Girl. 

No  W  what  d'ye  think  my  Meffdge  hither  mecms I 
bonder's  the  Toetfick  behind  the  Sce?m: 
He  told  me^  there  -ioas  Vity  in  my  lace. 
And  therefore  fent  me  here  to  make  his  Tettce, 
Let  me  for  once  ferfuade  ye  to  be  kind:, 
Jor  he  has  promised  me  tofland  my  Friend. 
And  if  this  time  I  can  your  Kindnefs  -move,  'y 

He'll  write  for  me,  he /wears  by  all  above,  S 

M'Tpen  I  am  big  enough  to  be  in  Love.  \ 

Now  won't. ycu  be  gcod-natur'd,  ye  line  Men  ?- 
Indeed  ril  grow  as  frfi  as  e'er  I  can, 

And  try  if  to  his  Tromif.  hell  be  true.  ^, 

Thii.k  on't;  when  that  time  comes,  you  do  not  kmt^  C 

But  I  ?my  grow  in  Love  with  feme  of  yon,  C 

Or,  at  the  wcrfi   Tm  certain  I  fhall  fee 
Amongfi yoH  thofe  who'll  fwear  they're  fo  with  me.. 
But  now,  if  by  my  Suit  you'll  not  be  won,  "I.- 

Tou  know  what  your  Unkindnef  oft  has  done;  .  C 

I'll  e'en  forfake  th^  Flay-Hcufe,  and  turn  Nm, .  C 
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TRAGEDY. 

With  a  FARCE  call'd 

The  Cheats  of  Scapin, 


Grandts  0  ratio  non  eft  Turgid a^ 

Sed  naturali  ^uUhritudins  exfurgit.     Pet,  kihl 


Printed  ia  the  Year  171  s.^ 


To  the  Right  Honourable 


JOHN, 

Earl  of  Rochejier^ 


One  of  the  Gentlemen  of  His  Majefty's 
Bed-Chamber,  ^c. 


My  LORD, 

EDI  CATIONS   are    grown 
Things  of  fo  nice  a  Nature,  that 
it  is  almoft  impoilible  for  me  to 
pay  your  Lordfnipthofe  Acknow- 
ments  I  owe  you,  and  not  ffrom 
thofe  who  cannot  judge  of  the 
Sentiments  I  have  of  your  Lordihip's  Favours) 
incur  the  Cenfure  either  of  a  Fawner  or  a  Flat- 
terer, 
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terer.  Both  which  ought  to  be  as  hateful  to  aa 
Ingenuous  Spirit  as  Ingratitude.  None  of  thefe 
would  I  be  guilty  of,  and  yet  in  letting  the  World 
know  how  Good  and  how  Generous  a  Patron 
I  have,  (in  fpight  of  Malice)  I  am  fure  I  am 
honeft. 

2\4y  Lord, 
Never  was  Poetry  nnder  ^o  great  an  O^^xqC- 
fion  as  now,  as  full  of  Phanaticifms  as  Religi- 
on, where  every  one  pretends  to  the  Spirit  of 
Wit,  fets  up  a  Doftrine  of  his  own,  and  hates  a 
Poet  worfe  than  a  Quaker  does  a  Prieft. 

To  examine  how  muoh  goes  to  the  making  up 
one  of  thofe  dreadful  Things  that  refolve^'our 
Diflblution.  It  is,  for  the  mod  part,  a  very  little 
French  Breeding,  much  AfTurance,  with  a  grear 
deal  of  Talk,  and  no  Senfe, 

Thus  he  comes  to  a  New  Play,  enquires  the 
Author  of  it,  and  (if  he  can  find  any;  makes  his 
perfonal  Misfortunes  the  Subjed  of  his  Malice 
to  fome  of  his  Companions  who  have  as  little 
Wit,  and  as  much  Ill-Nature  as  himfelf ;  and  fo 
to  be  fure  (as  far  as  he  cau)  the  Play  is  damn'd. 

At  Night  he  never  fails  to  appear  in  the  With- ^ 
drawing-room,  where  he    picks  out    fome    that 
have  as  little  to  do  there,  as  himfelf  j   who  mu- 

ftering 
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ftring  up  all  their  puny  Forces,  damn  as^pofitive- 
}y  as  if,  like  Mngghton,  it  were  their  Gift;  when 
indeed  they  have  as  little  right  to  Wit,  as  a  Jour- 
ney-man Taylor  can  have  to  Prophecy. 

Wit,  which  was  the  Miftrefs  of  former  Ages, 
is  become  the  Scandal  of  ours :  Either  the  Old 
Satyr,  to  let  us  underftand  what  he  has  known? 
damns  and  decries  all  Poetx-y  but  the  Old  ;  or 
elfe  the  young  afieaed  Foal,  that  is  Impudent 
beyond  Corredlion,  and  Ignorant  above  Inftrucli- 
on,  will  be  cenfuring  the  prefent,  tho'  he  mif- 
place  his  Wit,  as  he  generally  does  his  Courage, 
and  ever  makes  ufe  of  ii  on  the  wrong  Occa- 
lion. 

How  great  a  Hazard  then  does  your  LordQ^Jp 
run,  in  fo  (ledfaftly  proteding  a  poor  exifd  Thing 
that  has  fo  many  Enemies!  Bat  that  your  Wit  is 
more  Eminent  than  all  their  Folly  or  Ignorance, 
and  your  Goodnefs  greater  than  any  Malice  or 
III- Nature  can  be.  I  am  fure  (and  I  mud  own 
it  with  Gratitude)  I  have  tafted  of  it  much  above 
my  Merit,  or  what  even  Vanity  might  prompt 
me  to  expect:  Though  in  doing  this,  I  fhall  at 
beft  but  appear  an  humble  Debtor,  who  acknow- 
ledges honeftly  what  he  owes,  though  to  keep  up 
hi^  Credit  he  muft  be  forcM  to  borrow  more : 
For  my  Genius  always  led  me  to  feek  an  Inte- 
reft  in  your  Lordlhip;  and  I  never  fee  you,  but 
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I  am  fir'd  with  an  Ambition  of  being  In  your  Fa- 
vour. For  all  I  have  receiv'd,  the  higheft  Re- 
turn I  am  able  to  make,  \%  vay  Acknowledgment ; 
in  which  I  can  hardly  diftinguilh  v/hether  my 
Thankfulnefs  or  my  Pride  be  the  greater,  when 
I  fubfcribe  my  felf 


Tour  LordJJjifs 

Mofl  Ohliged  and 


Tho.  Otway 


PROLOGUE: 

Spoken  by  Mr.  VnderhilL 


G 


Allants^  our  Author  met  me  here  to  Day^ 
And hegg'd that  Fd  fay  fomcth'mg  for  his  Play. 
Ton  IVaggSy  that  judge  by  Rote,  and  damn  hy  RuJe^^ 
Taking  pur  Meafures  from  fome  Neighbour  Fool^  S 
IVho  has  Impudence^  a  Coxcomb's  ufeful  Tool ;      J 
That  always  are  fever e^  you  know  not  vjhy^ 
And  wo-uld  be  thought  great  Critkks  by  the  By  ; 
With  very  much  ill  Nature^  and  no  Wit^  ^ 

Jufi  as  you  are^  we  humbly  beg  you^dfit^  C 

And  with  yotir  filly  felves  divert  the  Pit,  b. 

Tou  Men  of  Senfe,  who  heretofore  allowed 
Our  Author'' s  Follies ;  make  him  once  more  proud. 
But  for  the  Youths  that  newly''  are  come  fror/iYx^nCQ^ 
Whofe  Heads-wantSenfe^  though  Heels  abound  with 

Dance : 
Our  Author  to  their  Judgment  won't  fubmit^ 
But  fwears^  that  they^  who  f  infeft  the  Fit  C 

With  their  own  Follies^  ne^r  can  judge  of  Wit.  3 
^Tis  thence  he  chiefly  Favour  would  Implore  ; 

[To  the  Boxes^ 
And^  Fair  Ones^ pray  oblige  h'tm  on  my  Score i 
Confine  his  Foes^  the  Fops,  within  their  Rules ; 
For,  Ladies^  yon  know  how  to  manage  Fools. 

Perfons 


Perfons  Reprefented  in  the  Tua  ge  d  y; 
MEN. 


Titus  Vefpatian,  Emperor  of  Rome. 
Antiocbus,  King  of  Comagene. 
Faulinus,  the  Emperor's  Confident. 
Arfaces,  Antiochas,  his  Confident. 
'RutiliHSy  a  Tribune. 

WO  M^£  N. 


Mr.  Betterton. 
Mr.  Smith. 
Mr.  Medbourn. 
Mr.  Crosby. 
Mr.  Gillow, 


Berenice,  Queen  of  Falefline. 
VhAnic^r^QT  Confident. 


Mrs.  Lee, 
Mrs.  Bfirry. 

The  SCENE   ROME. 


Perfons  Reprefented  in  the  Farce. 

MEN. 

^  >  Two  old  Merchants. 

>  Their  Sons. 


Thrifty, 
Cripi 
Oclavian 
Leander 
Scapin,  a  Cheat. 


Shift,         1 

Siy  >Scapin's  Inftruments. 


C  Mr.  Sandford. 
C.  Mr.  Noakes. 
5  Mr.  Norris. 
L  Mr.  Tercivall. 

Mr.  Anth.  Leigh. 
CMr.  Richards, 
tklr 


N. 


W  O  M  E 

Ljkiay  Thrifty s  Daughter. 
C/^4,  Gripe's  Daughter. 

The  SCENE    DOVER. 


Mrs.  Barry. 
Mrs.  G/^^^. 


Titus  and  Berenice. 


ACT    I.    SCENE    L 


SCENE    A    PALACE. 

Enter  Antiochus  and  Arfaces. 

ANTIOCHUS. 

H  O  U,  my  Arfacres,  art  a  Stranger  here ; 
This  is  th' Apartment  oFthe  charming 

Fair, 
That  Berenice,  whom  Titus  ib  adores ; 
The  Univerfe  is  his,  and  he  is  hers : 
Here  from  the  Court  himfelf  he  oft 

conceals ; 

And  in  her  Ears  his  charm ingStory  tells^ 
Whilfr  I  a  VafTal  for  admittance  wait. 
And  am  at  left  but  thought  importunate. 

Arf.  You  want  admittance!  who  with  gen'rous  Care 
H^ve  followed  all  her  Fortunes  ev'ry  where, 
V/hofe  Fame  throughout  the  World  fo  loudly  rings. 
One  of  the  greateft  of  our  Eallcrn  Kings. 
As  once  you  fcem'd  the  Monarch  of  her  Breaft, 
Too  firmly  feated  to  be  difpofleft ; 
Nor  can  the  Pride  fhe  doth  in  Titus  take. 
Already  io  fevere  a  diftaace  make. 

4:  Mt. 
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Ant,  Yes!  ftill  that  Wretch  Antiockus  I  am. 
But  Love!  Oh  how  I  tremble  at  the  Namej 
And  my  diftraded  Soul  at  that  doth  ftart, 
Which  once  was  all  the  Pleafure  of  my  Heart  j 
Since  Berenice  has  all  my  Hopes  deftroy'd. 
And  an  eternal  Silence  on  me  laid. 

Arf.  That  you  relent  her  Pride,  I  fee  with  Joy; 
'Tis  that  which  does  her  Gratitude  deftroy : 
But  Friend  (hip  wrong'd  fhould  into  Hatred  turn. 
And  you  methinks  might  learn  her  Art  to  fcorn. 

Ant.  Arfaces,  how  falfe  Meafures  dofl  thou  take!' 
Remove  the  Poles,  and  bid  the  Sun  go  back  3 
Invert  all  Nature's  Orders,  Fate's  Decrees  j 
Then  bid  me  hate  the  charming  Berenice. 

Arf.  Well,  love  her  ftill  j  but  let  her  know  your  Painj 
Refolve  it,  you  (hall  fee,  and  fpeak  again  i 
Urge  to  her  Face  your  rightful  Claim  aloud, 
And  court  her  haughtily,  as  {he  is  proud. 

Ant.  Arfaces,  no ;  fhe's  gentle  as  a  Dove, 
Her  Eyes  are  Tyrants,  but  her  SouFs  all  Love, 
And  owes  fo  little  for  the  Vows  I've  made. 
That  if  ilie  pity  me,  I'm  more  than  paid. 

Enter  Rutilius. 
But  fee,  the  Man  I  fent  at  laft  returns ; 
Oh  how  my  Heart  with  Expedlation  burns ! 
JRutilius,  have  you  Berenice  feen  ? 
Rut.  I  have. 

Ant.  Oh  fpeak!  What  fays  the  charming  Queen? 
Rut.  I  prds'd  with  difficulty  through  the  Croud  i 
A  Throng  of  Court-Attendants  round  her  ftood. 
The  time  now  paft  of  his  fevere  Retreat, 
Titus  laments  no  more  his  Father's  Fate. 
Love  takes  up  all  his  Thoughts,  and  all  his  Caj-es, 
Wfeilft  he  to  meet  thofe  mighty  Joys  prepares, 
Which  may  in  Berenice's  Arms  be  found  5 
For  Ihe  this  Day  will  be  Rome's  Em.prefs  crown'd. 

Ant.  What  do  I  hear  ?  Confuiicn  on  thy  Tongue ! 
To  tell  me  this,  why  was  thy  Speech  fo  long? 
Why  didfl  not  Ruin  with  more  fpeed  afford  ? 
Thou  might'ft  have  fpoke,  and  kili'd  me  in  a  Word. 

But 


Titus  and  Berenice,    Ij^$ 

But  may  I  not  one  Moment  with  her  fpeak. 
And  my  poor  Heart  dilclofe  before  it  break? 

Rut.  You  fliall:  For  when  I  told  her  what  you  delign*d,> 
She  fweetly  fmil'd,  and  her  fair  Head  inclined :  ^ 

TitHs  ne'er 'from  her  had  a  Look  more  kind.  3 

Enter  Berenice  and  Phaenicia. 
She's  here. 

Ber,  At  laft  from  the  rude  Joy  I'm  freed 
Of  thofe  new  Friends,  whom  my  new  Fortunes  breed. 
The  tedious  Form  of  their  Refped  I  fliun, 
To  find  out  him  whofe  Words  and  Heai^  ai'e  one, 
Antiochiis,  for  I'll  no  Flattery  ufe. 
Since  you  negledl,  I  juflly  may  accufe. 
Hovv  great  your  Cares  for  Berenice  have  been^ 
Ev'n  all  the  Eafi,  and  Rome  it  felf  has  feen. 
In  my  worft  Fate  I  did  your  Friend fhip  find. 
But  now  I  grow  more  great,  you  grow  lefs  kinc?. 

Ant.  Now  durft  I  hope,  I  would  forget  my  Smarts 
So  well  Ihe  underftands  to  footh  my  Heart. 
But,  Madam,  it's  a  Truth  by  Rumour  fpread, 
That  TuHs  fliall  this  Night  poffefs  your  Bed. 

Ber.  Sir,  all  my  Coniiifts  I'll  to  you  reveal. 
Though  half  the  Fears  I've  had,  I  cannot  tellj 
So  much  did  Titus  for  hi-s  Father  mourn, 
I  almoft  doubted  Love  would  ne'er  return : 
He  had  not  for  me  that  aflTxduous  Heat, 
As  when  whole  Days  fix*d  on  my  Eyes  he  fate  J 
Orief  in  his  Eyes,  Cares  on  his  Brow^  did  dwell ; 
Oft  came  and  look'd^  faid  nothing,  but  Farewell. 

Ant.  But  now  his  Kindnefs  he  renews  again. 

Ber.  Oh !  he  will  doubly  recompence  my  Pain 
For  that ;  if  any  Faith  may  be  allow'd 
Two  thoufand  Oaths,  two  thoufand  times  renewed . 
Or  any  Juftice  in  the  Pow'rs  Divine, 
Antiochus,  he'll  be  for  ever  mine. 

Ant.  How  friC  infults  and  triumphs  in  my  111! 
Sh'as  v/i:h  long  Piadlice  learnt  to  fmile  and  kill. 
Oh,  Berenice,  eternally  farewel. 

Ber.  Farewel!  good  Heav'n!  What  Language  do  I  hear! 

Stay!  I  conjure  you.  Sir by  all  that's  dear. 

Vol.  I.  H  ~  Ara'mhm, 
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Anttochus,  what  is  it  I  have  done  ? 
Why  don't  you  {peak  ? 

Ant.  Madam,  I  muft  be  gone. 

Ber.  How  cruelly  you  ufe  me!  I  implore 
The  Reafon 

jint.  I  muft  never  fee  you  more. 

Ber.  For  Heavn's  fake  tell ;  you  wound  me  with  delay. 

Ant.  At  leaft  remember,  I  your  Laws  obey. 
"Why  fhould  I  here  wretched  and  hopelefs  ftay  ? 
If  the  remembrance  ben't  extinguifh'd  quite 
Of  that  blefl  pla^,  where  firfl  you  faw  the  Light; 
'Twas  there,  oh  there  began  my  endlefs  Smart, 
"When  thofe  deai'  Eyes  prevail'd  upon  my  Heartj 
Then  Berenice  too  my  Vows  approv'd. 
Till  happy  Titus  came  and  was  belov'd. 
He  did  with  Triumph  and  with  Terror  come. 
And  in  hts  Hands  bore  the  Revenge  of  Rome. 
Jucka  trembled,  but  'twas  I  alone 
Firft  felt  his  weight,  and  found  my  felf  undone. 

Ber.  Hah! 

Ant.  You  too,  then  t'  encreafe  the  Pains  I  bore. 
Commanded  me  to  fpeak  of  Love  no  more. 
So  on  your  Hand,  I  {'wore  at  laft  t'  obey  j 
And  for  that  tafte  of  Blifs  gave  all  away. 

Ber.  Why  do  you  ftudy  ways  t'  afflict  my  Mind? 
You  believe.  Sir,  I  am  not  unkind. 
Alas,  I'm  fenfible  how  well  y'ave  ferv'd, 
And  have  been  kinder  much  than  I  deferv'd. 

Ant.  Why  in  this  Empire  fhould  I  longer  flay. 
My  Paifion,  and  its  weaknefs  to  betra)  ? 
Others,  though  I  retire,  will  bring  their  Joys 
To  crown  that  Happineis,  which  mine  derfroys. 

Ber.  You  triumph  thus  becaufc  your  Pow'r  you  know. 
Or  if  you  did  not,  you'd  not  ufe  me  fo. 
Though  crown 'd  Kome's  Emprefs,  I  the  Throne  afccnd,p 
What  Pieafure  in  my  Greatnefs  can  I  find,  > 

"When  I  fhall  want  my  beft  and  trueft  Friend  ?  3 

Alt.  I  reach  your  purpofe,   you  would  have  me  there,- 
That  you  might  fee  the  worll  of  my  Deipaiii 
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I  know  it  the  Ambition  of  your  Soul. 
Tis  true,  I've  been  a  fond  obedient  Fool : 
Yet  came  this  time  but  to  new- freight  my  Heart, 
And  with  more  Love  pofTeft,  than  ever,  part. 

Ber.  Though  it  could  never  enter  in  my  Mind, 
Since  dfars  Fortunes  mufl  with  mine  be  join'd. 
That  any  Mortal  durfi:  fo  hardy  prove 
T*  invade  his  Right,  and  talk  to  me  of  Love ; 
I  bear  th'  unplcaling  Narrative  of  yours. 
And  Fricndfhip,  what  my  Honour  fhuns,  endures. 
Nay  more  j  your  parting  I  with  trouble  hear, 
For  you,  next  him,  are  to  my  Soul  moft  dear. 

^t.  In  Juilice  to  my  Memory  and  Fame, 
I  fly  from  Titus,  that  unlucky  Name. 
A  Name,  which  ev'ry  Moment  you  repeat, 
Whilft  my  poor  Heart  lies  bleeding  at  your  Feet. 
Farewel.   Oh,  be  not  at  my  Ravings  griev'd:  p 

When  of  my  Death  the  News  fhall  be  receiv'd,  S» 

Remember  why  I  dy'd,  and  what  I  liv'd [Ex.  Ant.j 

Fh^n.  1  grieve  for  him 5  a  Love  fo  true  as  this. 
Defer v^'d,  methoiks,  more  fortunate  Succefs. 
Are  you  not  troubled,  Madam  ? 

Ber.  Yes,  I  feci 
Something  within  me  difficult  to  quelL 

Fk>£:-}.  You  fhould  have  ftaid  him. 

Ber.  Who,  I  ftay  him  ?  no ; 
From  my  Remembrance  rather  let  him  go. 
His  Fancy  does  with  wild  Diftraclion  rove. 
Which  thy  raw  Ignorance  interprets  Love. 

Fh£n.  Titus  his  Thoughts,  yet  to  unfold,  denies; 
And  Rome  beholds  you  but  with  jealous  Eyes. 
Its  rigorous  Laws  create  my  Fears  for  you  i 
Romans  no  Foreign  Marriages  allow  j 
To  Kingly  Power  ftill  Enemies  thave  been, 
Nor  will,  I  fear,  admit  of  you  a  Queen. 

Ber.  FhAnicia,  no;  my  time  of  Fear  is  paftj 
Me  Titus  loves,  and  that  includes  the  reft. 
The  Splendor  of  this  Night  thou  haft  beheld  j 
Are  not  thy  Eyes  with  kis  bright  Grandeur  fili'd  ? 

H  z  *    Thefe 
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Thefe  Eagles,  Fafces,  inarching  all  in  State, 

At  A  Crowds  of  Kings  that  with  their  Tributes  wait; 

Triumphs  below,  and  Blefllngs  from  above, 

Seem  all  at  ftrife  to  grace  this  Man  of  Love. 

Away,  Thmicift,  let's  go  meet  him  ftrait 

I  can  no  longer  for  his  coming  wait. 

My  eager  Wiihes  drive  me  wildly  on ; 

Nor  will  be  temper 'd  till  my  Joy's  begun.        lExennt. 

SCENE    II. 

2nter  Titus,  Paulinus,  and  Attendants. 

Tit.  To  th'  Syrian  King  did  you  my  Mefifage  bear? 
And  docs  he  know  thatl  expedt  him  here? 

Fan!.  Sir,  in  the  Queen's  Apartment,  he  alone 
V/as  feen,  but  ere  I  there  arriv'd,  was  gone. 

'  Tit.  'Ti3  well,  Vaidinm:  for  thefe  ten  Days  paft 
Ihave  to  Berenice  a  Stranger  been  : 
But  you  can  tell  me  all— "ho v/  does  the  Queen? 

Taul.  She  does,  what  fpeaks  how  much  (he  values  you  j 
When  you  mourn'd  for  your  Father,  llie  mourn'd  too. 
So  juft  a  Sorrow  in  her  Face  was  fhown, 
it  feem'd  as  if  the  Lofs  had  been  her  own. 

Tit.  Oh  lovely  fair  One,  little  doft  thou  know     lAJide. 
How  hard  a  Tryal  thou  muft  undergo. 
Heav'n!  Oh  my  Heart! 

Taul.  What  is't  your  Grief  Ihould  raife 
Fer  her,  whom  almofl:  all  the  Eafl  obeys? 

Ttt.  Command,  Paulinus,  that  thefe  retreat. 

[Paul,  moves  his  Hand,  and  all  the  refl  exeunt, 
iLome  of  my  Purpofe  is  uncertain  yet, 
Expedts  to  know  the  Fortune  of  the  Queen; 
Their  Murm'rings  I  have  heard,  and  Troubles  feen. 
*n:e  Bufmefs  of  our  Love  is^  the  Difcourfc 
And  Expedation  of  the  Univerfe. 
And  by  the  Face  of  my  Affairs,  I  find, 
'Tis  time  that  I  refolve  and  fix  my  Mind. 
Tell  me,  Faulmus,  juftly,  and  be  free. 
What  fays  the  World  of  Berenice  and  me .? 

Fml  In  ev'ry  Heart  you  Admiration  raife: 
Ail,  your  high  Virtues,  and  her  Beauty  praife. 
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Tit.  Alas!  thou  anfwer'ft  wide  of  my  defire: 
Taulinus,  be  my  Friend,  and  come  yet  nigher. 
How  do  they  of  m.y  Sighs  and  Vows  approve  ?  ^ 

Or  what  expcd  they  from  Co  true  a  Love?  ' 

Faul.  Love,  or  not  love,  Sir,  all  is  in  your  Powers 
The  Court  will  fecond  ftill  the  Emperour. 

Tii.  Courtiers,  Vml'mus,  feidom  are  nncere ; 
To  pleafe  their  Mafter  they  have  too  much  care. 
The  Court  did  Kero's  horrid  Adls  applaud, 
To  all  his  Lufrs  fubfcrib'd,   and  caird  him  God, 
Th'  Idolatrous  Court  fiiall  never  judge  for  me  : 
No,  my  FauliKUs,  I  rely  on  thee. 
What  then  mud  Berenice  expeft?  declare  j 
Will  Rome  be  gentle  to  her,  or  fevere? 
My  Happinefs  is  plac'd  in  her  alone. 
Now  they  have  rais'd  me  to  th'  Imperial  Throne, 
Where  on  my  Head  continual  Cares  m.uft  fall. 
Will  they  deny  me  what  may  fweeten  all? 

Tahl.  Her  Virtues  they  acknowledge,  and  Defert, 
Proclaim  indeed  flie  has  a  Roman  Heart : 
But  fhe's  a  Queen,  and  that  alone  v/ithftands  ^    - 

All  which  her  -Beauty  and  her  Worth  demands. 
In  Rome  the  Law  has  long  unalter'd  ftood. 
Never  to  mix  its  Race  with  Strangers  Blood. 

Tit.  It  is  a  fign  they  are  capricious  grown. 
When  they  defpife  all  Viitaes  but  their  own. 

Taul.  Julius,  who  hi  ft  fubduM  her  to  his  Arms> 
And  quite  had  filcnc'd  Laws  with  War's  Alarms  ^ 
Burning  for  Cleopatra  s  Love  j  to  Fame 
More  jufl,  fled  from  her  Eyes,  and  hid  his  Flame. 

Tit.  But  which  way  from  my  Heart  fhall  I  remove 
So  long  eftablifli'd  and  deep-rooted  Love? 

Faid.  The  Conflia:  will  be  difficult,  I  guefs3 
But  you  your  rifing  Sorrows  muft  fupprels. 

Tit.  Who  can  a  Heart  that's  not  his  own  controul  ? 
Her  Prefence  was  the  Comfort  of  my  Soul. 
After  a  thoufand  Oaths  confirmed  in  Tears, 
By  wliich  I  vovv^'d  my  felf  for  ever  hers, 
I  hop'd  with  all  my  Love,  and  all  her  Charms, 
At  lail  to  have  her  in  my  longing  Arms. 

H  3  But 
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But  now  I  can  fuch  rare  Perfeftions  crown  j 
And  that  my  Love's  more  great  than  ever  grown. 
When  in  one  Hour  a  happy  Marriage  may 
Of  all  my  five  Years  Vows  tke  Tribute  payj 
I  go,  Paulinus how  my  Heart  does  rife. 

Faul.  Whither? 

T/V.  To  part  for  ever  from  her  Eyes. 
Tho'  I  requir'd  th'  affiflance  of  thy  Zeal, 
To  crufh  a  PafTion  that's  fo  hard  to  quellj 
My  Heart  had  of  its  Doom  refolv'd  before : 
Yet  Berenice  does  ftill  difpute  the  War. 
The  Conqueft  of  fo  great  a  Flame  muft  cofl 
Confl'(fts,  in  which  my  Soul  will  oft  be  toft. 

Paul   You  in  your  Birth  for  Empire  were  dcfign'd. 
And  to  that  purpofe  Heav'n  did  frame  your  Mindi 
Fate  in  that  Day  wife  Providence  did  (hew, 
Fixing  the  Defliny  of  Rome  in  you. 

Tit.  My  Youth  rejoyc'd  in  Love  and  glorious  Wars, 
But  my  Remains  of  Life  muft  wafte  in  Cares. 
Kome  my  new  Condud  now  obferves  j  'twould  be 
Both  ominous  to  her,  and  mean  in  me. 
If  ia  my  Dawn  of  Power,  to  clear  my  way 
To  Happinefs,  I  ftiould  her  Laws  deftroy; 
No,  I've  refolv'd  on't.  Love  and  all  fliall  go  j 
Alas !  it  muft,  fince  Rome  will  have  it  fo. 
But  how  fhall  I  poor  Berenice  prepare? 

Raul.  You  muft  refolve  to  go  and  vifit  her ; 
Sooth  her  fad  Heart,  and  on  her  Patience  win : 
Then  by  degrees ■ 

Tii, But  how  fliall  I  begin? 

Oh,  my  Taul'muSy  I  have  oft  defign'd 

To  fpeak  my  Thoughts,  but  ftill  they  ftay'd  behind. 

I  hop'd  as  fhe  difccrn'd  my  troubled  Breaft, 

She  might  a  little  at  the  Caufe  have  guefs'd : 

But  nought  fufpeding,  as  I  weeping  lay. 

With  her  fair  Hand  flie'd  wipe  the  Tears  away. 

And  in  that  Mift  never  the  Lofs  perceiv'd 

Of  the  fad  Heart,  ftie  had  too  much  believ'dj 

But  now  a  firmer  Conftancy  I  take. 

Either  my  Heart  lliall  vent  its  Grief,  or  break. 
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I  thought  to  have  met  Antiochus,  and  here 
All  I  c^er  lov'd  furrender'd  to  his  Care. 
To  morrow  he  conduds  her  to  the  Eaft, 
And  now  I  go  to  figh,  and  look  my  laft. 

VmI.  I  ne'er  expeded  lefs  from  that  Renowfi, 
Which  all  your  Adions  muft  with  Glory  crown. 

Tit,  How  lovely's  Glory,  yet  how  cruel  too! 
How  much  more  fair  and  charming  were  (he  now. 
If  through  eternal  Dangers  to  be  won ! 
So  I  might  ftill  call  Berenice  my  own. 
In  Neros  Court,  where  I  was  bred,  my  Mind 
By  that  Example  to  all  Ill's  inclined : 
The  loofc  wild  Paths  of  Pieafures  1  purfu'd, 
'Till  Bsremce  firft  taught  me  to  be  good. 
She  taught  me  Virtue  j  but,  oh  curfed  Rome  I 
The  Good  I  owe  her,  muft  her  Wrong  become. 
For  fo  much  Virtue  and  Renown  fo  great  i 
For  all  the  Honour  I  did  ever  get, 
Her  for  whofe  fake  alone  I  Fame  purfu'd, 
I  mufl  forego,  to  pleafe  the  Multitude! 

Tnul.  You  cannot  with  Ingratitude  be  charg'd. 
You  have  the  Bounds  oi  Falefiine  enlarg'd. 
Even  t'Bu'-hmtes,  her  wide  Power  extends  j 
So  many  Kingdoms  Berenice  commands. 

Tit.  Weak  Comforts,  for  the  Griefs  muTi  on  her  dwell 
I  know  fair  Berenice,  and  know  too  well 
To  Greatnefs  Ihe  fo  little  did  inchne, 
Her  Heart  ask'd  never  any  thing  but  mine. 
Let's  talk  no  more  of  her,  BauUnus. 
Tml.  Why? 

Tft.  The  thought  of  her  but  fhakes  my  Conflancy; 
Yet  in  my  Heart  if  Doubts  already  rife, 
What  will  it  do  when  I  behold  her  Eyes? 
Enter  Rutilius. 
"Rut.  Sir,,  Berenice  defires  admittance  here  — 

Tit.  F(iHi:nHS Oh! 

Taul.  Can  you  already  fear  ? 
So  foon  are  all  your  Refolutions  fhook  ? 
Now,  Sir's  the  time {Ex.  Rut 

H  4.  ^ter 


^f^     Titus  ^;/^  Berenice. 

Enter  Berenice,  Phxnicia.  and  jiitendants. 
T/>.  I  have  no  power  to  look. 
:Ber.  Sir,  ben't  difpleas'd,  that  I  thus  far  prefumej 
It  is  to  pay  my  Gratitude  I  come. 
.Whilft  all  the  Court  afTembled  in  my  View, 
Admire  the  Favour  you  on  me  beftov7. 
It  were  unjuft,  fhould  I  remain  alone 
Silent,  as  though  I  had  a  Senfc  of  none. 
Your  Mourning's  done,  and  you  from  Griefs  are  frcei 
Are  now  your  own,  and  yet  not  vifit  me  ? 
Your  Prefentpf  new  Diadems  I  wait. 
Oh!  give  me  more  Content  and  leCs  of  State/ 
Give  me  a  Word,  a  Sigh,  a  Look  at  leaft. 
In  thofe  th*  Ambition  of  my  Soul  is  plac'd. 
Was  your  Difcourfe  of  me  when  I  arrived  ? 
Was  i  fo  happy,  may  it  be  believ'd  ? 
Speak,  tell  me  quick,  is  Berenice  fo  bleft  ? 
Or  was  I  prefent  to  your  Thoughts  at  leaft  ? 

Tit.  Doubt  it  not,  Madam :  By  the  Gods  I  fwcar^t. 
That  Berenice  is  always  in  my  Heart: 
Ivlor  Time,  nor  Abfence  can  you  thence  remove: 
My  Heart's  all  yours,  and  you  alone  I  love. 

Ber.  You  vow  your  Love  perpetual  and  iincere^ 
But  'tis  with  a  ftrange  Coldnefs  that  you  f\vear. 
^av  the  jufl  Gods  to  witnefs  did  you  call? 
I  Gon't  pretend  to  doubt  your  Faith  at  all. 
In  you  I  truil,  would  only  from  you  live. 
And  what  you  fay,  I  ever  mufl  belieye. 

Tit,  Madam! 

Ber.  Proceed.  Alas,  whence  this  Surprize! 
You  feem  confus'd,  to  turn  away  your  Eyes, 
Nothing  but  Trouble  in  your  Face  I  find : 
Does  (till  a  Father's  Death  afflift  your  Mind  ? 

T,t.  Oh\  did  my  Father,  good  Vefuum,  live, 
How  happy  fhould  I  be !  Ji  J     > 

Ber.  Ah,  ceafe  to  grieve ! 
Your  Tears  have  revercRc'd  his  Mem'ry  now, 
lares  are  to  Rome  and  your  own  Glory  due. 
A  Father  you  lament,  a  feeble  Grief, 
Whilft  for  your  Abfence  I  find  no  Relief. 

But 
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But  in  your  Prefence  only  take  delight,  • 

I,  who  fhall  die,  if  but  f?ebarr'd  your  Sight. 

Tit.  Madam,  what  is  it  that  your  Griefs  declare  ? 
What  time  d'you  chufe?  For  Pity's  fake  forbear. 
Your  Bounties  my  In^titude  proclaim. 

Eer,  Ycu  can  do-  nothing  that  deferves  thi^  Name; 
No  Sir,  you  never  can  ungrateful  prove. 
May  be  I'm  fond,  and  tire  you  with  my  Love. 

T/>.  No,  Madam,  no ;  my  Heart  (fince  I  muft  fpeak) 
Was  ne'er  mare  flill  of  Love,  or  half  fo  like  to  break. 
But- 
ter. What? 

Tit.  Alas! 

Ber.  Proceed. 

Tit  The  Empire  Roma 

£er.  Well. 

Tit.  Oh,  the  difmal  Secret  will  not  come— 
Away  Faulinus,  ere  I'm  quite  undone. 
My  Speech  forfakes  me,  and  my  Keait's  all  Stone. 

[Ex.  Tit.  ^^Paul^ 

Ber.  So  fbon  to  leave  me,  and  in  trouble  too? 
Titus,  h©w  have  I  this  deferv'd  from  you  ? 
What  have  I  done,  Tb&nicia?  tell  me,  fpeak. 

Thm.  Does  nothing  to  your  Memory  appear 
Tiiat  might  provoke  him? 

Ber.  By  all  that's  to  me  dear. 
Since  the  hrft  Hour  I  faw  his  Face,  ''till  now, 
Too  much  of  Love  is  all  the  Guilt  I  know. 
This  Silence  is  too  rude,  and  racks  my  Breail,  *> 

In  the  uncertainty  I  cannot  refl ;  >• 

He  knows,'  Vhmicia,  all  my  Mom.ents  paft>  3 

Perhaps  he's  jealous  of  the  Syrifni  Kingj 
Tis  that's  tlie  Root  whence  all  this  change  mufl  fpring, 
Titus,  this  Victory  I  l^ali  not  boaft, 
r  wirii  the  Gods  would  try  me  to  the  moft, 
V/ith  a  more  potent  Rival  tempt  my  Heart, 
One  that  would  make  me  greater  than  thou  art:. 
Then,  my  dear  Tjtui,  Ihouidfl:  thou  foon  difcern, 
How  much  for  thee  I  all  Mankind  would  fcorn. 

H.J  -  Let^si 
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Let's  go,  ThA^k'ia;  with  one  gentle  Word 
He  will  be  fatisfy'd,  and  I  j-eftor'd. 

"  %Jnjur'd  Truth  by  my  Compliance  find. 

And  if  he  has  a  Heart  he  muft  be  kind.  [Exemt, 


it 


Tit 


A  C  T   II.      SCENE!. 

^mer  Titus,  Antiochus  and  Arfaces. 

ANtiochus  I  youVe  done  your  Friendfhip  wrong, 
^  In  that  youVe  kept  this  Secret  hid  fo  long.  * 
What  is't  that  your  Departure  does  incite, 
Which,  not  unjuftly,  I  may  call  a  Flight? 
Tho'  on  the  Imperial  Throne  I'm  plac'd. 
So  highly  feem  with  Fortune's  Favour  grac'd  j 
As  if  file  nothing  further  had  to  grant : 
I  more  than  ever  do  your  Friendlhip  want. 

jAnt,  Sir,  your  great  Kindnefs  I  fo  well  did  know. 
J  durlt  not  ftay  where  I  fo  much  did  owe. 
"When  firft  Jud^a  heard  your  loud  Alarms, 
You  made  me  your  Companion  in  your  Arms, 
Nay,  nearer  to  you  did  with  Friendfhip  join. 
And  lodg'd  the  Secrets  of  your  Breaft  in  mine. 
Yet  all  this  Goodnefs  but  augments  my  Sin, 
For  I  have  falfe  and  moft  ungrateful  been. 

Tii.  I  can't  forget,  that  to  your  Arms  alone 
I  owe  the  half  of  all  I  ever  v/on. 
Witnefs  thofe  precious  Spoils  you  hither  brought, 
Won  from  the  Jews  when  on  my  Side  you  fought. 
To  all  thofe  Purchafes  I  lay  no  claim  i 
Your  Heart  and  Friendfhip  are  my  only  aim 

^m.  My  Heart !  my  Friendfhip !  Heav  n,  how  you  m'flcke? 
On  my  Deceit  how  weak  a  Glofs  you  make! 
When  firft  you  thought  your  felf  of  me  poifek 
You  took  a  vtry  Serpent  to  your  Breafl:. 

Tit.  ^tiochus,  I  find  where  thou  art  ftun^  • 
Te.1  me  th'officious  Slave  that  does  me  wrorg 


S®rae 
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Some  bafe  Detractor  has  my  Honour  ftain'd, 
And  in  your  eafie  Heart  a  Credit  gain'd  j 
Abus'd,  and  told  you  Titus  is  unjuft : 
But  I  will  know  the  treacherous  Fiend,  I  muft. 
Tho'  you  unkindly  from  your  Friend  would  run, 
And  own  th'Unjuftice  which  you  think  IVe  done. 

jint.  Oh  TitHs,  if  I  durfl:  but  fpeak  my  Heart  j 
But  'tis  a  Secret  hard  from  thence  to  part. 
*Tis  not  from  you,  it  is  from  Rome  I  fly, 
There's  a  Difeafe  in't  I  muft  fhun  or  die. 
Seek  tlien  no  more  what's  dangerous  to  know. 
When  mod  your  Friend,  I  fhall  appear  your  Foe. 

Tit.  I  cither  to  your  Heart  a  Stranger  am, 
Ot  imt  Antwchui  \s  not  the  fame: 
What  elfe  fhould  make  you  not  your  Mind  declare  ? 
What  is't  that  you  dare' fay,  I  dare  not  hear  ? 

Ant.  If  then,  whate'er  I  utter,  you  dare  hear. 
Receive  the  fatal  Secret  in  your  Ear. 
But  arm  your  Heart  with  Temper:  Well,  'tis  t.H^. 

Tit.  Go  on. 

Ant.  I  love  the  charm  Berenice. 

Tit.  Hah! 

Ant.  Yes,  nor  was  I  hateful  to  her  Eyes, 
'Till  you  came  on  and  robb'd  me  of  the  Prize. 
When  at  your  Army's  Head  you  did  appear, 
Tou  fackt  Jertifd  m  and  conquer'd  her. 

Tit.  A  braver  Rival  Td  not  wilh  to  find. 
Than  him  that  dares  be  juft,  and  tell  his  Mind  : 
So  far's  Reientment  from  my  Heart  remov'd. 
That  Berenke  is  by  my  Friend  belov'd. 
That  I,  Antiochus,  the  thing  extol, 
For  fhe  was  made  to  be  ador'd  by  all:. 
And  happy  he  that  fhall  ^oKc{^s  her.. 

Ant.  Trucf 
But  'tis  fit  none  fhould  be  fo  blefs'd  but  you.* 
And  Berenice  for  none  could  be  deiign'd, 
But  him  that's  the  Delight  of  all  Manl^nd. 
'Tis  for  this  Cauie  to  Syri.i  1  repair  j 
For  when  you're  blell.  uo  Envy  fliould  be  near. 

Tit, 


ts6    Titus  atrd  Berenice.. 

Tit.  O  my  Antiochus,  when  thou  Ihalt  fee 
How  fmairs  the  Happinefs  in  (lore  for  me. 
Thou  needft  not  fear  thy  Envy ;  let  me  have- 
Thy  Pity  and  thy  Aid,  'tis  that  I  crave. 
My  beft  and  trueft  Friend,  you  muft  be  fo. 
For  there's  none  -fit  for't  in  the  World  but  you.. 
Kone  buta  King,  my  Rival,  and  my  Friend, 
Is  fit  to  ipeak  the  Torments  of  ray  Mind* 
In  my  behalf  you  Berenice  muft  fee. 

Ant.  Is  that  an  Office,  Titus,  fit  for  me  ? 
Is't  not  enough  her  Cruelties  I  bear, 
But  you  muft  too  foUicite  my  Defpair  ? 
I  fwore  for  ever  from  her  to  depart, 
Alas!  and  dare  not  truft  again  my  Heart. 
Your  Paflion  by  another  may  be  (hown, 
1  have  enough  to  do  to  rule  my  own. 

Ttt.  He  that  fo  well  his  own  Misfortunes  bears, 
Can  beft  inftriidl  her  how  to  temper  hers. 
Nay,  my  Antiochus,  you  muft  not  ftartj  "J 

3  know,  by  mine,  your  News  will  ftake  her  Heart,       5 
'For  I  muft  too  for  ever  from  her  part.  j 

utnt.  You  part  ? 

Tit.  Yes !  curft  Neceflity  I  'tis  true. 
She  that  both  conquer 'd  me  and  fetter 'd  you, 
In  vj'hom  alone  I  fumm'd  up  all  Delight, 
Muft  be  for  ever  banifli'd  from  my  Sight, 

Ant.  It  cannot  be:  No  Slave  that  wears  her  Chains 
Upon  fo  ealie  Terms  his  Freedom  gains. 

Tit.  Lord  of  th^  World  my  Empire  wide  does  flow, 
I  can  make  Kings,  and  can  depofe  'em  too  : 
The  ftubborn'ft  Hearts  muft  to  my  Pow'r  bow  down, 
And  yet  I  am  not  Maftcr  of  my  own, 
^ome,  that  to  Kings  fo  long  a  Foe  has  been, 
Will  not  admit  my  Marriage  with  the  Queen. 
\i  Berenice  to  morrow  be  not  gone. 
The  Multitude  will  to  her  Palace  nmj 
And  fiom  their  rude  outragious  Tongues,  Ihe'll  tear 
The  News  I  dread  to  tell,  and  you  to  bear. 

Afit.  Nov/  if  my  Heart  was  to  Revenge  ally'd, 
How  might  I  triumph  in  her  falling  Pride ! 

To 
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To  fee  her  Cruelties  to  me  repaid, 

And  with  'em  all  her  tortur'd  Soul^ upbraid.^ 

Bur,  Titus,  Vm  more  jufr^  and  rather  mov'd. 

That  ev'n,  Sir,  you  dare  wrong  the  thing  Tve  lov'd. 
Tit.  When  I  the  Imperial  Po^ver  did  nrlt  aiTume, 

I  firmly  fwore  t'uphold  the  Rights  of  Rome  j 

Should  I  to  follow  Love  from  Glory  fly, 

Forfake  my  Throne,  in  ev'ry  VafiaFs  Eye 

How  mean  and  defpicable  mull  I  prove! 

An  Emperor  led  about  the  World  by  Love! 

No,  Prince,  the  fatal  Story  you  rauft  tell, 

And  bid  from  me  poor  Berenice  farevvel. 

But  if  the  Hopes  of  reigning  in  my  Heart 

]Vhy  any  eafe  to  her  fad  Mind  impart,  _ 

Swear,  Friend,  by  all  that  to  my  Soul  is  dear. 

Entire  I  v/ill  preferve  her  ever  there. 

Mourning  at  Court,  and  more  exil'd  than  fhe. 

My  Reign  but  a  long  Banifhment  fhall  be 

From  all  thofe  Joys  that  wait  on  Pomp  and  fov/er. 

To  morrow  f!ie  her  Journey  hence  mufl:  take. 

And  fo  I  all,  that  e'er  I  lov'd,  forfake. 

Her  to  your  Care  and  Condud  I  commend ; 

For  tho'  my  Rival,  as  a  King  and  Friend 

The  deareft  Treafure  I  dai'e  with  you  truft. 
Ant.  Sir,  do  not  tempt  me,  left  I  prove  unjail: 

Her  Charms  that  made  me  my  own  Fame  forego, 

Will  be  too  apt  to  make  me  falfe  to  you. 

Tit,  No  more ;  I  know  thee,  have  thy  Honour  try'c*, 
Firm  ftill  in  Dangers  found  thee  by  my  lide. 
Thou  knew'ft  my  Love,  whilft  thine  was  yet  conceal'dj 
When  all  thy  Hopes  by  my  Succels  were  queird: 
Even  at  that  time  thou  didil  no  Falihood  iliow, 
And  wilt  not  wrong  me  on  advantage  now.  [Exii  Titus. 

Ants  No,  rilnot  fee  her,  neither  dare  I  go; 
Too  fcon  from  others  her  hard  Lot  fheH  know. 
Doft  thou  not  think  her  Fate's  enough  fevere^ 
Unlefs  that  1  th'  unwelcome  Meflage  bear  ? 
I,  who  her  Hate  enough  have  felt  before. 
And  need  not  feck  new  ways  to  purchafe  more, 
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Ar[,  See,  flie  approaches ;  now  the  Coward  play, 
And,  when  you  might  have  conquer'd,  run  awaj. 
Enter  Berenice  and  Phaenicia. 
Ant.  Oh  Heav'n ! 

'Ber,  My  Lord,  I  fee  you  ai'c  not  gone  j 
Perhaps  'tis  me  alone  that  you  would  fhun. 

Ant.  You  came  not  here  Antiochus  to  find. 
The  Viiit  to  another  was  defign'd  5 
Cx/^r :  and  'tis  on  him  the  Blame  muft  hght. 
If  now  my  Prefence  here  offend  your  Sight. 
They're  his  Commands  are  guilty  of  the  Sin : 
It  may  be  elfe  I  had  at  O/?/^  been. 

B^r.  His  Friends  are  always  with  his  Prefence  grac'd, 
'Tis  I  alone  that  cannot  be  fo  bleft. 

Ant.  Too  much  his  Prejudice  upon  you  gdn'd ; 
'Twas  for  your  fake  alone  I  was  detain'J. 
Ber,  For  mine  ?  away. 
Ant.  Tyrannick  Fair,  'tis  true. 
He  kept  me  here  only  to  talk  of  you. 

Ber.  Of  me,  my  Lord  !  forbear  this  courtly  Ait, 
You're  brave,  and  fliould  not  mock  an  eafie  Heart. 
In  my  diflrcfs  what  Pleafure  could  you  fee  ? 
Alas !  or  what  could  Titus  iay  of  mc  ? 

A^nt.  Better  a  thoufand- times  than  I  can  tell. 
So  firm  a  Pafllon  in  \i\%  Heart  does  dwell, 
When  you  are  nam'd  he?,  from  \r.mk\i  transform'd. 
And  ev'ry  way  betrays  how  much  he's  charm'd. 
Love  in  his  Face  does  like  a  Tyrant  rife, 
And  Majefty's  no  longer  in  his  Eyes. 
Bi.it  there  are  things  behind  I  dare  not  fpeak : 
For  at  the  News  your  tender  Heart  would  break. 

Ber.  How,  Sir? 
..  Ant.  Ere.Night  the  truth  of  what  I've  faid  you'll  knovr 
And  then,  I  doubt  not,  juilifie  me  too.  ^ 

Farewel. 

Ber,  Oh  Hcav'n!  what  can  this  Language  mean! 
You  fee  before  your  Eyes  a  WTetched  Que'cn. 
Sir,  of  my  Quiet  if  you  have  fuch  care, 
Or  if  my  it\i  your  Eyes  held  ever  dear,' 
Diipel  this  mift  of  Trouble  from  my  Soul. 

Afi. 
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'Ant.  Madam,  your  felf  excufe, 
For  your  own  fake  it  is  that  I  refufe. 
'Twill  not  be  long  before  the  Doubt's  remov'd. 

Bcr.  You  told  me  once,  Antlochus,  you  lov'd  j 
But  furc  'twas  only  that  you  might  betray j 
Or  elfe  you  more  would  fear  to  difobey. 

Ant.  I  difobey  you!  ask  my  Life,  and  try 
How  glorioufly  I  for  your  fake  can  die. 
It  would  by  far  be  the  more  welcome  Fate, 
Than  now  to  fpeak,  and  ever  gain  your  Hate. 

Ber.  No,  Sir,  you  never  fliall  my  Hatred  find. 
'Tis  my  deiire,  and  you  mull  be  fo  kind. 
Will  you? 

Ant.  Heav'n !  this  Conftraint  is  worfe  than  Death, 
You  drive,  and  will  not  give  me  time  to  breath. 
Oh,  Madam!  put  me  to  no  further  Pain. 

Ber.  Muft  I  then  ever  beg,  and  beg  in  vain? 
Hence  forward  Prince,  either  the  Truth  relate. 
Forbear  or  be  affur'd  for  ever  of  my  Hate. 

Ant.  My  Heart  was  always  yours,  and  is  fo  ilil|. 
For  ever  muft  depend  upon  your  Will. 
I  wilTi  another  way  your  Pow'r  you'd  try'd: 
But  you're  refolv'd,  and  muft  be  fatisFy'dj 
Yet  flatter  not  your  felf,  I  fliall  declare 
Thofe  Horrors  which  perhaps  you  dare  not  hear. 
You  cannot  but  believe  j  I  know  your  Hcai't  j 
Look  then  to  feel  me  ftrike  its  tender 'ft  part. 
Titus  has  told  me 

Ber.  What?  fear  no  Surprize. 

Ant.  That  he  muft  part  for  ever  from  your  Eyes, 

Ber.  We  part!  can  things  another  Nature  take? 
Or  Tittis  ever  Berenice  forfake  ? 

Alt.  Perhaps  'tis  ftrange  that  I  ftiould  te'.l  ycu  fp. 
But  you  Ihall  find  I'll  do  him  Juftice  too. 
Whatever  in  a  Heart,  both  kind  and  great. 
Love  with  Defpair  moft  dreadful  could  create^ 
I  faw  in  his :  He  weeps,  lamen's,  and  more 
Than  ever  does  fair  Berenice  adore. 
But  what  avails  it,  that  fuch  Love  he  fl:ows? 
A  Queen  fufpccted  to  Rr?^e's  Empire  grows, 

And 
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And  Jl^us  cannot  with  her  Laws  difpenfe  -, 
For  therefore  'tis  you  muft  be  banifh'd  hence. 
Ber.  What  do  I  hear,  alas,  Fhmic'm! 
^^;^.  Nay,  to  morrow  is  your  lail:  and  utmoft  Dayt- 
In  bearing  this  the  Courage  well  you'll  prove 
Of  that  great  haughty  Soul,  which  fcorn'd  my  Loye, 

Ber.  Will  Titus  leave  his  Berenice  forlorn? 
He  who  fo  many  Oaths,  fo  oft  hath  fworn  ? 
I'll  not  believ't  j  his  Love  and  Faith's  more  ftrong, 
I'm  fure  he's  guiltlefs,  and  you  do  him  wrong. 
This  is  a  Snare  to  difunite  us  laid  ^ 
Titus,  thou  lov'ft  me,  doft  not  wifh  me  dead. 
No,  ftrait  I'll  fee  him,  and  fecure  all  Fear. 
Let's  go. 

Ant.  Too  well  you  may  behold  him  here. 
Ber.  Too  well  you  wifh  it,  to  perfwade  it.  No, 
In  this  your  bafe  degenerate  Soul  you  fhow^ 
When  you  no  other  Stratagem  could  find 
T'abufe  my  Heart,  you  would  betray  your  Friend, 
How  e'er  he  prove,  know  I  your  light  abhor. 
And  from  this  Minute  never  fee  me  more. 
Ant.  Oh  Berenice  t  remorfelefs  cruel  Fair  \ 
Born  only  for  my  Torment  and  Defpair. 
Was  it  for  this  fo  faithfully  I  ferv'd.? 
Is  this  the  R^ecompence  I  have  deferv'd .? 
I,  v/ho  for  you  did  all  Ambition  wave. 
And  left  a  Kingdom  to  become  your  Slave  1 
Curfe  on  my  Fate ! 

Ber.  If  e'er  my  Heart  you  priz'd, 
.You  never  had  this  Cruelty  devis'd. 
Ne\^er  to  work  my  Torment  been  thus  bold^ 
And  fo  triumphantly  the  Story  told. 
Away,  Fhmicia  3  no  more  Til  hear  him  fpeak. 

[^x.  Ber.  anaVhx^ 
uim^  Now,  my  Arfaces,  would  my  Heart  but  break: 
But  yet  I  hope  in  part  I've  freedom  won, 
And  what  Love  would  not,  by  her  Hate  fh'as  done. 
The  Pain  I  lately  endur'd  thou  hjift  beheld  3 
I  kfc  her  all  enamour 'd,  jealous,  wild-: 
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But  now  performing  this  ignoble  part. 

Perhaps,  I'll  ever  banifh  her  my  Heart. 

She  left  me  cruelly,  and  let  her  goj 

My  Honour  and  Repofe  command  it  too- 

For  ever  to  my  Eyes  a  Stranger  be, 

Till  I  have  learnt  lo  icorn  as  well  as  Ihe.  lExeunt. 


Ber 


ACT  III.     SCENE  I. 

Inter  Berenice  in  diforder. 

IOf  my  Wrong  too  well  am  fatisfy'd ! 
To  fee  the  perjured  Tuiu  twice  1  try'd  i 
Twice  for  Admittance  to  him  begg'd  in  vainj 
Nor  is  Thmcia  yet  return'd  again. 
Th^mcid  has  no  Anfwer  to  bring  back, 
Ingratefui  Titus  will  not  hear  her  fpeak: 
But  hides  himfelf,  and  from  m.y  Fury  flies: 
Nor  will  have  Senfe,  though  Berenice  dies. 

Inter  Phsenicia. 
Th^icia,  well,  my  Tttns  haft  thou  feen? 
What?  will  he  come  and  make  me  live  again? 

Thdin.  Madam,  the  Emperor  I  alone  did  find. 
And  faw  in  his  the  Trouble  of  your  Mind  j 
I  faw  the  Tears  he  would  have  hid,  run  down. 

Ber.  But  was  he  not  afham'd  they  fhould  be  fhown.? 
Lookt  he  not  as  he  thought  his  Love  Difgrace? 
And  was  not  all  the  Emperor  in  his  Face  ? 

Fhjin,  Doubt  it  not,  Madam,  he  will  foon  be  here: 
But  wherefore  will  yeu  this  Diforder  wear  ? 
Your  riil'd  Drefs  let  me  in  order  place, 
And  thefe  difhevel'd  Locks  that  hide  your  Face. 

Ber.  Forbear,  Fh£n:ci;i,  let  it  all  alone : 
No,  he  iTiall  fee  the  Triumph  he  has  won ; 
How  vain  thofe  foqUlli  Ornaments  muft  prove. 
If  neither  Faith,  nor  Tears,  nor  Means,  can  move! 

Inter  Antiochus  .znd  Arfaces. 
Oh,  my  unruly  Sorrows.'  Oh,  my  Fears! 
Who's  here  ? 

^t.  ^faces,  Berenice  in  Tears. 

'  Ber. 


Ifai 
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Ber.  Anttochusl  VhAnic'm,  let's  away j 

To  let  him  fee  my.  Torments  Til  not  ftay.  \Zx. 

Ant.  Now  whither's  all  my  Refolution  gone  ? 
•'fAces,^  who  could  fce't  and  be  his  own ! 
Taid  rd  never  fee  her  Face  again  : 

But  come  and  find  my  Boaftings  all  were  va'nj 

^eein^  her  Sufferings  all  her  Scorn  forget, 

>\nd  Tofe  at  once  my  Vengeance  and  my  Hate. 

Wretched  Antiochml  with  how  much  Care 

And  Labours  my  own  Mifchiefs  I  prepare! 

How  poorly  all  my  Injuries  have  born ! 

Hopelefs,  undone,  and  to  my  felf  a  Scornj 

Leave  me  alone  unhappy  as  I  am : 

I  would  not  have  a  Witnefs  of  my  Shame. 
I^nter  Titus  attended. 
Tit.  'Twas  cruel  not  to  fee  her:  Oh  my  Heart: 

And  now  I  go  to  fee  her,  but  to  part. 

Rut'dltis  fly,  and  footh  the  Queen's  Defpair, 

And  for  ©ur  meeting  Berei&ice  prepare. 

Ant.  Whit  have  you  done,  Sir?  Berenice  will  die  s 

I  law  her  hencfe  with  Hair  difhevel'd  fly 
*Tis  only  you  her  Fury  can  furccafe. 
Whene'er  you're  nam'd  fhe's  inftantly  at  peace. 
Her  Eyes  foil  bent  to  your  Apartment  were. 
And  ev'ry  Moment  feem'd  to  wifh  you  near. 

^  Tit.  Antiochus-,  affift  me  what  to  do  j 
Vm  not  prepar'd  for  the  fad  Inverview! 
I  have  not  yet  confulted  well  my  Heart, 
And  doubt  it  is  not  ftrong  enough  to  p^rt 
Since  £rft  I  took  pofTeiTion  of  the  Throne*       I 
What  IS  it  for  my  Honour  I  have  done> 
My  Love  and  Folly  only  Tve  difclos'd, ' 
And  nothing  but  my  Weaknelfes  exprVd 
The  Golden  Days,  where  are  they  to  be  found, 
?vuT^i  expeded  when  this  Head  was  Crown'd? 
Whofe  Tears  have  I  dry'd  up?  or  in  what  Face 
Can  I  the  Fruits  of  any  good  Aft  trace? 
Know  I  what  Years  Hcav'n  has  for  me  decreed? 
And  of  thefe  few,  how  few  are  to  fucceed? 

And 
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And  yet  how  many  have  I  fpent  in  wafte !  o 

But  now  to  Honour  Til  make  greater  hafte :  £ 

Alas !  'tis  but  one  Blow,  and  all  is  pafl. 

Enter  Berenice,  preying  from  Rut.  and  Paul. 
Ber.  Let  me  alone,  your  Counfels  all  are  weakj 

See  him  I  muft,  he's  here,  and  I  will  fpeak. 

Has  Titus  then  forfook  me?  is  it  true? 

Muft  we  too  part,  docs  he  command  it  too? 

Tit.  O!  Hop  the  Deluge,  which  fo  fiercely  flowsj 

This  is  no  time  t'allay  each  others  Woes. 

Enough  I  feel  my  own  Affli<3:ions  fmart ; 

And  need  not  thofe  dear  Tears  to  damp  my  Heart. 

But  if  we  neither  can  our  Griefs  command. 

Yet  with  fuch  Honour  let  'em  be  fufiain'd, 

As  the  whole  World  to  hear  it  told  Hiall  fmart  j 

For,  deareft  Berenice,  we  muft  part. 

And  now  I  would  not  a  Difpute  maintain, 

Whether  I  lov'd,  but  whether  I  muil  reign. 

Ber.  Reign  (Cruel)  then,  and  facisfie  your  Pride, 
And  for  your  Cruelties  be  Deify 'd. 
I'll  ne'er  difpute  it  farther.  I  but  ftay'd 

'Till  Titfij,  who  fo  many  Vows  had  made 
Of  fuch  a  Love  as  nothing  could  impair, 
Should  come  himfelf  and  tell  how  falfe  they  werej 
Now  I  believ't,  enough  I've  heard  you  tell. 

And  I  am  gone eternally  farewel. 

Eternally Ah,  Sir,  coniider  now 

How  harfh  tliat  .Word  is,  and  how  dreadful  too. 

Confider,  ohi  the  Miferies  they  bear, 

That  are  for  ever  robb'd  of  all  that's  dear^ 

From  this  fad  Moment  never  more  to  meet ; 

Is  it  for  bay  to  dawn  and  Day  to  fet, 

In  which  I  muH  not  find  my  Hopes  ftill  young, 

Nor  yet  once  fee  my  Titus  all  Day  long  ? 

Heav'ns!  how  I  wildly  rave to  lofe  my  Pains 

On  him  ungrateful,  that  my  Tears  difdains! 
Of  all  thofe  Days  of  Abfence  1  fhall  count 
With  him,  the  number  will  to  nothing  mount. 

Tit.  Doubt  it  not  Madam,  there  will  be  no  need 
To  count  the  Days  that  fliall  your  Lofs  fucceed. 
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I  hope  ere  long  that  you  will  hear  from  Fame, 
How  very  wretched,  and  how  jufl:  I  am. 
My  Heait  bleeds  now,  I  feel  the  Drops  run  down;   ■ 
Nor  can  it  be  long  dying  v/hen  you're  gone. 

Bn.  Ah  why,  Sir,  mufi  we  part,  if  this  be  true  ? 
My  Claims  to  Marriage  I'll  no  more  ren-^w. 
Will  Rome  accept  of  nothing  but  my  Death? 
Or  why  d'ye  env7  me  the  Air  you  breath  ? 

Tit.  Madam,  you  are  too  powerful  ev'ry  war. 
Shall  I  withftand  it  ?  no,  for  ever  ftay. 
Then  I  from  Bhfs  muil  always  be  debarr'd. 
And  on  my  Heart  for  ever  keep  a  Guard. 
With  Fears  tlirough  all  my  courfe  of  Glory  move. 
Left  ere  aware  I  lofe  my  felf  and  Love. 
Ev'n  now  my  Heart  \s  from  my  Bofom  firaj'd. 
And  ail  its  Sv/ellings  on  a  fudden  laid. 
Bent  thus  to  you  by  all  Loves  foftefl  Pow'rs, 
And  only  this  remembers,  that  'tis  yours. 

Ber.  O,  Titus^  v/hilft  this  charming  Tale  you  tell^ 
D'ye  fee  the  Romans  ready  to  rebel  ? 

Tit.  Hov/  they  will  look  on  the  Affront,  who  knows. 
If  once  they  murm.ur  and  then  fall  to  Blows  ? 
Muft  I  in  Battel  juilifie  my  Caufe  ? 
Or  if  tkey  fnould  fubmit  and  fet  thehr  Laws, 
Hov/  muft  I  be  expos'd  another  Day ! 
And  for  their  Patience  too,  hovv-  largely  pay ! 
With  Grievances  and  wild  Demand  ilill  curft, 
Shall  I  dare  plead  the  Laws  that  break  'em  firft? 

Ber.  Hov/  much  you  are  an  Emperor  now  I  find, 
'Tis  plain  in  your  unfteady  anxious  Mind. 
You  weigh  your  Peoples  Rights  to  your  own  Fears, 
But  never  value  Berenices  Tears ? 

Ttt.  Not  value  'em!  Why  are  you  founjuft? 
Now,  by  the  Honour  of  my  Father's  Duft, 
By  Kcav'n  and  all  tht  Gods  that  govern  there. 
If  any  thing  to  me  be  half  fo  dearj 
May  I  be  as  a  Slave,  depos'd  and  ferve, 
Or  elfc  forlorn  in  ibme  wild  Defart  ftarve, 
'Tiil  I'm  as  wretched  as  my  Ills  defer ve. 
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Ber.  Laws  you  may  change  j  v/hy  will  you  for  their  fake 
Into  your  Breaft  eternal  Sorrows  take  ? 
Rome  has  her  Privileges  j  have  not  you 
Your  Int'refts,  your  Rights  as  facred  too  ? 
Say,  fpeak. 

r/>,  Alas !  how  do  you  rend  my  Breafl ! 
I  know  indeed  I  never  can  have  Reil^ 
And  yet  the  Laws  of  Rome  1  cannot  change. 
Do,  break  my  Heart,  and  take  your  full  Revenge. 

Ber.  How  weak  a  Guard  does  now  your  Honour  keep! 
You  are  an  Emperor,  and  yet  you  weep ! 

Tit.  I  grant  it,  I  am  feniible  I  do, 
I  \veep,  alas !  I  ligh  and  tremble  too. 
For  when  to  Empire  firft  I  did  attain, 
Rome  made  me  fwear  I  wdlild  her  Rights  maintain. 
I  did,  and  muil  perform  what  I  then  vow'dj 
Others  before  me  to  the  Yoke  have  bow'd: 
And  'tis  their  Honour:  yet  in  leaving  you. 
All  their  auilereft  Laws  I  ihali  out-do: 
And  an  Example  leave  fo  brave  and  great. 
As  none  (hall  ever  after  imitate. 

Ber.  To  your  Barbarity  there's  nothing  hard : 
Go  on,  and  Infamy  be  your  Reward. 
Long  iince  my  Fears  your  Falfhood  had  diiplay'd; 
Nor  would  I  at  your  Sute  have  longer  ftay'd. 
Would  I  the  bafe  Indignities  had  born 
Of  a  rude  People,  pubhck  Hate  and  Scorn  ? 
No,  to  this  Breach  I  would  have  fpurr'd  you  on. 
And  I  am  pleas'd  it  is  already  done. 
No  longer  fhall  the  fear  of  me  prevail ; 
Alas !  you  muft  not  think  to  hear  me  rail. 
Or  Heav'n  invoke,  its  Vengeance  to  prepare,* 
No,  for  if  Heav'n  vouchfafe  to  hear  my  PrayV, 
I  beg  no  Memory  may  there  remain, 
Of  either  your  Injuftice,  or  my  Pain.  [Kneels, 

But  the  fad  Berenice,  before  fhe  dies. 
Is  fure  to  have  Revenge,  if  you  have  Eyes. 
Nor,  Titus,  need  I  go  to  find  it  far, 
No  further  than  that  Heart,  I  have  it  there, 

§  i^cints  to  his  Breajl, 

Within 


i66    Titus  ^^^^  Berenice. 

Within  your  felffhall  rife  your  dreadfuirfl:  Foe  J 

My  paft  Integrities,  my  Torments  now, 

"Which  you,  ungrateful  perjured  Maa,  have  bred, 

My  Blood  which  in  your  Palace  I  fhall  Ihed, 

Sufficient  Terrors  to  your  Soul  fhall  give. 

And  'tis  to  them  that  my  Revenge  Til  kive.lEx.furiouJJy, 
Paul.   Thus,  Sir,  at  lea  ft  the  Conqueft  you  have  won. 

The  Queen  you  fee's  contented  be  gone. 

Ttt.  Curfe  on  thy  Rw?;>?»  Rudenefs,  that  canft  fee 

Such  Tears,  unmov'd,  and  mock  fuch  Mifery! 

Ch!  I  am  loft,  and  'tis  in  vain  to  ftrivej 

If  Berenice  dies,  I  cannot  live. 

Fly  and  prevent  that  Fate  to  which  fhe's  gone. 

Bid  her  but  live,  tell  her  the  World's  her  own.  [£;c/VRut. 
Faul.  Sir,  if  I  might  advife,  you  fhould  not  fend. 

Rather  command  her  Women  to  attend  j 

They  better  can  her  Melancholy  chearj 

The  worft  is  paft,  and  now  'tis  mean  to  fear. 

I  faw  your  melting  Pity  when  fl:e  wept, 

Ar.d  m'y  rough  Heart  but  very  hardly  fcap'd. 

Ycf  look  a  little  farther,  and  you'll  find 

That,  fpite  of  all,  your  Fortune  yet  is  kind. 

What  Triumphs  the  whole  World  prepares,  you'll  fee, 

And  then  hereafter  think  how  great  you'll  be. 

Tit.  Who  for  Barbarity  would  be  ador'd ! 
I  hate  my  felf.     Nero,  fo  much  abhor'd. 

That  bloody  Tyrant,  whom  I  blufh  to  name. 

Was  never  half  fo  cruel  as  1  am. 

No,  I'll  purllie  the  Qjeen,  ft:e  loves  me  ftill,  -y 

Will  pardon  m.e  when  at  her  Feet  I  kneel :  C 

Let's  go,  and  let  proud  Rome  fay  what  it  will.  C 

Paul.  Kovv.   Sir?  ^ 

Tit.  By  Heav'n  1  know  not  what  I  fay : 
Excefs  of  Sorrow  drives  my  Mind  aftray. 

PMil.  O  follow  where  your  full  Renown  does  lead. 
Your  laft  Adieus  Report  abroad  has  fpread. 
Rome  that  did  mourn,  does  now  new  Triumphs  frame. 
The  Temples  fume  with  Offerings  to  your  Name  : 
The  People  wild  in  the  Applaufe  you've  won. 
With  Laurer Wreaths  to  ciown  your  Statues  run. 

-  T4. 
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Tit.  By  that  their  Salvage  Natures  they  betray  j 
For  fo  wild  Beafts  roar  o'er  their  murder'd  Prey. 
"Who  would  have  Senfe  the  fweets  of  Pow'r  to  prize ! 
Since  moft  in  danger,  wh^n  we  higheft  rife : 
For  who  by  Greatnefs  e'er  did  happy  grow? 
None  but  the  heavy  Slave  is  truly  fo. 
Who  travels  all  his  Life  in  one  dull  Road, 
And,  drudging  on,  in  quiet  loves  his  Loadj 
Seeking  no  farther  than  the  Needs  of  Life,  O 

Knows  what's  his  own,  and  fo  exempt  from  Strife,       ^ 
And  cherifhes  his  homely  careful  Wife,  \ 

Lives  by  the  Clod,  and  thinks  of  nothing  higher  j 
Has  all,  becaufe  he  cannot  much  defire. 
Had  I  been  born  fo  low,  1  had  been  blcft. 
Of  what  I  love,  without  controul,  poffeft : 
Never  had  Honour  or  Ambition  known. 
Nor  ever  to  be  Great  had  been  undone.        [Shuts  withm, 
^  Fml.  The  Tribunes,  Sir,  and  Senate  with  their  State, 
I'th'  Name  of  all  the  Empire  for  you  v/aitj 
They're  follow'd  too  by  an  impatient  Throng, 
Who  Teem  to  murmur  you  delay  fo  long. 

Tit.  Toil  me  no  more,  difperfc  that  clamorus  Rout  j 
Tell  'em,  they  fhall  no  more  have  caufe  to  doubt: 
The  Queen's  departure  they'll  to  morrow  fee. 
And  me  as  wrenched  as  they'd  have  me  be. 
Take  this,  Vaul'mus-i  bear  it  to  the  Queen; 

^      -      , ,  \Writes  on  d  Tablet, 

For  fnould  we  meet,  I  mufl  relapfe  again  j 

I've  bid  her  here  eternally  adieu  :  -\ 

Stay  while  fhe  reads  it,  and  her  Troubles  view,  > 

And  bring  me  faithful  Word,  as  thou  art  true.  '  C 

Hold!  Oh  my  Heart!  yet  go,  it  mufl  be  done,  "^ 

For  what's  necelTiry  we  cannot  fhun. 

Would  I  had  never  knov/n  what  \\s  to  live. 

Or  a  new  Being  to  my  fclf  could  ^ive; 

Some  monftrous  and  unheard  of  Shape  now  find 

As  Salvage,  and  as  Barbarous  as  my  Mind  " 

■Antio.hHs! 


Zuier 
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E'tUer  Antiochus,  Attendants,  and  Arfaces. 
j^t.  My  laft  Adieu  to  pay 
I  come,  and  dare  in  Rome  no  longer  ftay. 
IVIy  Griefs,  and  my  Affli(9:ions  grow  fo  high. 
If  not  by  Abfence  llacken'd,  I  muft  die. 

Tit.  What  reafon  have  the  Happy  to  repine  ? 
Now  Berenice  for  ever  will  be  thine. 
With  all  her  Charms  receive  her  to  thy  Breaft, 
Afld  be  of  all  I  ever  lov'd  pofleft. 

Ant.  It  is  beneath  you,  Sir,  to  mock  my  Pain :' " ' 
I  ever  kneel  to  Berenice  again ! 
No,  fliould  I  ilay  to  fee  you  when  you  part, 
Tho'  I  am  ilire  the  Sight  would  break  my  Heart, 
Yet  fhe,  as  ftill  my  Prayers  have  been  d^ny'd,  ^ 

Tho'  I  but  begg'd  one  Blefling  ere  I  dy'd,  > 

Even  then  with  Scorn  would  throw  me  from  her  fide.-^ 
Tit.  Oh  Heav'n!  fne's  entring,  from  her  Charms  let's  fly, 

Meet,  and  prevent  her [Ex.  Titus, 

Enter  Berenice,  ^c. 
Ber.  How  he  hades  away! 
Ingratefal!  Deareft  perjur'd  T/V/^/,  ftay,  [Kneels. 

Afflidtions  catch  him,  great  as  thofe  I  bear. 
My  Lord,  at  laft  I  have  received  my  Doom  : 
'Tis  feal'd :  But  ere  I  part  from  you  and  Rome, 
I  ask,  and  I  your  Pardon  would  receive : 
Cak  you  the  Wrongs  which  I  have  done  forgive? 

Ant.  I  never  any  Injuries  did  find : 
No,  Berenice  has  always  been  too  kind. 
With  one  fofc  Word,  how  fuddenly  Fm  lofl. 
And  have  no  fenfe  of  my  Difgraces  pad! 
But  muft  I  then  for  ever  lofc  you  fo? 
I  am  no  Roman,  nor  was  e'er  your  Foe. 
No,  rather  here  continue,  and  be  Great, 
Whilft  I  lie  ever  hopelefs  at  your  Feet. 

Ber.  Should  I  ftay  here,  and  my  Wrongs  tamely  bear 
From  him  that  fhuns,  and  fiies  me  ev'ry  where  ? 
I  have  a  nobler  Mind,  and  you  fhall  fee 
I  can  difdain  and  fcorn  as  much  as  he : 

For 
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For  tho'  'tis  true,  I  never  can  be  yours ; 

Both  Rofne  and  him  my  Heart  this  Hour  abjures. 

Ant.  To  banifh  him  your  Heart  whilft  you  prepare. 
What  will  you  do  with  all  the  Love  that's  there  ? 
^  There's  no  one  Mortal  can  deferve  it  all. 
And  fure  a  lifle  to  my  IThare  might  fall. 

Ber.  Oh  of  that  killing  Subjeft  talk  no  morei 
I  would  have  lov'd  you,  if  I  could,  before. 
Love  for  another  ftruck  me  with  his  Dart, 
And  'tis  not  in  my  power  to  force  my  Heart. 

Ant.  When  firft  my  Paffion  was  diidain'd  for  him. 
You  kept  me  yet  alive  with  your  Efleem. 
But  now  at  laft  his  Breach  of  Faith  you  fee. 
And  bear  it  nobly  too :  How  can  you  be 
T'  your  felf  fo  juft,  and  yet  fb  hard  to  me? 

Ber.  What  cruel  Storms  and  fierce  AfTaults  you  make. 
To  batter  down  a  Heart  you  cannot  take. 
Till  you  have  broke  it.    Will  you  not  give  o'er  r 
No,  rather  let  me  go,  and  hear  no  more. 

Ant.  O  ftay,  lince  of  the  Vid'ry  you're  fecurcj  ^ 

Pity  the  Pains  and  Angui fn  I  endure,  i 

In  Wounds,  which  you  and  none  but  you  can  cure.        ^ 

Look  back,  whilit  at  your  Feet  my  felf  I  call:. 
And  think  the  Sigh  that's  coming  is  my  laft. 
My  Heart  its  iad  eternal  Farewel  takes : 
Be  but  fo  kind  to  fee  me  when  it  breaks. 

Ber.  Rife,  rife,  my  Lord.    The  Emperor's  return'd. 
Conduct  me  hence,  let  me  not  more  be  fcorn'd. 
Br4er  Titus. 

Tit.  How  am  I  loft !  refolve  on  what  I  will. 
Spite  of  my  felf  I  wander  this  way  ftill. 
Why  would  you,  Berenice,  my  Prefence  llran? 

Ber.  No!  Ill  hear  nothing,  I've  refolv'd  on  flight. 
And  will  be  gone.     Why  come  you  in  my  fight? 
Why  come  you  thus  t' exafperate  my  Defpair? 
Are  you  yet  not  content  ?  I  know  you  are. 

Tit.  If  ever  yet  my  Heart  was  dear  to  yours. 
By  all  our  plighted  Vows,  thofe  foft.ft  Hours  ' 

Vol.  L        ^  I  j^ 
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In  which  for  ever  to  be  true  I  fwore, 
I  beg  that  you'd  afford  me  yet  one  more. 

Ber,  I  till  to  morrow  had  your  leave  to  ftayj 
But  my  Refolvcs  are  to  be  gone  to  Day. 
And  I  depart. 

Tit.  No  Journey  muft  you  take. 
Would  you  poor  Titus  in  his  Griefs  forfake  ? 
Mo!  Stay 

Ber.  I  ftay!  Ungrateful  as  you  are; 
For  what!  a  Peoples  rude  Affronts  to  bear; 
That  v/ith  the  found  of  my  Misfortunes  rend 
The  Clouds,  and  Shouts  to  Heav'n  in  Volleys  fend  ? 
Does  not  their  cruel  Joy  yet  reach  your  Ears, 
Whilft  I  alone  torment  my  felf  in  Tears  ? 
By  what  Offence  or  Crime  are  they  thus  mov'd  ? 
Alas!  what  have  I  done,  but  too  much  lov'd? 

Tit.  D'you  mind  the  Voice  of  an  outrageous  Thrcng? 
I  ever  thought  your  Conftancy  more  ftrong : 
Never  believ'd  your  Heart  fo  weak  could  be, 
Whofe  powerful  Charms  had  ca;ptivated  me. 

Ber.  All  that  I  fee  Diftradtion  does  create : 
Thefe  rich  Apartments,  and  this  pompuous  State, 
Thefe  Places  where  I  fpent  my  happieft  Hours, 
And  plighted  all  my  Vows,  falfe  Man,  to  yours  j 
All,  as  mod  vile  Impoftors,  I  detefl. 
Ho'w  ftrangely,  Titus,  might  we  have  been  bleft! 

Tit.  This  Art  to  torture  Souls  where  did  you  learn? 
Or  was  it  in  your  Nature  with  you  born? 
Oh  Berenice!  how  you  deflroy  me!^ 

Attendants,  bring  your  Chair  nearer. 

Ber.  No, 
Return,  and  to  your  famous  Senate  go, 
That  for  your  Cruelties  applaud  you  fo. 
Have  you  not  Honour  to  your  full  dclght? 
Have  you  not  promis'd  to  forget  me  c^uite  ? 
What  more  in  Expiation  can  you  do  ? 
Have  you  not  ever  fworn  to  hate  me  too  ? 

Tit.  Can  you  do  any  thing  to  make  me  hatei 
Or  can  I  ever  Berenice  forget? 

-This 
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This  hard  Sufpicion  was  unjuftly  urg'd 
'Gainft  a  poor  Heart,  too  much  before  furcharg'd. 
Oh,  Madam !  know  me  better,  and  recal 
The  TA'rong,  fmce  firfl:  I  at  your  Feet  did  falL 
Count  all  the  lingle  Days  and  Minutes  paft, 
Wherein  my  Vows  and  my  Deiires  I  preft. 
And  at  this  time  your  greateft  Conqueil  know. 
For  you  were  never  fo  belov'das  now  3 

Nor  ever 

Ber.  Still  your  Love  you'd  have  me  own. 
Yet  you  your  ielf  command  me  to  be  gone. 
Is  my  Deipair  fo  charming  to  your  View  ? 
D'  you  think  the  Tears  I  Ihed  are  all  too  few? 
Of  fuch  a  Heart  a  vain  Return  you  make^ 
Ko,  never  call  thofe  dear  Idea's  back  j 
But  fuffer  me  in  this  Belief  to  reft^  ,  ■ 

That  fecretly,  long  fince  exil'd  your  Breafl, 
I  only  from  a  faithlefs  Wretch  depart, 
And  one  that  never  lays  the  Lofs  to  Heart. 
If  you  had  lov'.d  me,  this  had  ne'er  been  fent: 
Here  you've  commanded  me  to  Banilhment.  ''^^ 

What  wond  rous  Love  you  bear  me  this  doth  fhow  • 
Read,  read,  Ungrateful,  read,  and  let  me  go, 

^v   V      n   1,  .,  [Gives  him  the  Tablets, 

Tit.  You  fhall  not  go,  I  have  not  given  Confent, 

Nor  will  I  ever,  to  your  Banifhment. 

Your  cruel  Refolution  I  defcry : 

To  be  reveng'd  of  me  you  feek  to  die. 

And  then  of  all  I  love,  except  the  Pain 

Nought  but  the  fad  Remembrance  will'  remain. 

Ajitiochiisl  be  thou  a  Witnefs  here 

Ot  all  my  Miiery  and  my  Defpair. 

^^^  Defpair's  a  Theme  I  only  underftand  • 
You,  if  you  wil ,  your  Willies  may  command. 
Such  Beauty  ready  tor  PofTeflion  fee 
And  leave  that  ugly  Hag,  Defpair,  to  me. 

Tit.  Behold  thofe  Eyes,  how  dull  and  dark  they  grow» 

^3adam,  when  at  your  Feet  I  fall  thus  low,      ^[  w/. 

^  ^  Vouch. 
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Vouchfafe  my  fad  Afflidlions  to  believe, 
Alas!  'tis  all;  the  Eafe  I'm  like  to  have. 
When  fir  ft  the  dreadful  Minute  I  beheld ; 
That  by  my  Duty  and  the  Laws  compell'd, 
I  found  it  forc'd  that  you  muft  hence  depart, 
Though  nothing  e'er  can  banilh  you  my  Heart ; 
■'Twas  then  my  Soul  had  firft  a  Senfe  of  Fears, 
Forefeeing  your  Reproaches  and  your  Tears. 
I  then  expsded.  Madam,  all  the  weight 
Of  Woes  that  can  on  v/orfe  Misfortunes  light. 
But  whatfoever  Fears  opprefs'd  my  Heart, 
I  find  I  buc  forefaw  the  leffer  part. 
1  thought  my  Virtue  not  fo  apt  to  bow; 
And  am  afham'd  'cis  thus  intangied  now. 

Ber.  Let  me  alone,  and  vex  my  Soul  no  more. 
You  of  your  Virtue  talkt  enough  before. 
Urge  it  not  ftill  to  aggravate  my  Shame. 
When  crown'd  with  Conqueft  from  the  V.'ars  you  earned 
I  know  you  brought  me  but  to  fill  your  State; 
For  elfe  the  Triumph  had  not  been  compleat. 

Tit.  Since  you  have  then  relblv'd,  it  fnall  be  fo^ 
.And  judge  by  this  if  you're  belov'd  or  no. 
No  longer  Torments  on  my  Soul  fhali  prey, 
"Since  vou  to  Freedom  fee  fo  brave  a  Way  : 
A  Way  by  more  than  one  great  Roman  fiiown. 
Who  when  their  Miferies  had  prefi:  'em  doy/n, 
Frcpt  from  within,  fhook  oit  with  Life  the  Weic^ht, 

[Offen  to  Jiab  himfdf. 
And  thus  fell  nobly. grapling  with  their  Fate. 

Ber.  Oh  ftay!  to  wrong  me  morev/hat  way  d'ye  take? 
Would  Titus  die  for  Berenices  faker 
I  fee  the  Blow  you  cruelly  prepare 
To  wound  that  Breaft,  where  I,  you  Qiy,  have  fliare. 
'To  hurt  what's  mine  would  be  unjufdy  done; 
No,  rather  ftrike  this  Heart  that's  all  your  own. 

Tit,  Befi:  of  thy  Sex!  and  dearefri  now  I  fee 
How  poor  is  Empire  when  compard  to  thee. 
Hence,  ye  perplexing  Cares,  that  clog  a  Brain, 
.'Whilft  firuck  with  Extafie,  I  here  fall  down.         [Kneels, 
t    ,  Thus 
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Thus  at  your  Feet  a  happy  Proftrate  laid, 

I'm  much  more  bleft  rhan  if  the  World  I  fway"d. 

Ber.  Now  the  bleft  Berenice  enough  has  feen:      [Kneels, 
I  thought  your  Love  had  quite  extinguiflit  been  .♦ 
But  'twas  my  Error ;  for  you  ftill  are  true, 
Your  Heart  is  troubled,  and  your  Tears  I  view. 
Ev'n  my  worft  Sufrerings  much  oer-paid  I  lee. 
Nor  fhall  th'  unhappy  World  be  cur  ft  for  m.e. 
Nothing,  fince  firft  'twas  years,  my  Love  wouid  (hake. 
So  abfolute  a  Conqueil  did  you  m^ake : 
But  now  ril  bring  it  to  the  utmoft  Teft, 
And  with  one  fuincal  Acl  crown  all  the  reft. 

Tit.  Hah !  tell  me,  Berenice,  what  v/ill  you  do  ?  ^ 

Ber.  Far  from  your  Sight  and  Rome  for  ever  go ;  > 

I  have  refolv'd  ont,  and  it  fnali  be  io.  -^ 

Tit.  Ayitiochtisl  I'm  born  to  be  undone, 
When  I  the  greateft  Conqueft  thought  t'have  wen, 
Ev'n  in  my  nobleft  Race  I  am  out-run. 
But  thou  wcrt  always  gen'rous,  ahvays  kind:  y 

Your  inlarg'd  Kingdom  ftiall  to  hers  be  join'd.  ? 

And  now  how  much  you  are  my  faithful  Friend  ^     ^"*    ^ 
In  being  fo  to  her,  you'll  beft  exprefs. 

[Tailing  on  his  Seek, 
Never  forlake  her  in  fad  Diftrefs. 
Where-e'er  flie  ^oes,  for  ever  with  her  be  i 
And  ibmetiraes  in  my  Abfence  figh  for  me. 

ui}it.  Arfacesl  on  thy  Bofom  let  me  lie, 
Whilft  I  but  take  one  laft  dear  Look,  and  die. 

Ber.  No  live,  and  by  a  generous  Strife  out-do 
Us  both,  and  of  your  ielf  be  Conqu'ror  too. 
Farevv'el. 

Let  us  all  three  a  rare  Example  prove, 
Of  a  moit  tender,  though  unhappy.  Love. 
Thus,  Sir,  your  Peace  and  Empire  I  reftore. 
Farewel,  and  reign,  I'll  never  fee  you  more.         [Ex.  Ber, 

j^a.  Oh  Heav'n  i 

Tit.  She's  gone,  and  all  I  vaiu'd  loft : 
Now,  Friend,  let  Rome  of  her  great  Emp'ror  boaft. 

I  5  Since 
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Since  they  themfelves  firft  taught  me  Cruelty, 
ril  try  how  much  a  Tyrant  I  can  be. 
Henceforth  all  thoughts  of  Pity  I'll  difown, 
And  with  my  Arms  the  Univerfe  o'er-run. 
Robb'd  of  my  Love,  through  Ruins  purchafe  Faroe, 
And  make  the  World,  as  wretched  as  I  am. 

lExemt  ormes^ 


THE 


THE 


Cheats  of  Scapin, 


ACT    I.    SCENE    I. 


Enter  Oclavian  and  Shift. 


O  C  T  AV  I  A  N. 

HIS  is  unhappy  News 5   I  did  not  ex- 
pecl  my  Father  in  two  iMonths,   and 
yet  you  fay  he  \s  returned  already. 
Shift.  'Tis  but  too  true. 
Oci.  That  he  arriv'd  this  Morning? 
Shift.  This  very  Morning. 
Oct.  And  that  he  is  come  with  aRe- 
folution  to  marry  me } 
.Shift.  Yes,  Sir,  to  marry  you. 
Ocl.  I  am  ruin'd  and  undone  j  prithee  advife  me. 
Shift.  Advife  you  ? 

O^.  Yes,  advife  me.  Thou  art  as  furly,  as  if  thou  real- 
ly could'il:  do  me  no  good.  Speak;  Has  Neceffity  taught 
thee  no  Wit?  Haft  thou  no  Shift? 

Shift.  Lord,  Sir,  I  am  at  prefent  very  bufie  in  contri- 
ving feme  Trick  to  fave  my  felf  j  I  am  tirft  Prudent,  and 
then  Good-natur'd. 
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Oct.  How  will  my  Father  rage  and  ftorm,  when  he  un- 
derftands  what  things  have  happen'd  in  his  Abfence  ?  I 
dread  his  Anger  and  Reproaches. 

Shift.  Reproaches !   Would  I  could  be  quit  of  him  fa 
eafily;  methinks  I  feel  him  already  on  my  Shoulders. 
-  dci.  Diiinheriting  is  the  lead:  I  can  expeft. 

Shift.  You  fhould  have  thought  of  this  before,  and  not 
have  fairn  in  love  with  I  know  not  whom.,  one  that 
vou  m.et  by  chance  in  the  Dtn^'er- Coach :  SYxQ  is  indeed  a 
good  fmug  Lafs,   but  God  knows  what  fhc  is  belides  j 

perhaps  Tome 

oa.  Villain. 

Shift.  I  have  done,  Sir,  I  have  done. 
05i.  I  have  no  Friend  that  can  appeafe   my  Father *3 
.Anger,    and  now  I  Ihall  be  betiay'd  to  Want  and  Mi- 
ierv. 

Shift.  For  my  Part  I  know  but  one  Remedy  in  our 
l^isfortunes. 

O^.  Prithee,  what  is  it  ? 

Shift,  You  know  that  Rogue  and  Arch-Cheat,  Scafm. 
OH.  Well  i  what  of  him  ? 

Shift.  There  is  not  a  more  fubtle  Fellow  breathing;  fo 
cunning,  he  can  cheat  one  newly  cheated;  'tis  fiich  a 
wlieadiing  R.ogue,  Fd  undertake  in  two  Hours  he  {hall 
make  your  Father  forgive  you  all;  nay,  allow  you  Mo-ny 
for  your  necelTary  Debauches :  I  faw  him  in  three  Days 
make  an  old  cautious  Lawyer  turn  Chymiil  and  Pro- 
jedor. 

Oci.  He  is  the  fitteft  Perfon  in  the  World  for  my  Bufi^ 
nt\z\  the  impudent  Varlet  can  do  any  thing  with  the 
peevifh  old  Man.  Prithee  go  look  him  out,  well  fethim 
a-work  immediately. 

Shft.  See  where  he  com.es Monfieur  ScapinI 

'Enter  Scapin. 
Scap.  Worthy  S; 


Shift.  I  have  been  giving  my  Mafter  a  brief  Account  of 
thy  moft  Noble  Qualities ;  I  told  him  thou  wert  as  vali- 
ant as  a  ridden  Cuckold;  iiaccre  as  Whores,  honed  as 
Pimps  in  want. 

Scaf 
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Scap.  Alas,  Sir,  I  but  copy  you :  'Tis  you  are  brave  j 
you  fcom  the  Gibbets,  Halters  and  Prifons  wiaich  threaten 
you,  and  valiantly  proceed  m  Cheats  and  Robberies. 

Oci.  Oh  Scp^ptn  I  I  am  utterly  ruin'd  without  thy  Af- 
fiftaace. 

Scap.  Why?  What's  the  matter,  good  Mr. Ociavian? 

Oci.  My  Father  is  this  Day  arrived  at  Dover  with  old 
Mr.  Gripe,  with  a  Refolution  to  marry  me. 

Scap.  Very  well. 

Oci.  Thou  knoweft  I  am  already  married :  How  will 
my  Father  refent  my  Difobedience  ?  I  am  for  ever  loft, 
unlefs  thou  canft  find  fome  means  to  reconcile'  me  to 
him. 

Scap.  Does  your  Father  know  of  your  Maariage  ? 

Oci.  I  am  afraid  he  is  by  this  time  acquainted  with  it. 

Scap.  No  matter,  no  matter,  all  fhall  be  well  5  I  am 
publick-fpirited ;  I  love  to  help  diftreiTed  young  Gentle- 
men :  and  thank  Heav'n  I  have  had  good  Succefs  enough. 

Oci.  Belides,  my  prefent  want  muft  be  confidered  j  I 
am  5n  Rebellion  without  any  Mony. 

Scap.  I  have  Tricks  and  Shifts  too  to  get  that  :  I  can 
Cheat  upon  Occafionj  but  Cheating  is  now  grown  an  ill 
Trade;  yet  Heav'n  be  thank'd,  there  were  never  more 
Cullies  and  Fools;  but  the  great  Rooks  and  Cheats  al- 
low'd  by  publick  Authority,  ruin  fuch  little  Under-traders 
as  I  am. 

Oci.  Well,  get  thee  ftraight  about  thy  Bus'nefs:  Canll: 
thou  make  no  ufe  cf  my  Rogue  here? 

Scap.  Yes,  I  fhall  want  his  Affiflance;  the  Knave  hai 
Cunning,  and  may  be  ufeful. 

Shifi.  Ay  Sir;  but  like  other  wife  xMen,  I  am  not  over- 
valiant:  Pray  leave  me  out  of  this  Buiinefs:  My  Fear^ 
will  betray  you;  you  ihall  execute,  111  lit  at  home  and 
advife. 

Scap.  I  ftand  not  in  need  of  thy  Courage,  but  thy  Im- 
pudence, and  thou  haft  enough  of  that;  Come,  come, 
thou  ihalt  along  :  W' hat  Man,  iiand  out  for  a  Beating  ? 
that's  the  worft  can  happen. 

Shift,  Well,  v/ell. 
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Enter  Clara. 

Oci.  Here  comes  my  dcareft  Ciam. 

CU.  Ah  me,  OBavim  I  I  hear  fad  News '  They  fay, 
your  Father  is  returned. 

O^.  Alas !  'tis  true,  and  I  am  the  mod  unfortunate 
Perfon  in  the  World  3  but  'tis  not  my  own  Mifery  that  I 
confider,  but  yours :  How, can  you  bearthofe  Wants  to 
which  we  mull  be  both  reduc'd  ? 

Cla.  Love  (hall  teach  m^,  that  can  make  all  things  ea- 
fie  to  usj  which  is  a  Sign  it  is  the  chiefeft  Good:  But  I 
have  other  Cares:  Will  you  be  ever  conftant?  Shall  not 
your  Father's  Severity  conftrain  you  to  be  falfe? 

O^.  Never,  my  deareft,  never. 

Cla.  They  that  love  much  may  be  allow'd  fome  Fears. 

Scap.  Come,  come  5  we  have  now  no  time  to  hear  you 
ipeak  fijie  tender  things  to  one  another:  Pray  do  you 
prepare  to  encounter  with  your  Father. 

Cla.  I  tremble  at  the  Thoughts  of  it. 

Scap.  You  muft  appear  refolute  at  firft :  Tell  him  you 
can  hve  without  troubling  him;  threaten  him  to  turn 
Soldier;  or,  what  will  frighten  him  worfe,  iay,  you'Jl 
turn  Poet,  Come,  Til  warrant  you,  we  bring  him  to 
Compciition, 

Odi.  What  would  I  give  'tv/cre  over  ? 

Scap.  Let  us  pradife  a  little  what  you  are  to  do.  Sup* 
pofe  me  your  Father,  very  grave,  and  very  angry. 

Ocl.  Well. 

Scap.  Do  you  look  very  carelefly,  like  a  fmall  Courtleu 
upon  his  Country  Acquaintance;  a  little  more  furlily: — 

Very  well : Now  I  come  full  of  my  Fatherly  Autho« 

rky 

OcJavian,  Thou  makell  me  weep  to  fee  thee;  but  alas 
they  are  not  Tears  of  Joy,  but  Tears  of  Sorrow.  Did 
ever  fo  good  a  Father  beget  fo  lewd  a  Son  ?  Nay,  but  for 
that  I  think  thy  Mother  Virtuous,  I  Ihould  pronounce 
thou  art  not  mine;  N£wgate-Bird,  Rogue,  Villain,  what 
a  Ti  ick  haii  thou  play'd  me  in  my  Abfence?  Marry 'd  ? 
Tes:  But  to  whom?  Nay  that  thou  knoweil  not.  Fll 
warrant  you  feme  Waiting- Woman  corrupted  ina  civil 

Family^ 
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Family,  and  reduc'd  to  one  of  the  Play-houfes,   remov'd 

j&om  thence  by  fome  Keeping  Coxcomb,  or 

Cla.  Hold,  Sc.ip-r,,  hold 

Sc(tp.  No  Ofience,  Lady,  I  fpeak  but  another's  Words. 
Thou  abominable  Rafcal,  thou  fnalt  not  have  a  Groat, 
not  a  Groat,     Belides,   I  will  break  all  thy  Bones  ten 

times  over ;  get  thee  out  of  my  Houfe Why,  Sir,  you 

reply  not  a  Word,  but  {land  as  bafhfully  as  a  Girl  that  is 
eAamin'd  by  a  Bawdy  Judge  about  a  Rape. 
Ocl.  Look,  yonder  comes  my  Father. 
Scap.  Stay,  Shift,  and  get  you  two  gone :  let  me  alone  to 
manage  the  old  Fellow.  [Ex.  oa.  and  Clara. 

Biter  Thrifty. 
Thrif.  Was  there  ever  fuch  a  rafli  Adion  ? 
Scap.  He  has  beeninform'd  of  the  Bufinefs,  and  is  now 
fo  full  of  it,  that  he  vents  it  to  himfelf. 

Thrif.  I  would  fain  hear  what  they  can  fay  for  them- 
felves. 

Sc;ip,  We  are  not  unprovided,  [At  a  Bifancei 

Thrif  Will  they  be  fo  impudent  to  deny  the  thing? 
Scap.  We  never  intend  it. 
Thrif  Or  will  they  endeavour  to  excufe  it  ? 
Scap.  That  perhaps  we  may  do. 
Thrif  But  all  fhall  be  in  vain. 
Scap.  We'll  try  that. 

Thrf  I  know  how  to  lay  that  Rogue  my  Son  fail, 
Scap.  That  we  muft  prevent. 

_  Thrif  And  for  that  Tatterdemallion  Shfi,    Til  thrafh 
him  to  death  r I  will  be  three  Years  a  Cudgelling  him. 
Shift.  I  wonder 'd  he  had  forgot  me  fo  long. 
Thrif  Oh,  Oh !  Yonder  the  Rafcal  is,   that  brave  Go- 
vernor !  he  tutor'd  my  Son  finely. 

Sc.rp.  Sir,  I  am  overjoyed  at  your  fafe  Return. 

Thrif.  Good  mon-ow, Scapin—.lniQcd  you  havefo'low'd 

my^  Inliruftions  very  exacftiy,  my  Son  has-  behaved^ him.- 

felf  very  prudently  in  my  Abfence,  has  he  not  Ralcal    has 

^^  ^ot  •  r^-.  Shift. 

Scap.  I  hope  you  are  very  well. 

Thrf.  Very  well hou  fav'fl  not  a  Word  Varlet, 

thou  fayTi  not  a  Word, 

SCAp- 
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Scap.  Had  you  a  good  Voyage,  Mr.  Thrifty? 

Thrif.  Lord  Sir !  a  very  good  Voyage  j  pray  give  a  Mail 
a  little  leave  to  vent  his  Choler. 

Scap.  Would  you  be  in  Choler,  Sir? 

Thrif.  Ay,  Sir,  I  would  be  in  Choler. 

Scap.  Pray  with  whom  ? 

Thrif  With  that  confounded  Rogue  there. 

Scap.  Upon  what  Reafon? 

Thrf.  Upon  what  Reafon  ?  Haft  thou  not  heard  what 
hath  happened  in  my  Abfence  ? 

Scap.  I  heard  a  little  idle  Story. 
.    Thrif  A  little  idle  Story,  quoth  a!  why  Man,  my  Son's 
undone,,  my  Son's  undone. 

Scap.  Come,  come,  things  have  not  been  well  carried  ; 
but  I  would  advife  you  to  make  no  more  of  it. 

Thrif  I  am  not  of  your  Opiuion,  I'll  make  the  whole 
Town  ring  of  it. 

Scap.  Lord,  Sir,  I  have  formed  about  this  Bufinefs  as 
much  as  you  can  do  for  your  Heart,  but  what  are  we 
both  the  better  ?  I  told  him,  Indeed,  Mr.  Ociavian,  you 
do  not  do  well  to  v/rong  {o  good  a  Father :  I  preached 
him  three  or  four  times  afleep,  but  all  would  not  doj 
"till  at  laft,  when  I  had  well  examined  the  Bufinefs,  I 
found  you  had  not  fo  much  wrong  done  you  as  you  ima- 
gine. 

Thrif  How,  not  wrong  done  me,  to  have  my  Son  mar- 
ried, without  my  Confent,  to  a  Beggar ! 
Scap.  Alas  he  was  ordained  to  it. 
Thrif  That's  fine  indeed  3  we  fliali  Steal,  Cheat,  Murder, 
and  fo  be  hang'd,  then  lay  we  were  ordain'd  to  it. 

Scap.  Truly,!  did  not  think  youfo  fubtile  a Philofopher  j 
I  mean,  he  was  fatally  engaged  in  this  Affair. 
Thrif  Why  did  he  engage  himfelf? 
Scaf  Very  true  indeed,  very  true^  but  fic  upon  you 
aow,  would  you  have  him  as  wife  as  your  felf  ?  young 
Men  will  have  their  Follies,  witnefs  my  Charge  Leander  j 
who  has  gone  and  thrown  away  himfelf  at  a  ftranger 

ate  than  your  Son,  I  v/ould  fiin  know  if  you  were  not 
©nee  young  your  felf>  yes  1  warrant  you,  and  had  youi^ 
F  xailties. 

Thrif 
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Thrlf.  Yes,  but  they  never  coft  me  any  thing;  a  Man 
may  be  as  frail  and  as  wicked  as  he  pleafe,  if  it  coft  him 
nothing. 

Scap.  Alas,  he  was  fo  in  love  with  the  young  Wench, 
that  if  he  had  not  had  her,  he  muft  have  certainly  hang'd 
himfelfi 

Shift.  Muft!  why,  he  had  already  done  it,  but  that  I 
came  very  feafonably  and  cut  the  Rope. 

Thrift.  Didft  thou  cut  the  Rope,  Dog?  Til  murther 
thee  for  that;  tfeou  fhouldft  have  let  him  hang. 

Scap.  Befide,  her  Kindred  furprized  him  with  her,  and 
fbrc'd  him  to  marry  her. 

Thrif  Then  fhould  he  have  prefently  gone,  and  pro-» 
tefted  againft  the  Violence  at  a  Notaries. 

Scap.  O  Lord,  Sir,  he  fcorn^d  that. 

Thrif.  Then  might  I  eafily  have  difanuU'd  the  Marriage. 

Scat).  Difanul  the  Marriage  ? 

Timf  Yes. 

Scap.  You  fhall  not  break  the  Marriage. 

Thrtf.  Shall  not  I  break  it? 

Scap.  No. 

Thrif  What,  fhall  not  I  claim    the  Privilege   of  a  Fa- 
ther, and  have  Satisfaction  for  the  Violence  done  to  my 
Son  ? 
^    Scap.  'Tis  a  thing  he  will  never  confent  to. 

Thrif.  He  will  not  confent  to! 

Sca^.  No  ■.  Would  you  have  him  confefs  he  was  he- 
cVor'd  into  any  thing?  that  is  to  declare  shimfeif  a  Co- 
ward :  Oh  fie,  Sir,  one  that  has  the  Honour  of  being 
your  Son,  can  never  do  flich  a  thing. 

Thnf.  Piili,  talk  not  to  me  of  Honour;  he  fhall  do  it 
cr  be  diimherited. 

ScAp.  Who  fhall  difinherit  him? 

Thrif  That  will  I,  Sir. 

Scap.  You  difinherit  him !  very  good. 

Thrif.  Plow  very  good  ? 

Scap.  You  fl.ak  not  difinherit  him. 

Thrif  Shall  not  I  difinherit  him? 

Scap.  No. 

Thrif  No! 
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Scap.  No. 

Thrif.  Sir,  you  are  very  merry  3  I  fliall  not  difmherit 
my  Son? 

Scap.  No,  I  tell  you. 

Thrif.  Pray  who  fnall  hinder  me?' 

Scap.  Alas.  Sir.  your  own  felf,  Sir  3  your  own  felf. 

Th^if.  1  my  felf? 

Scap.  Yc5j  Sir,  for  you  can  never  have  the  Heart  to- 
do  it. 

Thrif.  You  fhall  find  I  can,  Sir. 
-   Scap.  Come,  ycu  deceive  your  felf  3  Fatherly  Affe£tioa 
muil  ihow  it  felf,  it  mull:,  it  mull: 3  do  not  I  knov/  you 
were  ever  tender-hearted  ? 

Thrif.  Y'are  miftaken,  Sir  3  Y'are  miftaken: Pifli, 

why  do  I  fpend  my  time  in  tittle-tattle  with  this  idle 

Felio//? Hang-Dog,  go  find  out  my  Rake-Hell • 

[to  Shift.']  v/hilft  I  go  to  my  Brother  Gripe,  and  inform 
him  of  my  Misfortune. 

Scap.  In  the  mean  time,  if  I  can  do  you  any  fervice- — 

Thrift   O  !  I  thank  you,  Sir,  I  thank  you —  [Bv.  Thrift. 

Shft.  I  mud  confefs,  thou  art  a  brave  Fellovv,  and  our 

Affairs  begin  to  be  in  a  better  poflure but  the  Mony, 

the  Mony we  are  abominable  poor,  and  my  Maftcr 

has  the  lean  vigilant  Duns  that  torment  him  more  than- 
an  old  Mother  does  a  poor  Gallant,  when  (he  foUicits  a 
Maintenance  for  her  difcarded  Daughter. 

Scap.  Your  Mony  fliall  be  my  next  care let  me  fee, 

I  want   a  Fellow  to Can'il:  thou  not   counterfeit  a 

roaring  Bally  of  Alfatia? Stalk look  big very 

well.  Follow  m^e,  I  have  ways  to  difguife  chy  Voice  and 
Countenance. 

Shift.  Pray  take  a  little  care,  and  lay  your  Plot  fo  that  !- 
may  not  a6l  the  Bully  all  ways  3 1  would  not  be  beaten  like 
a  Bully. 

Scap.  We'll  fhare  the  Danger,  we'll  fhare  the  Danger. 

[Exeunt. 
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A  C  T   II.    S  C  E  N  E   I. 

Enter  Thrifty  dnd  Gripe. 
Crl^e.  C  I  R,  what  you  tell  me  concerning  your  Son, 
^    hath  ftrangely  fruftrated  our  Defigns. 

T^'f'if.  Sir,  trouble  not  your  felf  about  my  Son  ;  I  have 
undertaken  to  remove  all  Obftacles,  which  is  the  bulmcfs 
•I  am  £0  vigorouHy  in  purfuit  of. 

Gripe.  In  troth,  Sir,  I'll  tell  you  what  I  fay  to  you: 
The  Education  of  Children,  after  the  getting  of  'era, 
ought  to  be  the  nearefi  Concern  of  a  Father.  And  had 
you  tutor'd  your  Son  with  that  Care  and  Duty  incumbent 
on  you,  he  never  could  fo  ilightly  have  forfeited  his. 

Thrif.  Sir,  to  return  you  a  Sentence  for  your  Sentence : 
Thofe  that  are  fo  quick  to  ceniure  and  condemn  the  Cok- 
du6l  of  others,  ought  fir  ft  to  take  care  that  all  be  well  at 
Home. 

Gripe.  Why,  Mr.  Thrifty,  have  you  heard  any  thing 
concerning  my  Son? 

Thrif.  It  may  be  I  have  j  and  it  may  be  worfe  than  of 
my  ovvn. 

Gripe.  What  is't  I  pray  ?  My  Son  ? 

Thrif.  Ev'n  your  own  Sc^pin  told  it  me,  and  you  may 
hear  it  from  him  or  fome  Body  elfe:  For  my  part,  I  ara 
your  Friend,  and  would  not  willingly  be  the  Meflenger 
ot  ill  News  to  one  that  I  think  fo  to  me :  Youi'  Servant : 
I  muft  haden  to  m.y  Council,  and  advife  what's  to  be 
done  in  this  Cafe.    God-bu'y  'till  1  fee  you  again. 

Exit  Thrifry. 

Gripe.  Worfe  than  his  Son!  For  my  part  I  cannot  ima- 
gine howj  for  a  Son  to  marry  impudently  without  the 
Confent  of  his  Father,  is  as  great  an  Offence  as  can  be 
imagin'd,  I  take  it:  Bat  yonder  he  comes. 
Enter  Leander. 

Leand.  Oh  mv  dear  Father,  how  joyful  am  I  to  fee 
you  fafely  return'd.  Welcome,  as  the  Bleifmg  which  I 
am  nov/  craving  will  be. 

Gripi, 
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Gripe.  Not  fo  faft,  Friend  a'minej^  foft  and  fair  goes  far^ 
Sir.    You  are  my  Son^  as  I  take  itil  ;  ,      . 

X^/?«^.  What  d'ye  mean,  Sir  ?    •  -     '■-/.. 

Gripe.  Stand  ftill,  and  let  me  look  ye  in  the  Face. 

Zeaml  How  muft  I  ftand.  Sir  ? 

Gripe.  Look  upon  me  with  both  Eyes. 

Leand.  Well,  Sir,  I  do. 

Gripe.  What's  the  meaning  of  this  Report? 

Leand.  Report,  Sir? 

Gripe.  Yes,  Report  Sir,  I  fpeak  Bnglifi,  as  I  take  it.* 
What  is't  that  you  have  done  in  my  Abfence  ? 

Leand.  What  is't.  Sir,  which  you  would  have  had  me 
done? 

Gripe.  I  do  not  ask  you,  what  I  would  have  Iiad  you 
done  j  but  what  have  you  done. 

Leand.  Who  I,  Sir?  why  I  have  done  nothing  at  all, 
fiot  I,  Sir. 

Gripe.  Nothmg  at  all! 

Leand.  No,  Sir. 

Grtpe.  You  have  no  Impudence  to  fpeak  on. 

Leand.  Sir,  I  have  the  Confidence  that  becomes  a  Man, 
and  my  Innocence. 

Gripe.  Very  well ;  but  Scapin,  d'ye  mark  me,  young* 
man,  Scapin  has  told  me  fome  Tales  of  your  Behaviour. 

Leand.  Scapin! 

Gripe.  Oh  have  I  caught  you  ?  That  Name  makes  ye 
blufh,  does  it?  'Tis  well  you  have  Ibme  Grace  left. 

Leand.  Has  he  faid  any  thing  concerning  me  ? 

Gripe.  That  fhall  be  examin'd  anon :  In  the  mean  while 
get  you  Home  d'ye  hear,  and  flay  'till  my  Return ;  but 
look  to't,  if  thou  haft  done  any  thing  to  difhonour  me, 
never  think  to  come  within  my  Doors,  or  fee  my  Face 
more  J  but  exped  to  be  as  miierable  as  thy  Folly  and 
Poverty  can  make  thee.  [Exit  Gripe. 

Leand.  Very  fine;  I  am  in  a  hopeful  Condition:  This 
Rafcal  has  betray 'd  my  Marriage,  and  undone  me :  Now 
there  is  no  way  left  but  to  turn  Outlaw,  and  live  by  Ra- 
pine :  and  to  fet  my  Hand  in  j  the  fii-fi:  thing  fhall  be  to 
cut  the  Throat  of  that  perfidious  Pick-thank  I)og  that  has 
ruin'd  m,e. 
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lEnter  0£lav;r.n  a:-J  Scipin. 
OB.  Dear  Scapn,  how  ii.niiitely  am  I  obliged  to  thee, 
for  thv  Care ! 

Leand.  Yonder  he  comes:  Im  overjoy'd  to  fee  you, 
good  Mr.  Dog! 

Scap.  Sir,  your  moil  humble  Servant,  you  honour  me 
too  far, 

Ls and JYovi  aa  an  ill  Fool's  Paiti  bift  I  ihall  teach  you, 

Scap.  Sir! 

O^.  Hold,  Leander. 

Leand.  No,  Ccia'viiin,  Fi*  make  him  confefs  the  Trea- 
chery he  has  committed  5  yes,  Varlet,  Dog,  I  know  the 
Trick  YOU  have  play'd  me:  you  thought  perhaps  no  Body- 
would  have  told"me.  But  Fll  make  you  confefs  it,  or  I'll 
run  my  Sword  into  your  Guts. 

ScAp.  Oh  Sir,  Sir,  would  you  have  the  Heart  to  do  fuch 
a  thing?  have  I  done  you  any  Injury,  Sir? 

Leand.  Yes,  Rafcal,  that  you  have,  and  Til  make  you 
own  it  too,-  or  Til  f -vinge  it  out  of  your  already  tann'd 
thick  Hide.  [Be.^^s  him. 

Scap.  The  Devil's  in't.  Lord,  Sir,  what  d'ye  mean? 
Nay,  good  Viv.Leander,  pray,  iSli\  Leander ;  'Squire  Lead^ 
der As  I  hope  to  be  fav'd 

O.^. Prithee  be  quiet j  for  fhame;  enough:— [Interpofeth, 

Scap,  Well,  Sir,  I  confefs  indeed  that 

Leand.  What!  fpeak,  Rogue, 

Scap.  About  two  Months  ago  you  may  remember,  a 
Maid-fervant  dy'd  in  the  Houfe. 

Lea-fid.  What  of  all  that  ? 

Scap.  Nay,  Sir,  if  I  confefs  you  mufl:  not  be  angry. 

Lea-ad.  Well,  go  on. 

Scap.  'Twas  faid  fhe  dy'd  for  love  of  me.  Sir :  But  let 
that  pafs. 

Leand.  Death,  you  trifling  Buffoon. 

Scap.  About  a  Week  after  her  Death,  I  drefl:  up  my  felf 
like  her  Ghoft,  and  went  into  Madam  Lucia,  your  Mi- 
ftrefs's  Chamber,  where  fhe  lay  half  in,  half  out  of  Bed, 
with  her  Woman  by  her,  reading  an  ungodly  Play-Book. 

Leand.  And  was  it  your  Impudence  did  that? 
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Scap.  They  both  believe  it  was  a  Ghoft  to  this  Hour. 
But  it  was  my  felf  play'd  the  Goblin,  to  frighten  her  from 
the  fcurvy  Cuftom  of  lying  awake  at  thole  unfeafonable 
Hours,  hearing  filthy  Plays,  when  fhe  had  never  faid  her 
Prayers. 

Leaml.  I  fliail  remember  you  for  all  in  time  and  place : 
But  come  to  the  Point,  and  tell  me  what  thou  hail:  faid 
to  my  Father. 

Scap.  To  your  Father?  I  have  not  fo  much  as  feen  him 
fince  his  Return,  and  if  you'd  ask  him  hell  tell  you  fo 
himfelf. 

Leand.  Yes,  he  told  me  himfelf,  and  told  me  all  that 
thou  haft  faid  to  him. 

Scap.  With  your  good  Leave,  Sir,  then  he  ly'dj  I  beg 
your  Pardon,  I  mean  he  was  mftaken. 
Enter  Sly. 
Sly.  Oh,  Sir,  I  bring  you  the  moft  unhappy  News. 
Leand.  What's  the  Matter  ? 

Sly.  Your  Miflrefs,  Sir,  is  yonder  arreded  in  an  Aclion 
of  tool.   They  fay  'tis  a  Debt  flie  left  unpaid  at  London, 
in  the  hafte  of  her  Efcape  hither  to  Bover-,  and  if  you 
don't  raife  Mony  within  thefe  two  Hours  to  difcharge 
her,  flie'll  be  hurry'd  to  Pj-ifon. 
Leand.  Within  thefe  two  Hours  ? 
sly.  Yes,  Sir,  within  thefe  two  Hours. 
Le;ind.  Ah  my  poor  Scapin,  I  want  thy  AlTiftance. 

[Scapin  fvalks  about  furllly. 
Scap.  Ah  my  poor  Scapin  I  Now  I'm  your  poor  Scapin, 
now  you've  need  of  me. 

Leand.  No  more  :  I  pardon  thee  all  that  thou  haft 
done,  and  worfe  if  thou  art  guilty  of  it. 

Scap.  No,  no,  never  pardon  me  5  run  your  Sword  in 
my  Guts,  you'll  do  better  to  murder  me. 

Leand.  For  Hcav'ns  fake,  think  no  more  upon  that,  but 
ftudy  now  to  aliift  me. 

O^.  You  muft  do  fomething  for  him. 
■Scap.  Yes,  to  have  m,y  Bones  broken  for  my  Pains. 
Lea?2d.  Would  you  leave  me,  Scapin,  in  this  fevere  Ex- 
tremity ! 

Scap.  To  put  fich  an  Affront  upon  me  as  you  did. 

Leand> 
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Leand.  I  wrong'd  thee,  I  confefs. 

Scap.  To  ufe  me  like  a  Scoundrel,  a  Villain;  a  Rafcal,  to 
threaten  to  run  your  Sword  in  my  Guts. 

Leand. -I  cry  thy  JMercy  with  all  my  Heart  5  and  if  thou 
wilt  have  me  throvv^  my  felf  at  thy  Feet,  Til  do't. 

Oci.  Faith,  Scapin,  you  muft,  you  cannot  but  yield. 

Scap.  Well  then :  But  d'ye  mark  me,  Sir,  another  time 
better  Words,  and  gentler  Blows. 

Leand.  Will  you  promife  to  mind  my  Bulinefs? 

Scap.  As  I  fee  convenient,  care  fhall  be  taken, 

Leand.  But  the  time  you  know  is  fhort. 

Scap.  Pray,  Sir,  don't  be  fo  troublefome :  How  muc  h 
Mony  is't  you  want  ? 

Leand.  Two  hundred  Pounds. 

Scap.  And  you? 

Oci.  As  much. 

Scap.  ta  Leander  J  No  more  to  be  faid ;  it  fhall  be  done: For 
you  the  Contrivance  is  laid  already;  and  for  your  Father, 
though  he  be  covetous  to  the  laft  degree,  yet,  thanks  be 
to  Heav'n,  he's  but  a  fhallow  Perfon,  his  Parts  are  not  ex- 
traordinary ;  Do  not  take  it  ill.  Sir,  for  you  have  no  re- 
femblance  of  him,  but  that  y'are  very  like  him.  Begone  ; 
I  fee  Ociavians  Father  coming.  Til  begin  with  him. 

\Exeunt  Oa.  and  Leaad. 
Inter  Thrifty. 

Here  he  comes,  mumbling  and  chewing  the  Cud,  to 
prove  himfelf  a  clean  Bcaft. 

Thrif.   Oh,   audacious  Boy,   to  commit  fo  infolent  % 
Crime,  and  plunge  himfelf  in  fuch  a  Mifchicf  Z 
.  Scap.  Sir,  your  humble  Servant, 

Thrif.  How  do  you,  Scapin  ? 

Scap.  What,  you  are  rummating  on  your  Son's  rafh 
A(f  tions  ? 

Thrif.  Have  I  not  reafon  to  be  troubled  ? 

Scap.  The  Life  of  Man  is  full  of  Troubles,  that's  the 
truth  on't:  But  your  Philofopher  is  always  prepared.  I  re- 
member an  excellent  Proverb  of  the  Ancients,  very  fit  for 
your  Cafe. 

Thrif  What's  that.? 

Scap,  Pray  mind  it,  'twill  do  ye  a  world  of  good. 

Thrif 
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Thr'tf.  What  is't,  I  ask  yen  ? 

Scap.  Why,  when  the  Mafter  of  a  Family  /hall  be  ab- 
fent  any  co.ilideiable  time  from  his  Home  or  ^4anfion, 
he  ought  rationally,  gravely,  wifely,  and  Philofcphically, 
to  revolve  ^vithinhis  Mind  all  the  concurrent  Ciraimftan- 
ces,  that  may,  during  the  Interval,  confpire  to  che  Con- 
junftion  of  thofe  Misfortunes  and  troublefome  Accidents 
that  may  intervene  upon  the  faid  Abfence,  and  the  Inter- 
ruption of  his  Oeconomical  Infpecftion,  into  the  RemifP 
nefs,  Negligences,  Frailties,  and  huge  and  perilous  Er- 
rors, which  his  Subftitutes,  Servants,  or  Truftees,  may 
be  capable  of,  or  liable  and  obnoxious  unto ;  which  may 
arife  from  the  imperfedion  and  corruptnefs  of  ingenera- 
ted  Natures,  or  the  taint  and  contagion  of  corrupted  Edu- 
cation, whereby  the  Fountain-head  of  Man's  Difpoiition 
becomes  muddy,  and  all  the  Streams  of  his  Manners  and 
Converfation  run  conicquenrly  defii'd  and  impure :  Thefe 
things  premis'd,  and  fore-confider'd,  arm.  the  faid  pru- 
dent Philofophical  V;iter  Famiiias,  to  find  his  Houfe  laid 
waile,  his  Wife  murder 'd,  his  Daughters  deflowered,  his 
Sons  hang'd : 

Cum  multis  al'tis  quA  nunc  ferfcribere  longum  eji, 
and  to  thank  Heav'n  'tis  no  worle  too :    D'  ye  rnark.   Sir  ? 

Thrif,  S'death !  Is  all  this  a  Proverb  ?  ,, 

Scap,  Ay,  and  the  befi  Proverb,  and  the  wifell  in  the 
World :  Good  Sir,  get  it  by  Heart:  'Twill  do  ye  the  great- 
eft  Good  imaginable ;  and  don't  trouble  your  felf ;  111  re- 
peat it  to  you  till  you  have  gotten  it  by  heart. 

Thrif.  No,  I  thank,  you,  Sir,  I'll  have  none  on't. 

Scdp.  Pray  do,  you'll  like  it  better  next  time  j  hear  it 
once  more,  I  fay When  the  Mafter  of  a 

Thrif.  Hold,  hold,  I  have  better  Thoughts  of  my  own  j 
I'm  going  to  my  Lawyer  j  Til  null  the  Marriage. 

Scap.  Going  to  Lav/ !  Are  ye  mad  to  venture  your  felf 
among  Lawyers?  Do  ye  not  fee  eve^y  day  ho  at  the 
Spunges  fuck  poor  Clients,  and  with  a  company  of  foolifh, 
nonfenlical  Terms,  and  knavifh  Tricks,  undo  the  Nation?. 
No,  you  fhali  take  another  v/ay. 

Thrif.  You  have  Reafon,  if  there  v.- ere  any  other  way. 

Scap.  Come,  I  have  found  one.    The  truth  u,   I.  have 

a 
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a  great  Compaffion  for  your  Grief  j  I  cannot,  when  I  fee 
tender  Fathers  afflidled  for  their  Sons  Mifcarriages,  but 
have  Bowels  for  'enii  I  have  much  ado  to  refrain  weep- 
ing for  you. 

Thrif.  Truly  my  Cafe  is  fad,  very  fad. 

Scap,  So  it  isi  Tears  will  burft  out}  I  have  a  great  re-- 
ipedl  for  your  Perfon.  [Counterfeits  weeping. 

Thrif.  Thank  you  with  all  my  hearty  in  troth  wefhouid 
have  a  fellow-feeling. 

Scdp.  Ay,  fo  we  fhouldj  I  aflure  you  there  is  not  3 
Perfon  in  the  World  whom  I  reipedl  more  than  the  no- 
ble Mr.  T/^z/^y. 

Thrif  Thou  art  honeft,  Scapin.    Ha'  done,  ha'  done. 

Scap.  Sir,  your  moft  humble  Servant. 

Thrif  But  what  is  your  way  ? 

Scdp.  Why,  in  brief,  I  have  been  with  the  Brother  of 
her  Vv'hom  your  wicked  Son  has  married.  •" 

r^r//.  What  is  he? 

Scap.  A  moft  outragious  roaring  Fellow,  with  a  down; 
hanging  Look,  contradled  Brow,  with  a  fwell'd  red 
Face  enflam'd  with  Brandy  3  one  that  frowns,  puffs,  and 
looks  big  at  all  Mankind,  roars  ^at  Oaths,  and  bellows 
cut  Curfes  enough  in  a  Day  to  iervQ  a  Garrifon  a  Week  j 
bred  up  in  Blood  and  Rapine,  ufed  to  Slaughter  from  his 
\outli  upwards}  one  that  makes  no  more  Confcience  of 
kilhng  a  xMan  than  cracking  of  a  Loufej  he  has  killed  fix- 
teen,  four  for  taking  the  Wall  of  him,  five  for  looking 
too  big  upon  him,  two  he  fnot  piiTing  againft  the  Wall : 
In  fhort,  he  is  the  moft  dreadful  of  all  the  Race  of  Bullies. 

Thnf  Heav'n!  Hov/  do  I  tremble  at  the  Defcription? 
But  wliat's  this  to  my  Bufinefs? 

Scap,  Why,  he  (as  moil  Bullies  are)  is  in  want,  and  I 
have  brought  him,  by  threatning  him  with  all  the  Courfes 
of  Law,  ail  the  Aififlance  of  your  Friends,  and  your  great 
Pui-fe,  (in  which  I  ventured  my  Life  ten  times,  for  to  of- 
ten he  drew  and  run  at  me)  yet,  I  fay,  at  laft  I  have  made 
him  hearken  to  a  Compofitio'n,  and  to  null  the  Marriage 
for  a  Sum  of  Mony. 

Thrtf  Thanks;  dear  S<apin-j  but  wliat  Sum? 
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Sci^p.  Faith  he  was  damnably  unreafonable  at  firfl,  and 
'gad  I  told  him  fo  very  roundly. 

Thr'if.  A  Pox  on  him,  what  did  he  ask  ? 

Scap.  Ask?  Hang  him,  why  he  ask'd  5-00/. 

Thrif,  'Oimsand  Heart,  yoo  /.  Five  hundred  Devils  take 

ji'jm and  fry  and  frigallee  the  Dogj  does  he  take  me 

for  a  Mad-man  ? 

Sc^f.  Why  fo  I  faid;  and  after  much  Argument  I 
brought  him  to  this  :  Dammee,  fays  he,  I  am  going  to 
the  Army,  and  I  muft  have  two  good  Horfes  for  my  felf, 
for  fear  one  fhould  diej  and  thofe  will  coft  at  leaft:  three- 
fcore  Gu'neas. 

Thr'if.  Hang  him  Rogue!  why  fhould  he  have  two 
Horfes  ?  But  I  care  not  if  I  give  threefcore  Guineas  to .  be 
rid  of  this  Affair. 

•    Scap.  Then,  fays  he,  my  Piftols,   Saddle,  Hofe,  Cloth 
and  al!,  will  coft  twenty  more. 

Thrif.  Why  that's  fourfcore. 

Scap.  Well  rcckon'd:  'Faith  this  Arithmetick  is  a  fine 
Art :  Then  I  muft  have  one  for  my  Boy  will  coft  twenty 
m:>re. 

Thrif.  Oh  the  Devil !  confounded  Dog !  let  him  go  and 
be  damn'd,  I'll  give  him  nothing. 

Scap.  Sir. 

Thrif.  Not  a  Sous,  damn'd  Rafcal,  let  him  turn  Foot- 
Soldier  and  be  hang'd. 

Scap.  He  has  a  Man  befides  j  would  you  have  him  go 
a- foot? 

Thrif.  Ay,  and  his  Mafler  too,  I'll  have  nothing  to  do 
v/ith  him. 

ScAp.  Well,  you  are  refolv'd  to  fpend  twice  as  much  at 
T>oEiors-Commms,  you  are ;  you  will  fland  out  for  fuch  a 
Sum  as  this,  do. 

Thrif.  Oh.  damn'd  unconfcionable  Rafcal!  well,  if  It 
muft  be  fo,  let  him  have  the  other  twenty. 

Scap.  Twenty !  why  it  comes  to  forty. 

Thrif.  No,  I'll  have  nothing  to  do  in  it.  Oh,  a  cove- 
tous Rogue !  I  wonder  he  is  not  aftam'd  to  be  fo  cove- 
tous. 

Scaf, 
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^caf.  Why  this  is  notliing  to  the  Charge  at  Dociors^ 
-Commons',  and  though  her  Brother  has  no  Mony,  Ihe  has 
an  Uncle  able  to  defend  her. 

Thr'if.  O  eternal  Rogue !  well  I  muft  do't,  the  Devil's 
in  him,  I  think! 

Scap.  Then,  fays  he,  I  mufi  carry  into  Trance  Mony  to 
buy  a  Mule,  to  carry 

Thrif.  Let  him  to  the  Devil  with  his  Mule,  Til  appeal 
to  the  Judges. 

Scap.  Nay,  good  Sir,  think  a  little. 

Thrif.  No,  I'll  do  nothing. 

Scap.  Sir,  Sir,  but  one  little  Mule? 

Thrif.  No,  not  fo  much  as  an  Afs ! 

Scap.  Conlider. 

T/jrf.  I  will  not  confider.  111  go  to  Law, 

Scap.  I  am  fure  if  you  go  to  Law,  you  do  not  confider 
the  Appeals,  -Degrees  of  Jiarifdidion,  the  intricate  Pro- 
-ceedings,  the  Knaveries,  the  Craving  of  fo  many  rave- 
nous Animals  that  will  prey  upon  you,  villanous  Harpies  ! 
Promoters,  Tipftaves,  and  the  like  j  none  of  which  but 
v/UI  puff  away  the  cleareft  Right  in  the  World  for  a 
Bribe.  On  the  other  fide,  the  Protlor  fliall  Me  with 
your  Adverfary,  and  fell  your  Caufe  for  ready  Mony  : 
Your  Advocate  fhall  be  gain'd  the  fame  way,  and  Ihail 
not  be  found  when  your  Caufe  is  to  be  heard.  Law  is 
a  Torment  of  ail  Torments. 

Thrif  That's  true :  Why,  what  dees  the  damn'd  Rogue 
• : reckon. for  his  Mule? 

Scap.  Why,  for  Horfes,  Furniture,  Mu^.e,  and  to  pay 
fome  Scores  that  are  due  to  his  Landlady,  he  demands, 
and  will  have,  two  hundred  Pounds. 

Ihrif.  Come,  come,  let's  go  to  Law. 

[Thrif.  walks  up  a'nd  dorcn  in  a  great  Heat. 

Scap.  Do  but  reflect  upon 

Thrif.  I'll  go  to  Law. 
.    Scap.  Do  not  plunge  your  felf. 

Thrif  To  Law,  I  tell  you. 

Scap,  Why,  there's  for  Procurs'ricn,  Prefentaticn  Coun- 
cil, Produdfiors,  ProcStors,  Attendance,  and  fcnbling  vail 
Volumes  of  Interrogatories,    De^.^ofitions,   and    Articles, 

Con- 
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Confultations  and  Pleadings  of  Doaors,  for  the  Regifler, 
SubfHtute,  Judgments,  Signings—- Expedition-Fees  j  be- 
fides  the  vafl  Preients  to  them  and  their  Wives.  Hang  t, 
the  Fellow  is  out  of  Employment,  give  him  the  Mony, 
give  him  it  I  fay.  ,     ,  „       , , 

Thrif.  What,  two  hundred  Pound!        ,  ,     .      ,  . 

Seal  Av,  ay,  why,  you^l  gain  15-0/.  by  it,  I  have 
fumm'd  it'up;  I  fay,  give  it  him,  1' faith  do. 

Thrif.  What,  two  hundred  Pounds! 

ScaL  Ay ;  befides  you  ne'er  think  how  they  11  rail  at 
you  in  pleading,  tell  all  your  Fornications,  Baflardmgs, 
and  Commutings  in  their  Courts. 

Thrif.  I  defie  'emj  let  'em  tell  of  my  Whoring,  tisthe 
Falhion. 

Sca^.  Peace  5  here's  the  Brother. 

Thrif.  O  Heav'n  !  what  fhall  I  do? 

Enter  Shift  difguis'd  like  a  Bully. 

Shift.  Damme,  where's  this  confounded  Dog,  this  Fa- 
ther of  Ociavian^  Null  the  Marriage!  By  all  the  Honour 
of  my  Anceftors  I'll  chine  the  Villain. 

Thrif.  Oh,  oh!  [Hides  him/elf  khind  ScsLfin. 

Scap.  He  cares  not,  Sir,  he'll  not  give  the  200/. 

Shift.  By  Heav'n  he  {hall  be  Worms-meat  within  thefe 
two  Hours. 

Scat:  Sir,  he  has  Courage,  he  fears  you  not, 

Thrif.  You  lye,  I  have  not  Courage,  I  do  fear  him 
mortally. 

Shift.  He!  he!  he!  Ounds  he!  would  all  his  Family 
were  in  liim,  I'd  cut  off  Root  and  Branch:  Difhonour 
my  Sifter!  This  in  his  Guts:  What  Fellow's  that.?  ha! 

Scap.  Not  he.  Sir. 

Shift.  Nor  none  of  his  Friends? 

Thrift  No,  Sir :  Hang  him,  I  am  his  mortal  Enemy. 

Shift.  Art  thou  the  Enemy  of  that  Rafcal? 

Thrift  Oh !  ay,  hang  him-—  Oh  damn'd  Bully !   [^fide. 

Shift.  Give  me  thy  Hand  old  :Boy,  the  next  Sun  Ihall 
not  fee  the  impudent  Rafcal  alive. 

Scap.  Hell  mufter  up  all  his  Relations  againft  you. 

Thrift  Do  not  provoke  him,  Scapiti. 

Shift. 
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shift.  Would  they  were  all  here:  Ha!  hah!  hah! 

[He  foyns  euery  vpay  with  his  Sword. 
Here  I  had  one  through  the  Lungs  i  there  another  into 
the  Heart :  Ha !  there  another  into  the  Guts :  Ah,  Rogues ! 
there  I  was  with  you  :  Hah hali! 

Scap.  Hold,  Sir,  we  are  none  of  your  Enemies. 

shift.  No,  but  I  will  find  the  Villains  out  while  my 
Blood  is  up;  I  will  deftroy  the  whole  Family.  Ha,  ha, 
hah?  [E.v/>  Shift. 

Thrif  Here,  Sc^fm,  I  have  200  Guineas  about  me,  take 
*em.  No  more  to  be  faid.  Let  me  never  fee  his  Face 
again;  take  'em,  I  fay:  This  is  the  Devil. 

Scitf.  Will  you  not  give  'em  him  your  felf  ? 

Thrif.  No,  no!  I  will  never  fee  him  more:  I  fhall  not; 
recover  this  thefc  three  Months.  See  the  Buiinefj  done. 
I-truft  in  thee,  honeft  Scapin:  I  mufi  repofe  fomev/here: 
I  am  mightily  out  of  Order— ^ — A  plague  on  all  BuI-« 
lies  I  fay.  [Exit  Thrifi:y.' 

Scap.  So,  there's  one  difpatch'd;  !  m.uTr  nov/  find  oui 
Gripe:  He's  herCj  how  Heav'n  brings  'em  into  my  Neti 
one  after  another ! 

Enter  Gripe, 

■Scap,  OhHeav'n!  unlook'd  for  Misfortune 3  poor  MK 
Gripe,  what  wilt  thou  do?  [yf^alh  about  d^jh^Medly. 

Gripe,  What's  that  he  lays  of  me  ? 

Scap,  Is  there  no  Body  can  tell  me  News  of  Mi.  Gripe  I 

Gr:p:.  Who's  there?  Scafmf 

Sctp:  How  I  run  up  and  down  to  find  him  to  no  pur- 
pofe !  Oh !  Sir,  is  there  no  way  to  hear  of  Mr.  Gripe  .' 

Gripe.  Art  thou  blind;  I  have  been  jufl  under  thy  Nofe 
this  Hour. 

Scap,  Sir, 

Crfpe.  What's  the  Matter? 

Sciip.  Oh!  Sir.  your  Son— — 

Cripe,  Ha,  my  Son 

Scap.  Is  fallen  into  the  iliangcH  J^sfortune  in  the 
World. 

Gripe,  What  is'c  ? 

Scap.  I^met  him  a-v/hlle  ago.  diforder'd  for  fomething 
you  Lad  faid  to  him^  v.-herein  }-ou  very  itily  made  ufe  of 

Vol.  1  K  mv 
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my  Name.  And  feeking  to  divert  his  Melanclioly,  we 
went  to  walk  upon  the  Pier:  Amongft  other  things,  he 
took  particular  notice  of  a  new  Caper  m  her  full  Trim: 
The  Captain  invited  us  aboard,  and  gave  us  the  handlom- 
-eft  Collation  I  ever  met  with.  ^  ,i   t  •  , 

Gripe.  Well,  and  where's  the  Difafter  of  all  this  ? 

Scap.  While  we  were  eating,  he  put  to  Seaj  and  when 
we  were  a  good  diftance  from  the  Shoar,  he  difcover  d 
himfelftobe  2in  Englijh  Renegade  that  was  entertain  d 
in  the  Dutch  Service,  and  fent  me  off  m  his  Long-boat 
to  tell  you,  That  if  you  don't  forthwith  fend  him.  two 
hundred  Pounds,  he'll  carry  away  your  Son  Prifoner: 
Nay,  for  ought  I  know,  he  may  carry  him  a  Slave  to 

■^Gr/^^How,  in  the  Devil's  Nanie?  100 /. 

Scap.  Yes,  Sirj  and  more  than  that,  he  has  allow  d  me 
but  an  Hour's  time;  you  muft  advife  quickly  what  courfe 
to  take  to  fave  an  only  Son. 

Gr/>e..What  a  Devil  had  he  to  do  a  Shipboard?— - 
Run  quickly,  Scapin,  and  tell  the  Villain,  1 11  fend  my  Lord 
Chief-Tuftice's  Warrant  after  him. 

Sciip.  O  law !  his  Warrant  in  the  open  Sea:  d  ye  think 

Pirates  are  Fools?  r.  r    r  u  j  t,«  «  cu-« 

Crite.  Tth'  Devil's  Name,  what  Bufineis  had  he  a  Ship- 

'  Scap.  rnere  is  an  unlucky  Fate  that  often  hurries  M^n 

to  mifchief,  Sir.  «    .    r     r  vur  i 

Gripe.  Scapin,  thou  muft  now  aft  the  Part  of  a  faithful 

Servant. 

Scap.  As  bow,  Sir?  ,     ^.         r    j  c 

GrL^  Thou  muft  go  bid  the  Pirate  fend  me  my  Son, 
.nd  fcay  as  a  Pledge  in  his  room, 'till  I  can  raife  theMony. 
"■  Seal  Alas,  Sir,  think  you  the  Captain  has  fo  little  Wit 
as  to  accept  of  fuch  a  poor  rafcally  Fellow  as  I  am,  in- 
ikad  of  your  Son? 

Gripe.  What  a  Devil  did  he  do  a  Shipboard? 

ScAP'  D'ye  remember,  Sir,  that  you  have  but  two  Hours 

tl'iie  ? 

Griu.  Thou  fay'ft  he  demands • 

Scap,  tool. 

^  '  Griper 
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Gri^i.  200  /.  Has  the  Fellow  no  Confcience? 

Sca^.  O  law  !  the  Confcience  of  a  Pirate!  why  very 
few  lawful  Captains  have  any. 

Gr'i^e.  Has  he  no  Reafon  neither?  Does  he  know  what 
the  Sum  of  200/.  is? 

Sca^,  Yes,  Sir,  Tarpawlins  are  a  fort  of  People  that  un» 
dcrftand  Mony,  tho*  they  have  no  great  Acquaintance 
with  Senfe.    But  for  Heav'ns  fake  difpatch. 

Gri^e.  Here  take  the  Key  of  my  Compting-Houfe. 

ScA^.  So. 

KjYipe,  And  open  it. 

Sca^.  Very  good . 

Gri^i,  In  the  Left-hand  Window  lies  the  Key  of  my 
Garret  J  go  take  all  theCloaths  that  are  in  the  great  Cheil, 
and  fell  'em  to  the  Brokers  to  redeem  my  Son. 

Sc(^^.  Sir,  y'are  mad  j  I  fhan't  get  Fifty  Shillings  for  all 
that's  there,  and  you  know  how  I  am  ftreightned  for 
time. 

Grip,  What  a  Devil  did  he  do  a  Shipboard? 

ScA^.  Let  Shipboard  alone,  and  confider,  Sir,  your  SonJ 
But  Heav'n  is  my  witnefs,  I  ha'  done  for  him  as  much  as 
was  poflible,  and  if  he  be  not  redeem'd,  he  may  thank 
his  Father's  kindnefs. 

Grip.  Well,  Sir,  I'll  go  fee  if  I  can  raife  the  Mony. 
Was  it  not  ninefcore  Pounds  you  fpoke  of? 

Sc;ip  No,  200/. 

Grip,  What,  200/.  T>utch,  ha? 

Scu^.  No,  Sir,  I  mean  linglijh  Mony,  200  /.  Sterling. 

Grip.  I'th"  Devil's  Name,  what  Bulinels  had  he  a  Ship- 
board?  Confounded  Shipboard. 

Scap  This  Shipboard  flicks  in  his  Stomach. 

Grip.  Hold,  Sca^'m,  I  remember  I  receiv'd  the  very 
Sum  juft  now  in  Gold,  but  did  not  think  I  (hould  have 
parted  writh  it  fo  fbon. 

[He  pe[mu  Scapin  his  Vurfe^bm  will  not  let  it  go-,  and 
in  his  Trunfprtmmts,  fulls  his  Am  t9  md  frcf, 
vhilft  Scapin  reaches  at  it, 

Scup  Ay,  Sir. 

Grip.^m  tell  the  Captain,  he  is  a  Son  of  a  Whore. 

S^a^,  Yes,  Sir.  - 

Ki  Grlpel 
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Grip.  A  Dogbolt. 

5^4-  I  iV^all,  Sir. 

Grt^e.  A  Thief,  a  Robber,  and  that  he  forces  me  to 
pay  him  lool.  contrary  to  all  Law  or  Equity. 

Scap.  Nay,  let  me  alone  with  him. 

Gri^s.  That  I  will  never  forgive  him,  dead  or  alive. 

Scpi.p.  Very  good. 

Gripe.  And  that  if  ever  I  light  oa  him,  I'll  miirder  him 
privately,  and  feed  Dogs  v/ith  him. 

[He  pits  up  his  ?Hrfe,md  Is  going  aw  dp 

Scup.  Right,  Sir. 

Gripe.  Now  make  hafle,  and  go  redeem  my  Son. 

Sc.%p.  Ay,  but  d'ye  hear.  Sir?  Where's  the  Moay  ? 

Gripe,  Did  I  not  give  it  thee? 

Scap.  Indeed,  Sir,  you  made  me  believe  you  ^  would, 
but  you  forgot,  and  put  it  up  in  your  Pocket  again. 

Gripe.  U° my  Griefs  and  Fears  for  my  Son  make 

me  do  I  know  not  what, 

€cap.  Ay,  Sir,  I  fee  it  does  indeed. 

Gripe.  Wh^it  a  Devil  did  he  do  a  Shipboard? Damn'd 

Pii-ate,  damn'd  Renegate,  all  the  Devils  in  Hell  purfue 
thee.  [^^^>- 

Scap.  How  eafily  a  Mifer  fwallows  a  Load,  and  how 
difficultly  he  dilgorges  a  Grain  ?  But  Til  not  leave  him  fo  5 
he's  like  to  pay  in  other  Coin,  for  telling  Tales  of  me  to 
his  Son. 

I.nter  0<flavian  and  Leander. 

Scap.  Well,  Sir,  I  have  fucceeded  in  your  Bufmefs, 
there's  200/.  which  I  have  fqueez'd  out  of  your  Father. 

[To  Oclavian. 

Oci.  Triumphant  Sf^i?/«. 

Scap.  But  for  you  I  can  do  nothing ■    [To  Leander. 

Leand.  Then  may  I  go  hang  my  felf.  Friends  both 
adieu. 

Scap.  D'ye  hear,  d'ye  hear,  the  DevQ  has  no  fuch  ne- 
ceffity  for  you  yet,  that  you  need  ride  V-o'^.  With  much 
ado  I've  gor  your  Buimeis  done  too? 

Leand.  Is"t  poiTible. 

Scat).  But  on  Condition  that  you  permit  me  to  re- 
ran^W  iny  feif  on  vour  FaLhei',  for  the  Trick  he  has 
JUrrv^  me.  '^^^^' 
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lM«</.With  all  my  Heart,  at  thy  own  Difcretion,  good 
honeft  Scapin. 

Scap.  Hold  your  Hand,  there's  200/. 

Leand.  My  Thanks  are  too  many  to  pay  now :   Fari" 
wel,  dear  Son  of  Mercury,  and  be  profperous. 

Scap,  Gramercy  Pupil.    Hence  we  gather. 
Give  Son  the  Mony,  hang  up  Father. 


ACT    III.    SCENE  I. 

l-nter  Lucia  and  Clara. 

Lucia.  X 17"  A  S  ever  fuch  a  Trick  play'd,  for  us  to  run 
VV  away  from  oar  Governefles,  where  our 
careful  Fathers  had  placed  us,  to  foliov/  a  couple  of  younj 
Gentlemen,  only  bccaufe  they  faid  they  lov'd  us  \  I  think 
'twas  a  very  noble  En- erprize !  I  am  afraid  the  good  For- 
tune we  fhall  get  by  it,  will  very  hardly  recompence  the 
Reputation  we  have  loft  by  it. 

Cla.  Our  greatefl  Satisfadion  is,  that  they  are  Men  of 
Fafhicn  and  Credit,  and  for  my  part  I  long  ago  refolv'd 
not  to  marry  any  other,  nor  ilich  a  one  neither,  'till  I 
had  a  perfedt  Confirmation  of  his  Lovcj  and  'tv/as  an 
Allurance  of  Oc^avia-ds.  that  brought  me  hither. 

Luc.  I  muft  ccnfefs,  I  had  no  leis  a  Senfe  of  the  Faith 
and  Honour  of  Lemdcr. 

Cla.  But  feems  it  not  wonderful,  that  the  Circum- 
ftances  of  our  Fortune  fhould  be  fo  near  ally'd,  and  our 
felves  To  much  Strangers.  Beiides,  if  1  miftake  not,  I  fee 
fomething  in  Leander,  fo  m^uch  refembling  a  Brother  of 
mine,  of  the  fame  N-ame,  that  did  not  the  time  iince  I 
faw  him  make  me  fcirM,  I  fliould  be  often  apt  to  call 
him  fo. 

Luc.  I  have  a  Brother  too,  whofe  Name's  Ociavmn, 
bred  in  Italy,  and  juTi  2s  mj  Fatlier  took  his  Voyage,  re- 
turn'd  home^  not  knowing  where  to  find  me,  I  believe 
is  the  Reafon  I  have  not  iten  him  yet.  But  if  I  deceive 
not  my  itli,  there  is  fomething  in  your  Ociavian  that  ex- 
treamly  refrdhes  my  Mejnorv  of  him. 

K3  ch. 
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Cla.  I  wifh  we  might  be  fo  happy  as  we  are  inclin'cf 
to  hope :  But  there's  a  ftrange  blind  fide  in  our  Natures, 
which  always  makes  us  apt  to  believe,  what  we  mofl: 
earneftly  defire. 

Luc.  The  worft  at  laft,  is  but  to  be  forfaken  by  our 
Fathers :  And  for  my  part,  I  had  rather  lofc  an  old  Fa- 
ther than  a  young  Lover,  when  I  may  with  Reputation 
keep  him,  and  fecure  my  felf  againft  the  Impoiition  of 
Fatherly  Authority. 

Cla,  How  unfufiferable  it  is  to  be  facrific'd  to  the  Arms 
of  a  naufeous  Blockhead,  that  has  no  other  Senfe  than  to 
eat  and  drink  when  it  is  provided  for  him,  rife  in  the 
Morning,  and  go  to  Bed  at  Night,  and  with  much  ado 
be  perfwaded  to  keep  himfelf  clean. 

Luc.  A  thing  of  meer  Flefh  and  Blood,  and  that  of  the 
worft  fort  too,  with  a  fquinting  meagre  hang-dog  Coun- 
tenance, that  looks  as  if  he  always  wanted  Phylick  for 
the  Vv^orms. 

Cla.  Yet  fuch  their  filly  Parents  are  generally  mofl  in- 
dulgent to,  like  Apes,  never  fo  well  pleas'd,  as  when  th'are 
tbnoiincy  with  their  ugly  IfUie, 

Li^.c.  T-.veiiiy  to  one,  Lui  to  ic-rnc iUcIi  charming  Crea- 
tures our  careful  Fathers  had  deiign'd  us. 

Cla.  Parents  think  they  do  their  Daughters  the  greateil 
Kindnefs  in  the  World,  when  they  get  them  Fools  for 
their  Husbands,  and  yet  are  very  apt  to  take  it  ill  if  they 
make  the  right  ufe  of  them. 

Luc.  I'd  no  more  be  bound  to  ipend  my  Days  in  Mar- 
riage to  a  Fool,  becaufe  I  might  rule  him,  than  I  would 
always  ride  an  Afs,  becaufe  the  Creature  was  gentle. 

Cla.  See,  here's  Scapin,  as  full  of  Defigns  and  Affah-s,  as 
a  Callow  Statefman  at  a  Treaty  of  Peace, 
Enter  Scapin. 

Scap.  Ladies! 

Cla.  Oh,  Monfieur  Scapin  1  What's  the  Reafbn  you  have 
been  fuch  a  Stranger  of  late? 

Scap.  Faith,  Ladies,  Bufinefs,  Bufinefs  has  taken  up  my 
time ;  and  truly  I  love  an  adtive  Life,  love  my  Bufineis 
extreamly. 

Luc.  Methinks  tho'  this  fliould  be  a  difficult  place  for 
a  Man  of  your  Excellencies  to  find  Imployment  in. 

Scap* 


7he  Cheats  ^/Scafin.     19.9* 

Sca^.  Why  faith,  Madam,  I'm  never  fhy  to  my  Friends : 
My  BuTinefs  is,  in  fhort,  like  that  of  all  other  Men  of  Bu- 
fmefs,  diligently  contriving  how  to  play  the  Knave  and 
cheat,  to  get  an  honed  Livelihood. 

Cla,  Certainly  Men  of  Wit  and  Parts  need  never  be~ 
driven  to  indirc£t  Courfes  r 

Scd^,  Oh,  Madam!  Wit  and  Honelly,  like  Oyl  and 
Vinegar,  with  much  ado  mingled  together,  give  a  Relifh 
to  a  good  Fortune,  and  pais  well  enough  for  Sauce,  but 
are  very  thin  Fare  of  themfelves.  No,  give  me  your 
Knave,  your  thorow-pac'd  Knave  3  hang  his  Wit,  fo  he 
be  but  Rogue  enough. 

Luc.  You're  grown  very  much  out  of  hum.our  with 
Wit,  Scapinj  I  hope  yours  has  done  you  no  prejudice  of 
late. 

Scap.  No,  Madam,  your  xMen  of  Wit  are  good  for  no- 
thing, dull,  lazy,  reflive  Snailsj  'tis  your  undertaking,  im- 
pudent, puihing  Fool,  that  commands  h's  Fortune. 

CU.  You  are  very  piam  and  open  m  this  Proceeding, 
'whatever  you  are  in  others. 

Scap.  Dame  Fortune,  like  moft  others  of  the  Female 
Sex,  (I  fpeak  ail  this  with  refpefl  to  your  Ladiiliip)  is 
generally  molt  indulgent  to  the  nimble  mettled  Blockheads  i 
Men  of  Wit  are  not  for  her  turn,  even  too  thoughtful 
when  they  fhiould  be  adive:  Why,  who  believes  any 
Man  of  Wit  to  have  fo  much  as  Courage.  No,  Ladies,  it 
y'ave  any  Friends  that  hope  to  raife  themfelves,  advife 
them  to  be  as  much  Fools  as  they  can,  and  they'll  ne'er 
want  Patrons :  And  for  Honefty,  if  your  Ladiinips  think 
fit  to  retire  a  little  further,  you  fball  fee  me  perform  up- 
on a  Gentleman  that's  coming  this  way. 

Cla.  Prithee,  Lucia,  let  us  retreat  a  little,  and  take  this 
opportunity  of  fome  Divertifement  ^  which  hath  been  very 
fcarce  here  hitherto. 

Lrjter  Shift  ivith  a  Sack, 

Scap.  Oh,  Shift! 

Shift,  Speak  not  too  loud,  my  Mafler's  coming. 

Scap.  I  am  glad  on't,  I  fhall  teach  him  to  betray  the 
Secrets  of  his  Friend.  If  any  Man  put's  a  Trick  upon  me 
without  return,  may  I  lofe  this  Nofe  with  the  Po,^, 
without  the  Pleafure  of  getting  it. 

K.  4  Shift 
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shift.  I  wonder  at  thy  Valour,  thou  art  continually 
venturing  that  Body  of  thine,  to  the  Indignity  of  Bruifes 
and  indecent  BafHnadoes. 

Scaf.  Difficulties  in  Adventures  make  thera  pleafant 
when  accomplifh'd. 

Shift.  But  your  Adventures,  how  Comical  foever  in 
the  beginning,  are  fure  to  be  Tragical  in  the  end. 

Scap.  'Tis  no  matter.  I  hate  your  pufillanimous  Spirit : 
Revenge  and  Lcachery  are  never  fo  pleafant  as  when  you 
venture  hard  for  them  j  begone:  Here  comes  my  Man. 

Enter  Gripe. 
Oh,  Sir,   Sir,   fhift  for  your    feif,  quickly  Sir,    quickly 
Sir,  for  Heav'n's  fake. 

Gripe.  What's  the  matter,  Man? 

Scizf .  Heav'n !  is  this  a  time  to  ask  Queilions  ?  Will  you 
be  murder'd  inflantly?  I  am  afraid  you'll  be  kili'd  with- 
in thefe  two  Minutes. 

Gripe,  Mercy  on  mc!  kill'd!  for  what? 

Scap.  Tliey  are  every  where  looking  out  for  you.' 

Gripe.  V/ho?  Who? 

Scetp.  The  Brother  of  her  whom  your  Son  has  marry 'd  5 
fit's  a  Captam  o^a  Privateer,  who  has  ail  forts  of  Rogues, 
Ibr^gUfio,  Scotch,  JVelfi,  IriJIj,  French,  under  his  command^ 
arid  all  lying  in  wait  now,  or  fearching  for  you  to  kill  you, 
becaufe  you  Vv' ould  null  the  Marriage :  They  run  up  and 
dov/n,  crying,  where  is  the  Rogue  Gripe?  Where  is  the 
Dog?  where  is  the  Slave  Gripe?  they  watch  for  you  fo 
i.arrowly  that  there's  n©  getting  home  to  your  Houfe. 

Gripe.  Oh,  Scapin!  What  Ihali  I  do?  what  will  become 
of  me? 

Scap.  N2Ly,  Heav'n  knows  ^  but  if  you  come  within 
their  reach  they'll  De  IVit  you,  they'll  tear  you  in 
p:ece5i  heark. 

Gripe.  Oh  Lord ! 

^ycap.  Hum,  'tis  none  of  them. 

Gripe.  Can  ft  thou  find  no  v/ay  for  my  efcape,  dear  Scupin  f 

Scap.  I  think  I  have  found  one. 

Goipe.  Good  Scapin^  fliov/  thy  felf  a  Man  now. 

SfAp.  I  flrall  venture  being  moft  immoderately  beaten. 

Crii  e, 
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Crlpe,  DesjrScapin,  doi  I  will  reward  thee  boumeoufly: 
I'll  give  thee  this  Suit  when  I  have  worn  it  eight  or  nine 
Months  longer. 

Scap.  Liilen!  whoarethefe? 

Gripe.  God  forgive  me,  Lord  have  mercy  np-n  us. 

Scap.  No,  there's  no  body;  look,  if  you'll  fave  your 
Life  go  into  this  Sack  prefently. 

Gripe,  Oh !  who's  there  ? 

Scap.  No  body :  Get  into  the  Sack,  and  ftir  not,  what- 
ever happens;  Til  carry  you  as  a  Bundle  of  Goods  through 
all  your  Enemies  to  the  Ivlajor's  Houfe  of  the  Caftle. 

Gripe.  An  admirable  Invention,  Oh  Lord  !  quick. 

[Gets  into  the  Sack. 

Scap.  Yes,  *tis  an  excellent  Invention,  if  you  knew  all, 
keep  in  your  Head.  Oh,  here's  a  Rogue  coming  to  look 
for  you. 

Scapin  counterfeits  a  Welfhman. 

Voy^H  hear,  I  pray  you,  vehere  is  Leander's  fathers,  look 

you. 

In  his  ewn  Voice. 

How  fliould  I  know  ?  what  would  you  have  with  him 

[Lie  clofe. 
Have  with  him,  lo^kyoul  hw  has  no  creat  pus'nefs,  but 
hur  woud  have  fatisfa^ions  and  reparations,  look  yon,  for  Cre- 
dits and  Honours,  by  St.  Tsivy  he /Jmllmt  put  the  Injuries  a^d 
^jfronts  upon  7ny  Captains,  look  you  now,  Sir. 

He  affront  the  Captain,  he  meddles  v^ith  no  Man, 
Tou  lye,  Sir,  look  ym,   and  hur  will  give  you  Beatings  and 
Chajlifements,  for  your  Contradiciions  vrhen  hur  Welfe  flood's 
up,  look  you,  and  hur  will  cudgel  your  Va£ks  and  your  Nettles 
for  it;  take  you  that,  pray  you  now.  [Beats  the  Sack, 

Hold,  hold,  will  you  murder  me?  I  ki:iow  nor  whftre 
he  is,  not  I. 

Hur  will  teach  f^wcy  Jacks  how  they  profook  hur  Welfe 
'Bloods  and  hur  Chollers:  and  for  the  old  Kopie,  hur  will  have 
his  Guits  mid  his  Flood,  look  you,  Sir,  or  hur  will  never  we.v 
l.eek  upon  St.  Taffy's  Day  more,  look  you. 

Okl  He  has  mavvl'd  me,  a  damn'd  Wdfi  RafcaL 

Xf  Grip. 
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^Gr/^^.  You?  The  Blows  fell  upon  my  Shoulders:   Oh- 

5r^f  *Twas  only  the  end  of  the  Stick  fell  on  you,  the 
mam  fubflantial  part  of  the  Cudgel  lighted  on  me 

Grife.  Why  d^idi  you  not  ftand  llirther  off» 

Sc(tf.  Peace- — Here's  another  Rogue. 
In  a  Lancafhire  Dialed. 

Yaw  Fel/ee,  m'th  Sacktheere,  ^meyawknaw  whemh'm^ 
Rdjcatt  Graip  ts  ? 

Not  Ij  but  here  is  no  Rafcal. 

r^tro  Leen,  yaw  Dogm,  yaw  knawn  weel  eenuh  whearheh, 
m  yawdm  ted,  ond  that  he  is  a  foo  Rafcatt  as  any  is  in 
aw  the  Tawn;  Ts  tell  a  that  by\  Lady.  "^ 

-Not  I,  Sir,  I  know  neither,  Sir,  not  I 

m  thee,  ay  s  keeble  thee  to  fome  tune. 
Me,  Sir?  I  don't  underfland  you 
o'l!^:  ^^^'''^^''^''^^''^  ^^^-^  Hobble,  rtlfnite  th' Nafe 

Hold,  hold.  Sir,   what  would  you  have  with  him? 

my,  I  mtrn  knock  him  dawne  with  my  Ktbbo,  the  '  &/1 
bawtto  the  grawnt,  and  then  I  mm  beat  iim  aw  to  tap  by 
^h  Mefs,  and  after  Ay  mm  cut  off  the  Lugs  and  Nals  m  en 
^nday  wot,  hell  be  a  fratty  fwatley  lellet,   bawt  LugT JUd 

bo^'gra^^^^^^^  ^rfi'^^^-'r.,bfrlady,  a.  he  be'a^ 

So,  he's  gone,  a  damn'd  Lancafhire  Rafcal, 
er/^*.  Oh  good  Scapin!  go  on  quickly. 
Scap.  Hold,  here  s  another.         [Gripe  pps  ir,  his  Head, 
^  a    r      ,  -^^  ^»  ^rifh  To?7e. 

C,^^p  '^^  ^^^^'  ^^^^-^^«f  iprideefare  Is  de  damn^dpog 

Why,  what's  that  to  you?  What  know  P 
^for^  tt^yrate,  and  de  Devd  take  me,  but  I  will  make  thee 
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knoxofi^n  he  U  mdeed,   or  Vll  bmt  upon-  tiH  thou  dofi  know, 
by  my  Sahation  indeed. 

I'll  not  be  beaten.  , .       ,  ; 

Now  the  Devil  take  me,  I  /wear  by  him  that  made  me, 
if  thou  dofi  not  tell  fare  is  Gripe,  but  I  will  beat  thy  Fathers 
Child  very  much  i?jdeed.  u      v       u    • 

What  would  you  have  me  do?  I  can't  tell  where  he  is. 
But  what  would  you  have  with  him  ?  ,    r   i.- 

Fat  would  I  have  wid  him  ?  By  my  foul,  if  I  do  fee  htm, 
I  will  make  murther  upon  him,  for  my  Captain  i  fake. 
Murther  him?  He'll  not  be  murther 'd. 
7/  I  do  lay  my  Fyes  upon  him,   gad  I  will  put  my  Sword 
into  his  Bowles,  de  Devil  take  me  indeed.    Fat  hafi  dow  m 
dat  Sack^  Joy'i  by  my  Salvation  1  will  look  into  it. 
But  you  fhall  not.     What  have  you  to  do  with  it? 
By  my  Soul,  Joy,  I  will  put  my  Rapier  into  it. 
Gripe.  Oh!  Oh!  ^ 

Scap.  Fatt,  it  does  grunt,  by  my  Salvation ;  ae  Devil  take 
tne,  1  will  fee  it  indeed 

You  fhall  not  fee  my  Sack  5   I  will  defend  it  with  my 

Life.  ^       ^  , 

Den  I  will  make  beat  upon  thy  Body;    take  that,  Joy,  and 

that,  and  that,  upon  my  Soul,  and  fo  I  ^  take  my  leave,  Joy, 

[Beats  him  in  the  Sack, 
A  Plague  on  him,  he's  gone^  he  has  almoft  kill'd  me. 
Gripe.  Oh!  1  can  hold  no  longer j   the  Blows  all  fell  on 
my  Shoulders !  , 

Scap,  You  can't  tell  me  3  they  fell  on  mine :  On  mj 
Shoulders ! 

Gripe.  Yours  ?  Oh,  my  Shoulders ! 
Scap.  Peace,   th'are  a  coming. 

In  a  hoarfe  Seaman  s  Voice, 
Where  is  the  Dog  ?  Til  lay  him  on  fore  and  aft,  fwinge  hm^ 
Ttith  a  Cat-o' nine-tails.  Keel-hale,  and  then  hang  h,m  at  tlw 
Main  Tard. 

In  broken  French-Englilh 
Ifdere  be  no  more  Men  in  England,  1  vtll  kille  him,  /  vill 
pm  my  Rapire  m  his  Body,  1  vdl  give  km  two  free  piihe  m 

Je  Gutte. 

Here 
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Here  Scapin  ^Bs  ^  number  of  em  together. 

We  mtmgo  this  way o'  th"  Right  hand,  no  to  ih'  Left 

hand ]ie  clofe fearch  evry  rohere by  my  Saha- 

tiot,  I  will  kill  the  damn'd  Bog and  we  do  catch  'en, 

"ivell  tear  'en  in  pieces,  and  I  do  heer  he  we'nt  thick  way^ 

no,  ftreight  forward.     Hold,  here  is  his  Man;  where's  your 

Majier Da?n  me,  where ^  in  Hell?  fpeak Hold,  not 

Co  furiouHy -and  you  don't  tell  us  where  he  is,  we'll  mw- 

ihr  th  e ■ 

Do  what  you  will,  Gentlemen,  I  know  not. 
Lay  hem  on  thick,  thwack  h'm [oundly. 
Hold,  hold,    do  what  you  will,  Til  ne'er  betray  mv 
Ivlafter.  ^      ^ 

Knock  'endown,beat'enzx>mdly,  to  'en,  at  'en,  at  'en,  at 

[As  he  is  going  tejirike.  Gripe  peeps  cut,  and  Scapin  takes 
to  his  Heels. 
^  Gripe.  Oh,  Dog,   Traitor,  Villain!    Is  this  your  Plot? 
Would  you  have  murder'd  me,  Rogue?  Unheard  of  Im- 
pudence! 

Lnter  Thrifty. 
Oh,  Brother  Thrifty!  You  come  to  fee  me  loaden  with 
difgracc^  the  Villain  Scapin  has,  as  I  am  fenfible  now, 
cheated  me  of  200  /.    This  beating  brings  all  into  my  Me' 
"^"7-        ,  [Afide. 

Thr:f  The  mipudent  Varlet  has  gulFd  me  of  the  fame 
S'um? 

^  Gripe.  Nor  was  he  content  to  take  m.y  Mony,  bat  hath 
£ous'd  me  at  that  barbarous  rate,  that  I  am  alham'd  to  tell 
it5  but  he  lliall  pay  for  it  feverely. 

Ihnf.  But  this  is  not  all,  Brother ;  one  Misfortune  {5 
the  Forerunner  of  another;  Juft  now  I  receiv'd  Letters 
fr^m  Lcndon,  that  both  our  Daughters  hsve  rum  away 
f  o.-n  their  GoverneiTes,  with  two  wild  debauch'd  ycung 
Fellows,  that  they  fell  in  Love  with. 
Enter  Lucia  and  Clara. 

Lite.  Was  ever  fo  malicious  Impudence  £<;cv). Hall-— 

S^ireiy,  if  1  miflake  not,  that  Ihculd  be  my  Father. 
Cla.  And  th?  otlier  mine,  whom  Scapin  has  us'd  thus. 
Ltic.  Bieis  u:'  Returned,  and  we  not  know  of  it? 
C.».  Waat  v/iU  they  hy  to  find  us  hQ:Q} 

Lucia, 
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Luc.  My  deareft  Father,  welcome  to  England, 

Thrlf.  My  Daughter  Luce} 

Lnc.  The. fame,  Sir. 

Gripe.  My  dara  here  too? 

Cl(t.  Yes,  Sir,  and  happy  to  fee  your  fafe  Arrival.      ■: 

Thr'tf.  What  ftrange  DelliDy  has  direded  this  Happinef^ 
to  us } 

Eater  O^SLvlzn. 

Gripe.  Hey  day ! 

Thrif.  Oh,  Son!  I  have  a  Wife  for  you. 

Oci.  Good  Father,  all  your  Propofitions  are  vaia  j  linufi: 
needs  be  free,  and  tell  you,  I  am  engaged. 

Thrif,  Look  you  now^  is  not  this  very  finer  Now  I 
have  a  mind  to  be  merry,  and  to  be  friends  with  you, 
you'll  not  let  me  now,  will  you  ?  I  tell  you,  Mr,  Gripe'' o 
Daughter  here 

oh.  I'll  never  marry  Mr.  Grime's  Daughter,  Sir,  as  long 
as  I  live  :  No,  yonder's  fhe  that  I  mu(l:  love,  and  caa  ne- 
ver entertain  the  thoughts  of  any  other. 

Cla.  Yes,  Ociavian,  I  have  at  lift  met  with  my  Father, 
and  all  our  Fears  and  Troubles  are  at  an  end. 

Thrif.  Law  ye  now,  you  would  be  wifer  than  the  Ea- 
ther  that  begot  you,  would  you?  Did  not  I  always -fay 
you  fhould  marry  Mr.  Gripe's  Daughter  ?.  But  you  do  not 
■know  your  Sifter  Luce. 

Oci.  Unlook'd  for  BleiBng!  wiy  fhe's  ray  Friend Xf/ft^i- 
der's  Wife! 

Thrif.  How,  Leitndsr's  Wife ! 

Grrpe.  W-hat,  my  SonLeatzder? 

Oci.  Yes,  Sir,  your  Son  Leander. 

-Grz/'e. -Indeed !  Well,  Brother  Thrifiy.  ^tis  -trae,  the  Boy 
was  always  a  good-natur'd  Boy.  VVel],  nov/  I  am  fo  o- 
verjoy'd,  that  I  could  laugh  'till  I  {hook  my  Shoulders, 
but  that  I  dare  not,  they,  are  fo  fore.  But  look  Jbere  he 
comes. 

"Enter  Leander. 

Leand.  Sir,  I  beg  your  pardon,  1  find  my  Mirriage  is 
difcovcr'd;  nor  would  I  indeed  have  longer  conceal'd  it; 
t'us  is  my  Wife,  and  I  muft  own  her, 

Gripe.  Brother  Thrifty,  did  you  ever  lee  the  like,  did 
von  ever  fee  the  like?  Ha? 
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Thrif,  Own  her,  quoth  a!  why  kifs  her,  kifs  her,  Mair; 
odsbodikins,  when  I  was  a  young  Fellow,  and  was  firf! 
marry'd,  I  did  nothing  elfe  for  three  Months.  O  my 
Confcience  I  got  my  Boy  O^i  there,  the  firfl  Night,  be- 
fore the  Curtains  were  quite  drawn ! 

Gripe.  V/eW,  'tis  his  Father's  nown  Child.  Juft  fo,  Bro- 
ther, was  it  with  me  upon  my  Wedding-day,  I  could  not 
look  upon  my  Dear  without  blufhing ;  but  when  we  were 
a-Bed,  Lord  ha'  mercy  upon  us-—— but  I'll  no  more. 

Leand.  Is  then  my  Father  reconcil'd  tc  me. 

Gripe.  Reconcil'd  to  thee,  why  I  love  thee  at  my  Heart 
Man,  at  my  Heart  j  why  'tis  my  Brother  Thrifty's  Daugh- 
ter, Mrs.  Luce,  whom  I  always  defign'd  for  thy  Wife,  and 
that's  thy  Sifter  Clara  marry'd  to  Mr.  OSia  there. 

Leand.  OBavian,  are  we  then  Brothers?  there  is  no- 
thing that  I  could  have  rather  wifh'd  after  the  complcat- 
ing  of  my  Happinefs  with  my  charming  Lucia. 

Thrif.  Come,  Sir,  hang  up  your  Complements  in  the 
Hall  at  home,  they  are  old  and  out  of  Faihion.  Shift,  go 
to  the  Inn,  and  befpeak  a  Supper  may  coft  more  Mony 
than  I  have  ready  to  pay  for't,  for- 1  am  refolv'd  to  run  in 
Debt  to  Night. 

Shift.  I  ihall  obey  your  Commands,  Sir. 

Thrif.  Then,  d'you  hear,  fend  out  and  mufter  up  all  the 
Fidlers  (blind  or  not  blind,  drunk  or  fober)  in  the  Town; 
let  not  io  much  as  the  Roafter  of  Tunes,  with  his  crack'd 
Cymbal  in  a  Cafe,  efcape  ye. 

Gripe.  Well,  what  would.  I  give  now  for  the  Fellow 
that  fings  the  Song  at  my  Lord- Mayor's  Feaft:  I  my  felf 
would  make  an  Epithalamium  by  way  of  Sonnet,  and  he 
fhoul  fet  a  Tune  to  it ;  'twas  the  pretty 'ft  he  had  laft 
time, 

Entzr  Sly. , 

Sly.  Oh,  Gentlemen,  here  is  the  ftrangeft  Accident  fal- 
len out. 

Thrif  What's  the  matter  ? 

Sly.  Poor  Scapin. 

Gripe,  Ha!  Rogue,  let  himbehang'd.  I'll  hang  him 
my  felf. 
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sly.  Oh,  Sir,  that  trouble  you  may  fparej  for  pafTing  by 
a  Place  where  they  were  building,  a  great  Stone  fell  upon 
his  Head  and  broke  his  Scull  fo,  you  may  fee  his  Brains. 

Thrif.  Where  is  he? 

Sly.  Yonder  he  comes. 
Inter  Scapin  between  two,  his  Head  wrapped  up  in  Lirmm 
as  if  he  had  been  wounded. 

Scap.  Oh  me!  Oh  me!  Gentlemen,  you  fee  me,  yeu 
fee  me  in  a  fad  Condition,  cut  off  like  a  Flower  in  the 
Prime  of  my  Years:  But  yet  I  could  not  die  without  the 
Pardon  of  thofe  I  have  wrong'dj  yes,  Gentlemen,  I  be- 
fecch  you  to  forgive  me  all  the  Injuries  that  I  have  done; 
but  more  cfpecially,  I  beg  of  you  Mr.  Thrifty,  and  my 
good  Mafter,  Mr.  Gripe, 

Thrif  For  my  part,  I  pardon  thee  freely j  go,  and  die 
in  peace. 

Scap.  But  'tis  you.  Sir,  I  have  moil  offended,  by  the  in- 
human Baftinadoes  which 

Gripe.  Prithee  fpcak  no  more  of  it,  I  forgive  thee  too, 

Scap.  'TwcLS  a  mofl  wicked  Infolencc  in  me,  that  I 
fhould  with  vile  Crab- tree  Cudgel 

Gripe.  Pifh,  no  more,  I  fay  I  am  fatisfied, 

Scap.  And  now  fo  near  my  Death,  'tis  an  unfpeakable 
Grief  that  I  fhould  dare  to  lift  my  Hand  againfl . 

Gripe.  Hold  thy  Peace,  or  die  quickly,  I  tell  thee  I 
have  forgot  all. 

Scap.  Alas!  how  good  a  Man  you  are !  But,  Sir,  d  you 
pardon  me  freely,  and  from  the  bottom  of  your  Heart, 
thofe  mercilefs  Drubs  that 

Gripe.  Prithee  fpeak  no  more  of  itj  I  forgive  thee 
freely,  here's  my  Hand  upon't. 

Scap.  Oh!  Sir,  how  much  your  Goodnefs  revives  me! 
,    ^  [PhUs  of  his  Cap. 

Gripe.  Hows  that!  Friend,  take  notice,  I  pardon  thee, 
but  'tis  upsn  Condition  that  you  are  fure  to  die ! 

Scap.  Oh  me !  I  begin  to  faint  again. 

Thrtf  Come,  fie  Brother,  never  kt  Revenge  imploy 
your  Thoughts  now  j  forgive, him,  forgive  him  without 
any  Condition. 

'Gripe] 
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Grjpe.  A  dewce  on't,  Brother,  as  I  hope  to  be  lav'd, 
he  beat  me  bafely  and  fcurvily,  never  dir  he  did;  But 
fince  you  will  have  it  fo,  I  do  forgive  him. 

Thrif.  Now  then  Iet*s  to  Supper,  and  in  our  Mirth 
drown  and  forget  all  Troubles. 

Sc^p.  Ay,  and  let  them  carry  me  to  the  lower  End  of 
the  Table : 

Where  in  my  Chair  of  State,  Til  fit  at  eafe. 

And  eat  and  drink,  that  I  may  die  in  Peace.  [A  Dance^ 

[ExBmt  mines. 
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EPILOGUE, 

Spoken  by  Mrs.  Mary  Lee,  when  flie 
was  out  of  Humour. 

Ho  W  little  do  yoH  gtrefs  what  Pm  to  fay  I 
Pm  mt  to  ask  how ym  like  Farce  or  Vhyi 
Tor  you  mufi  kmiv,  Vve  other  Bujinefs  mvj\ 
It  is  to  tell  ye,  Sparks^  how  we  Itke  you. 
How  hapfy  were  we.,  when  in  humble  Gfflfr 
Tou  came  with  honefl  Hearts  and  harmlefs  Eyes% 
Sate.,  without  Noife  and  Tumult  in  the  Pit  I 
Oh  what  a  precious  Jewel  then  was  Wit ! 
Tho'  now  'tis  grown  [o  common^  let  me  die^ 
Gentlemen  [corn  to  keep  it  company. 
Indulgent  Nature  has  too  bounteous  heen^ 
Tour  too  much  Plenty  is  become  your  Sin. 
Time  was  ye  were  as  meek  as  now  you're  proud^  ^ 
Did  not  in  curft  Cabals  of  Criticks  croud,  > 

N/r  thought  it  witty  to  be  very  loud;  ^ 

But  came  to  fee  the  Follies  you  would  Jhun: 

7h(?  now  fo  fondly  Antick  here  you're  grown ; 

T' invert  the  Stage's  purpofe,  and  its  Rules; 

Make  us  Speciaiors,  vohilfi  you  play  the  Fools. 

Equally  witty.,  as  fome  valiant  are ; 

The  fad  Defeds  of  both  are  expos' d  here.  ^ 

For  here  you'll  cenfure^  who  difdain  to  write.,  ^ 

As  fome  make  Quarrels  hers  that  f corn  ^^fii'^^' 
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The  rugged  Soldier  that  from  War  ret  urns y 
'Andft'tll  vji'th'  heat  of  former  Adhn  hums  \ 
Let  htm  hut  hither  come  to  fee  a  PUy^ 
Proceeds  an  Errant  Courtier  in  a  Day, 
Shall  fteal  from  tW  Vit^  and  fly  tip  to  the  Box^ 
There  hold  impertinent  Chat  with  tawdry  Mauxi 
'Till  e^er  aware  the  BluftWer  falls  in  love ; 
And  Hero  grows  as  harmlefs  as  a  Dove. 

With  us  the  kind  remembrance  yet  remains^ 
When  we  were  entertained  behind  our  Scenes. 
Tho"^  now^  alas.,  we  muft  your  Ab fence  mourn., 
Whilji  nought  but  Qtiality  will  ferve  your  turni 
Damned  Quality  \  that  ufes  poaching  Arts^ 
And  {as  "'tis  faid)  comes  maslCd  to  prey  on  Hearts^ 
The  proper  ufe  of  F'izors  once  was  made., 
When  only  worn  by  fuch  as  owa'd  the  Trade: 
Thd*  now  all  mingle  with  ''em  fa  together., 
That  you  can  hardly  know  the  one  from  t* other ^ 
But  "'tis  no  matter  ;  <?«,  purfue  your  Game., 
Till  wearied  you  return  at  laji.,  and  tame : 
Know  then  "'twill  he  our  turn  to  he  fever e ; 
For  when  you\e  left  your  Stings  behind  you  there^ 
ToH  lazie  Drones,  ye  Jhan't  have  harbour  here. 
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To  the  Right  Honourable 

C  H  A  K  L  E  S, 

Earl  of  Vorfet  and  MiddlefeXy 

Gentleman  of  His  Maje%*s   Bed- 
chamber, ©f. 

My    LORD, 

OUR  Lordfhip  has  fo  often  and 
fo  highly  obliged  me,  that  I  can- 
not but  condemn  my  felt  for 
giving  you  a  Trouble  fo  Imperti- 
nent as  this  is :  Confidering  how 
remifs  1  have  been  in  my  Re- 
fpeds  to  your  Lordfhip,  in  that 
I  have  not  waited  on  you  fo  frequently  as  the 
Duty  I  owe  your  Lordihip,  and  my  own  Inclina- 
tions required  ;  ButtheCircumftances  of  my  Con- 
dition, whofe  daily  Bufinefs  mud  be  daily  Bread, 
have  not,  nor  will  allow  me  that  Happinefs :  Be 
pleafed  then,  my  Lord,  to  accept  this  humble  De- 
dication as  an  Inftance  of  his  Gratitude,  who  in 
a  high  meafure  owes  his  Well-being  to  you.  I 
cannot  doubt  but  your  Lordfhip  will  prote6l  it, 
for  nothing  ever  flew  to  you  for  Succour  unfuc- 
cefsfully :  I  am  fare  I  have  Reafon  to  acknow- 
ledge 


The  Eftftle  "Dedicatory. 

ledge  it.  As  for  the  unlucky  Cenfures  fome  have 
paft  on  me  for  this  PJay,  1  hope  your  Lordfliip 
will  believe  I  hardly  deferve  'em.  For  to  my 
beft  Remembrance,  when  firft  I  was  accufed  of 
ihe  thing  by  fome  People  of  the  World,  who  had 
perhaps  as  little  Reafon  to  think  I  could  be  guilty 
of  It,  as  to  believe  themfelves  deferved  it,  I  made 
It  my  Bufinefs  to  clear  my  felf  to  your  Lordfhip, 
whofe  good  Opinion  is  dearer  to  me  than  any 
thing  which  my  word  Enemies  can  wrong  me  of 
elfe  :  I  hope  I  convinc'd  your  Lordfhip  of  my 
Innocence  in  the  matter,  which  I  would  not  have 
^ndeavour'd  had  it  not  been  Juft.  For  I  thank 
niy  Stars  I  know  my  felf  better  than  (for  all  the 
Ffereats  fome  have  been  pleafed  to  beftow  upon 
me)  to  tell  a  Lie  to  fave  my  Throat.  Foreive 
f  ^'i^^  ^'''l^'  ^^''  Trouble,  continue  me  in  your 
Lordfhip  s  Favour  and  good  Opinion,  and  accept 
^ftbe  Prayers  and  Well-wifhes  of 


Tqut  moft  Humble^  md 


'^oft  Obliged  Servam, 


Tho.  Or  way. 


PROLOGUE, 

Spoken  by  Mr.  Smith. 

Ho  W  hard  a  Task  hath  that  poor  Drudge  of  Stage] 
Thatjirives  t9  pleafe  in  this  f ant ajiick  Agef 
It  is  a  thing  fo  difficult  to  hit. 
That  he's  a  Fool  that  thinks  to  do't  by  Wit -y 
Therefore  our  Author  bad  me  plainly  fay, 
Xou  mufi  not  lookfcr  any  in  his  Vlay. 
Tth'  next  place,  Ladies,  there's  no  Bawdy  in't, 
No  notfo  much  as  one  xcell-meanmg  Hint-,  ^ 

Nay  more,  'twas  written  every  Word,  he  fay s^  ^ 

OnflriBefi  Vigils  and  on  Fajiing  Days, 
When  he  his  Fleflj  to  Penance  did  enjoin,  1 

Nay  tookfuch  Care  to  work  it  chafl  and  fine,  j 

He  difciplin'd  himfelfat  ev'ry  Line.  j 

Then,  Gentlemen,  no  Libel  he  intends, 
Tho  feme  have  fir ove  to  wrong  him  with  his  Friends -^ 
And  Poets  havefo  very  few  of  thofe, 
They'd  need  take  care  whofe  Favour  'tis  they  lofe  : 
Who'd  be  a  Poet  ?  Parents  all  beware, 
Chertfh  and  Educate  your  Sons  with  Care-, 
Breed  'em  to  wholfome  Law,  or  give  'em  Trades^ 
Let  'em  not  follow  th'  Mufes,  they  are  Jades : 
How  many  very  hopeful  rifing  Citts 
Have  we  of  late  known  fpoil'd  by  turning  Wtts  f 
Poets  by  Critiques  are  worfe  treated  here. 
Than  on  the  Bank-fide  Butchers  do  a  Bear. 
Faith  Sirs  be  kind,  fince  now  his  time  is  come. 
When  he  mufl  fiand  or  fall  as  you  fljall  doom : 
Give  him  Bear-Garden  Law,  that's  fair  play  fir'tf 
And  he's  content  for  on$i  to  make  you  Sport, 


Dra- 


Dramatis  Perfonse. 


M  E   N. 


Goodvik. 

Mr,  Betterton, 

Truman, 

Mr.  Smth, 

Valentine, 

Mr.  Harris, 

Sir  Nuhle  Chmfy, 

Mr.  Underbill 

7/falagene. 

Mr.  Leigb. 

Cafer. 

Mr.  Jevon, 

Saunter, 

Mr*  Bovpwan, 

WOMEN. 

Mrs.  Goodvile, 

Mrs>  Barrey, 

J/iEloria^ 

Mrs.  Gihbs^ 

Camilla. 

Mrs.  Pr/V^. 

Lady  Squeamijh, 

Mrs.  G«/«. 

Lettice. 

Mrs*  Seymour; 

Bridget, 

Mrs. 

Friend- 
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ACT    I.    SCENE    I. 


S  C  E  N  E   r/j^  MalL 
Truman  Reading  a  Billet^  and  Servant^ 


TRUMAN. 

N  a  Vizor,  fay  you  ? 

Serv.  Yes,  Sir,  and  as  ^on  as  fht 
had  deliver'd  it,  without  any  thing 
more,  gave  the  V/ord  to  the  Coach- 
man, drew  up  the  Tin  Lettice,  and  a- 
way  fhe  hurry'd. 

Trum.  The  Meaning  of  a  Billet  of 
this  nature  without  a  Name  is  a  Rid- 

[R^ads-, 


^le  to  me." 


T(?«  knoTV  me  ami  fee  me  often,  I  roiflj  I  may  never  fee  yoti 
wore,  except  you  knew  better  where  to  place  your  Love,  or  I 
•ppere  abler  to  govern  ?nme :  As  you  are  a,  Gentleman,  bum 
thisfofoon  as  it  comes  to  yow  Hands. Adieu. 

Well,  this  can  be  no  other  than  fome  Stanch  Virtue  of 
Thirty  five,  that  is  juft  now  fallen  under  the  Temptati- 
<^n  5  or  what  is  as  bad,  -one  ofthofe  cautious  Dealers  that 
never  venture  but  in  Mafquerade,  where  they  are  fure  to 

Vol.  I.  '       L  be 
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be  wondrous  kind,  tho'  they  difcover   no  more  to  the 
Lover  than  he  has  juft  occafion  to  make  ufe  of. 
Enter  Goodvile  and  Valentine. 

Vol.  Truman,  Good-morrov/  j  juft  out  of  your  Lodging? 
but  that  I  know  thee  better,  I  fhould  fwear  thou  had  ft  re- 
folv'd  to  fpend  this  Day  in  Humiliation  and  Repentance, 
for  the  Sins  of  the  laft. 

Good.  I  beg  your  Pardon!  Some  Lady  has  taken  up 
your  time.  Thou  canft  no  more  rife  in  a  Morning  with- 
out a  Wench,  than  thou  canft  go  to  Bed  at  Night  with- 
out a  Bottle.    Truman,  wilt  thou  never  leave  whoring? 

Tram.  Peace,  Matrimony,  peace fpeak  more  reve- 
rently of  your  dearly  beloved  whoring.  Vdlmt'me,  he  is 
the  meer  Spirit  of  Hypocrifie h'ad  liardly  been  mar- 
ry'd  ten  Days,  but  he  left  his  Wife  to  go  home  from  the 
Play  alone  'in  her  Coach,  whilft  he  debauched  me  with 
two  Vizors  in  a  Hackney  to  Supper. 

r^/. Truly  GW^/7^,that  was  very  Civil,  and  may  come 

to  fomething But,  Gentlemen,  it  begins  to  grow  late. 

where  fhall  we  Dine  ? 

Trum.  Where  you  will,  I  am  indifferent. 

Good.  And  I. 

Val.  I  had  appointed  to  meet  at  Chatolins,  but<- — 

Tr«w.  With  whom? 

Val.  Why,  your  Coufin  MaUgem  Goodville. 

Good.  Valentine,  thou  ai't  too- much  with  that  Fellow. 
*Tis  true  indeed,  he  is  fome  Relation  to  me,  but  'tis  fuch 
a  lying  Varlet,  there  is  no  enduring  of  him. 

Val.  But  Rogues  and  Fools  are  fo  very  plenty,  'tis  hard 
si  ways  to  efcape  'em. 

Trum.  Befides,  he  dares  be  no  more  a  Friend  than  $, 
Foe,  he  never  fpoke  well  of  any  Man  behind  his  Back, 
nor  ill  before  his  Face:  He  is  a  general  Difperfer  of  nau- 
feous  Scandal,  tho'  it  be  of  his  own  Mother  or  Sifter  j  pri- 
thee let's  avoid  him,  if  we  can,  to  day. 

Good.  'Twill  be  almoft  impolTible,  for  he  is  as  impu- 
dent as  he  is  troublefome  j  as  there  is  no  Company  fo 
ill  but  he'll  keepj  {6  there  is  none  fo  good  but  he'll  pre- 
tend to.  If  he  lias  ever  feen  you  once,  he'll  be  fure  of 
%ou:  And  if  he  knows  where  you  are,  he's  no  more  to 
^  be 

0^, 
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be  kept  out  of  your  Room,  than  you  can  keep  him  out 
of  your  Debt. 

Val.  He  came  where  I  was  laft  Night,  roaring  drunk : 
fwore  Dam  him,  he  had  been  with  my  Lord  fuch  a  one, 
and  had  fwallow'd  three  Quarts  of  Champaigne  for  his 
fharc,  faid  he  had  much  ado  to  get  av/ay,  but  came  then 
particularly  to  drink  a  Bottle  with  me :  I  was  forc'd  to 
promife  him  I  would  meet  him  to  day,  to  get  rid  of 
him. 

Good,  Faith  Gentlemen,  let  us  all  go  dme  at  my  Houfe : 
I  have  fnubb'd  him  of  late,  and  he'll  hardly  venture  that 
way  fo  foon  again:  At  Night  Til  promife  you  good  Com- 
pany ;  my  Wife  (for  I  allow  her  for  my  ovvn  fake  what 
Freedom  fhe  pleafes)  has  fent  for  the  Fiddles  to  come. 

Trum.  Goodvik,  if  there  be  any  fuch  thing  as  Eaic  in 
Matrimony,  thou  haft  it :  But  methinks,  there's  as  ic 
were  a  Mark  upon  marry 'd  Men,  that  makes  eni  as  di- 
fl:inguifl:able  from  one  of  us,  as  your  Jews  are  from  the 
reft  of  Mankind. 

Good.  Oh  there  are  Pleafures  you  dream  not  of:  he  \t 
only  confin  d  by  it  that  will  be  fo :  A  Man  may  make  his 

Condition  as  ealie  as  he  pleafes. Mine  is  fuch  a  fond 

wanton  Ape,  I  never  come  home,  but  flie  entertains  me 
with  frefh  Kindnefs :  and  fack,  when  I  have  been  hunt- 
ing for  Game  with  you,  and  mifs'd  of  an  Opportunity,' 
flops  a  Gap  well  enough, 

Trum.  There's  no  Condition  fo  wretched  but  has  its 
Referve :  Your  Sp&nicl  turn'd  out  of  Doors,  goes  contented- 
ly to  his  Kennel:  Your  Beggar,  when  he  can  get  no  better 
Lodging,  knows  his  old  warm  Bufh^  and  your  marry 'd 
Whore-mafter  that  mifTes  of  his  V/ench,  goes  honeftly 

home,  and  there's  Madam  Wife, But  Goodvik,  who 

are  to  be  the  Company  at  Night  ? 

Good.  In  the  firft  place,  my  Coufin  ViSorict  your  Idol, 
JackTmman;  then  Mr. F^/ew/x/ze, there  will  be  the  charm- 
mg  Camilla,  and  another  that  never  fails  upon  fuch  aa 
Gccafion,  the  unimitable  Lady  Squeamifi. 

Trum.  That  indeed  is  a  worthy  Perfon,  a  geeat  Critick 

forfoothj  one  that  cenfures  Plays,  and  takes  it  very  ill 

ihe  has  none  dedicated  to  her  yet  3  a  conftant  Frequenter 

Li  ^      of 
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of  all  Mafquerades  and  publick  Meetings,  a  perfed:  Co^ 
quet,  very  affected,  and  fomething  old. 

Val.  Diicourfes  readily  of  all  the  Love-Intrigues  of  the 
Court  and  Town,  a  ftrange  Admirer  of  Accompli fhments 
and  good  Breeding,  as  fte  calls  itj  a  reftlefs  Danceri  one 
that  by  her  good  Will  would  never  be  out  of  Motion. 

Trum.  How  Valentine!  you  were  once  a  great  Admirer 
there,  have  a  care  how  yoii  fpeak  too  harfhly  of  your 
Miftrefs,  though  the  Bufinefs  be  over.  You  ftand  v/ell 
with  the  Ladies  yet,  and  are  held  a  Man  of  Principles. 

Good.  That  indeed  is  a  fine  Creature.  Your  old  har- 
rafs'd  Stager  has  always  fome  fuch  refiy  Whore-mafter 
or  another,  whom  fhe  makes  the  beil  of  her  Defpair 
withal  5  and  after  being  forfaken  by  half  the  Town  be- 
fides,  comforts  her  felf  in  her  Man  of  Principles.  But 
now  I  think  on't,  we  delay  too  long.  I'll  go  before  and 
prepare:  Gentlemen  you'll  be  fure  to  follow  ? 

Trum.  Sir,  we'll  not  fail  to  wait  on  you. 

[Exit  Goodvile. 

Boy!  is  the  Coach  ready?   Valentine!  I  have  had  the 

oddeft  Adventure  this  Morning ha Malagene ! 

Enter  Malagene. 
How  came  he  hither  ? 

Mai.  Jack  Truman,  Monfieur  Valentine,  hon  jour^^^ 
wa-s  not  that  Goodvile  I  met  comir.^^  in hah  ? 

Val.  Yes,  he  parted  hence  but  now. 

Mai.  Fa'th  Til  tell  ye  what  Gentlemen,  Goodvile^  a 
very  honeft  Fellow  as  can  be,  but  he  and  I  are  fallen  out 
of  late,  though  faith  'twas  none  of  my  feeking. 

Trum.  No,  Til  be  fworn  for  thee,  thou  lov'ft  thy  felf 
better. 

VhI.  Pray,  what  was  the  Matter,  Malagene  ? 

Mai.  Why  I  was  adviling  him  to  look  after  things  bet- 
ter at  Flome.  The  Fellow  has  marr/d  a  young  Wife, 
and  there  he  lets  her  make  Balls  and  give  Entertainments. 
I  was  very  free  with  him  and  told  him  ot  it  to  the  pur- 
pofe :  for  faith  I  fliould  be  forry  to  fee  any  ill  come  on't, 
very  forry, 

Trum.  But  hark  ye  Malagme,  Goodvile's  a  fort  of  a  fur- 
}y  Companion,  and  apt  to  have  fo  good  an  Opinion  ot 

himfelf. 
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hlmrdf,    that   he    is   able  to    manage   Affeirs    wi:hoat 
your  Advice :  He  might  have  been  very  fevere  with  you 


upon  this  Occaiion. 


Mai.  Severe  with  me!  I  thank  you  for  that  with  al^ 
my  Heart  5  that  had  been  the  way  to  have  made  a  fine 
piece  of  Work  on't  indeed !  Hark  ye,  (under  the  Rofe) 
he's  fweetly  fitted  with  my  Coufm  though. 

Val  Pray,  Sir,  fpeak  with  more  RefpeA :  We  are  his 
Friends,  and  not  prep^r'd  to  reliih  any  of  your  Satyr  at 


eient. 


Md.  O  Lord,  Sir!  I  beg  your  Pardon;  you  are  a  new 
Acquaintance  there,  I  remember,  and  may  defign  an  In- 
tcreft.  Faith,  Ked,  if  thou  dofl,  Til  ne'er  be  thy  hindrance, 
for  all  file's  my  Kinf.voman. 

Trum.  The  Rafcal,  if  he  had  an  Opportunity,  would 
pimp  for  his  Sifter,  tho'  but  for  the  bai-e  Pleafure  of  tel- 
ling it  himfelf. 

Mai.  Now  when  he  comes  home,  will  fhe  be  hanging 
about  his  Neck,  with,  O  Lord,  Dear!  v/here  have  you 
been  this  Morning?  I  can't  abide  you  fliould  go  abroad  fo 
f:3on,  that  I  can't :  You  are  never  v/ell  but  when  vou  are 
with  that  wicked  lewd  Trwnan,  and  his  debauch'd 
Companion  young  VaUnt'me:  But  that  I  know  you  are 
a  goo^d  Dear,  I  fiiould  be  apt  to  be  jealous  of  you,  that  I 
fhould,  ha,  ha. 

Trum.  Sir,  you  are  very  bold  with  our  Charadlers,  ma- 
th'nks. 

Mai.  I,  fiiaw  1  your  Servant!  Sure  we  that  know^  one 
another  may  be  free ;  You  may  fay  as  much  of  me,  if  you 
pleafe.     But  no  matter  for  that,  did  you  hear  nothing  of 

my  Bufmefs  laft  Night? hah? 

Tr.im.  Not  a  word  I  afifure  you,  Sir.  Pray  how  was  it.? 
Prithee  let  him  alone  a  little,  Valenme. 

Mai.  Why,  coming  out  of  Chatolms  laft  Night,  (where 
it  had  coft  me  a  Guinea-Club,  with  a  Right  Honourable  or 
two  of  this  Kingdom,  which  fhali  be  namelels)  jufi:  as  I 
was  getting  into  a  Coach,  who  fiiould  come  by  but  a 
blufiering  Fellow  with  a  Woman  in  his  Hand,  and  f.vore. 
Dam  him,  the  Coach  was  for  him:  We  had  feme  Words, 
and  he  drew ;  with  that  I  put  by  liis  Pafs,  clos'd  with 

L  3  hiaig 
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h\m,  and  threw  up  his  Heels,  took  away  Toledo,  gave  him 
two  or  three  good  Cuts  over  the  Face,  fei2,'d  upon  D/?- 
mozel,  carry'd  her  away  with  m-e  to  my  Chamber,  ma- 
naged her  all  Night,  and  juft  now  fent  her  oflF, Faith, 

amongil  Friends  fhe  was  a  Perfon  of  QuaHty,  I'll  tell  you 
that. 

Trum.  What!  a  Perfon  of  Quality  at  that  time  o'th* 
Night,  and  on  Foot  too  ? 

Mai.  Ay,  and  one  that  you  both  know  very  well,  but 
take  no  Notice  on't, 

Val.  Oh,  Sir,  you  may  be  fure  we  fhall  be  very  cau- 
tious of  fpreading  any  Secrets  of  yours  of  this  nature. — 
Lying  Rakehel !  tiae  higheft  he  everarriv'd  at  was  a  Bawd, 
and  fhe  too  baniih'd  him  at  lafl,  becaufe  he  boafted  of 
her  Favours. 

Mai.  Nay,  not  that  I  care  very  much  neither ;  you  may 
tell  it  if  you  will;  for  I  think  it  was  no  more  than  any 

cnewou'd  have  done  upon  the  fame  Occafion ha. 

Trum.  Doubtlefs,  Sir,  you  were  much  in  the  right. 
'But,Valen{ine,  we  fiay  too  long;  'tis  time  we  were  going. 

Mai.  What,  to  Dinner?  I'll  make  a  third  Man 

where  fhall  it  be  ? 

Trmn.  Sir,  I  am  forry,  we  muft  beg  your  Excufe  this 
time,  for  we  are  both  engaged. 

Mai.  Whoo !  prithee,  that's  all  one,  I  am  fure  I  know 
the  Company;  Til  go  along  at  a  venture. 

Val.  No,  but  Maiagene,  to  make  ihort  of  the  Bulinefs, 
v/e  are  going  into  Company  that  ere  not  very  good 
Friends  of  yours,  and  will  be  very  unealie  if  you  be  there. 

Mai.  What's  that  to  the  purpofe? 1  care  as  little  for 

them  as  they  do  for  me;  tho'  on  my  Word,  Sparks,  of 
honeft  Fellows,  you  keep  the  oddeft  Company  fometimes 
ihat  ever  I  knew  \ 

Trum.  But,  Sir,  we  are  refolv'd  to  reform  it,  and  in 
order  thereunto  delire  you  would  leave  us  to  our  felves  to 
Day. 

Mai.  No but  I'll  tell  you,   go  along  with  me;   I 

have  difcover'd  a  Treafure   of  pale  Wine I'll  allure 

you  'tis  the  fame  the  King  drinks  of— What  fay  you. 
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Jack  ?  I  am  but  for  one  Bottle  or  two ;  for  faith  I  have 
refolv'd  to  live  fober  for  a  Week. 

Trum.  Prithee,  Tormentor,  leave  us !  Do  not  I  knov7 
the  Wine  thou  drinkTt  is  as  bafe  as  the  Company  thou 
keep'ft  ?  To  be  plain  with  you,  we  will  not  go  with  you, 
nor  muft  you  go  with  us. 

Mai.  Why,  ii  one  fhould  ask  the  oueflion  now,  whi- 
ther are  you  going  ?  Hah  ? 

Va!,  How  comes  it,  Mala^ene,  you  are  not  with  your 

two  Friends,  Caper  and  Saunter^. you  may  be  fare  of 

themj  they'll  eat  and  drink,  and  go  all  over  the  World 
with  you. 

Mai.  How  canfi  thou  think  that  I  would  keep  flich 
loathlbm.e  Company?  a  Brace  of  lilly,  talking,  dancing; 
finging  Rafcals :  'Tis  true,  I  contracted  an  Accuaintance 
with  'em,  I  know  not  how;  and  now  and  then  when  I 
am  out  of  humour,  love  to  laugh  at  and  abufe  'em  for  an 

Hour  or  two but  come  what  will  on't,  I  am  refolv'd 

go  along  with  you  to  Day. 

Trum.  Upon   my    word.   Sir,   you   cannot ■  Why 

Ihould  you  make  fo  many  Dimcuities  \\nts  your  Friends? 

M/?/.  Whoo!    priihee  leave    fooling. You  would 

fhake  me  off  now,  would  you?  But  I  know  b-etter  things. 
•~— The  Sham  won't  pafs  upon  me.  Sir,  it  won't,  look 
you. 

Trnm.  Death,  we  muf!  ufe  him  ill,  or  there  is  no  get> 
ting  rid  of  him.    Not  pafs,  Sir? 

2^1al.  No,  Sir! 

Trum.  Pray,  Sir,  leave  us. 

Mai.  I  (han't  do't,  Su". 

Trum.  But  you  muft,  Sir. 

Mai.  May  be  not.  Sir. 

Trum.  I  am  going  this  way.  \lValking  of., 

Mai.  So  am  1. 

Trnm.  But,  Sir,  I  muft  fray  here  a  little  longer. 

Mai.  With  all  my  Heart!  'tis  the  fame  thing,  I  am  noc 
is  hafte. 

Val.  Have  a  care,  Malagene,   how  you  provoke  Tru.- 

man you'il  run  the  hazard  of  a  fcurvy  Beating,  my 

Friend,  if  you  do. 

L  4  Mai 
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Md.  Beating !  I  am  forry,  Sir,  you  know  no  better  r 
Pox,  I  am  us'd  to  Cqvyg  him  fo,  Man ;  let  me  alone,  yew 
ftaH  fee  how  V\\  teaze  him.     Hark  you,  Jack. 

Trim.  Sir,  you  are  an  impudent  troublefom  Coxcpmb. 

Mr/.  No  matter  for  that,  I  fhan't  leave  you. 

Trum.^  Sir,  I  ihall  pull  you  by  the  Nofe  then. 

MaL  'Tis  all  one  to  me,  do  your  worft. 

Trum.  Take  that  then,  Sir. Now  d'ye  hear 

[Tn-eaks  him  6y  the  Nofe. 
Go  about  your  Bufnefs. 

Mai.  Nay,  Faith,  Jack,  now  you  drive  the  Jcft  too  far : 
What  a  Pox  I  know  you  are  not  in  earnefl  j  prithee  let's 

Tmm.  Death,   Sir,  you  lie;  not  in  earnefl ! ~  let  this 

ccnvince  you lz}cks  him. 

How  like  you  the  Jeft  now,  Sir  ? 

Mai.  Hark  you  Trumm,  we  flian't  Dine  together  then» 
fiiallwe.?  ^ 

Val.  Faith,  to  tell  you  the  Truth  of  the  Matter;  Tni- 
man  had  a  Quarrel  lall  Night,  and  we  are  juft  now  going 
to  make  an  end  on't;  'Tis  that  makes  him  fo  furly.  Ne- 
verthelefs,  now  I  think  on't  better,  if  you'll  go,  you 
iball;  perhaps  we  may  have  Occafion  for  a  third  Man. 

Mah  No,  no,  if  that  be  the  Bufinefs  I'll  fay  no  morej 
puh — - 1  hate  to  prefs  into  any  Man's  Company  againft 
hislncl.'nation.  Truman]  Upon  my  Reputation  you  are 
very  uncivil  now,  that  you  are.  But  hark  you,.  I  ran  to 
the  Groom-Porter's  laft  Night  and  lofl:  myMony— —  Pri, 
thee  lend  me  two  Guineas  'till  next  time  I  fee  thee 
Child. 

Trum.  With  all  m^y  Heart,   Sir.    I  was  fure   'twould 
come  to  this  at  laft:  'Tis  here,  you  may  command  what 
•you  pleafe  from  your  Servant.    MaUge;:e,  good  Morrow. 
ILnter  Caper  and  Saunter. 

Mai.  Dear  Jack  Truman,  your  humble-  [Exit  Truman. 

Val.  Won't  you  go  along  with  us  then,  Malagene? 

Mai.  No,  here  are  two  filly  Fellows  coming ;  I'll  go 
'and  divert  niy  felf  a  little  v/ith  them  at  prefent. 

Val.  Why,  thofe  are  the  very  People  you  rail'd  at  fo 
tut  now :  You  will  not  leave  us  for  them }  At  a  time 
^hen  you  may  be  fo  ferviceable  ?  Mai, 
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Mai  H-nc't,  you'll  have  no  occafion  forme,  Man:  Sav 
«o  more  on^,  ^ut  take  my  Advice,  before  you  ftand 
feft,  don't  give  ground,  d'ye  hear,  pulh  briskly,  and  111 
vjarrant  vou  do  your  Bufineis.  r      ^ 

fXs i'r   I  thank  you  for  your  Counfel,  and  am  forry 
we  can't  have  your  Company;  but  you  are  m|agd  ? 
^mTavc  you  fore  thouVit  will  come  to  fighnng?  I 
have  no  mind  to  leave  your  Company,  meth:nks. 

V4    Nay,  nothing  fo  certain  as  that  ws  ftall  fight    I 
wifhyou  would  go,  for  I  fancy  there  wll  be  three  m    . 

'^\fd\  pox  on't,  now  I  remember  I  promisM  to 
meet  there  People  here,  and  can't  avoid  'em  now ;  Id  go 
with  you  elfe  with  all  my  Heart  Fa.th  and  Troth,  but  i£ 
vou'd  have  me  fend  a  Guard,  I'll  dot. 

'   r^No,  Sir, there's  no  danger —-Nothmg  but 

theRo^es  Cowardife  could  have  rid  us  of  him.  [£.v«  Vai 
mThow  now  BulUes,  whither  fo  faft  tl^s  Morning? 
I  pt^  ed  juftnow  with  J^ck  Tr.m..  and  Nc*/ FW.«..,»  : 
They  would  fain  have  had  me  to  Dinner  with  em  but 
I  was  not  in  a  Humour  of  Drmkmg,  and  to  fpeak  the 
Truth  on't,  you  are  better  Company  ten  to  one.  They 
ingrofs  mil  all  the  Difcourfe  to  themfelves;  And  a  Man 
can  never  be  free  with  them  neither.  j„,;^,.'<> 

C^f.r.  Oh  Lord,  U0.Uim'.l  ^^^^  >""  '>'%'^±?7, 
Creature,  but  now  as  we  came  round  ;  I  am  ^  R-^lcal  iJ 
I  don't  think  her  one  of  the  fined  Women  m  the  World  . 
T  (l>an't  oet  her  ou:  of  my  I4ind  tnis  Montn. 

s!,«»."'Twa3  VMon.,  my  Udy  F./.M/'s  Daughter. 
that  came  to  Town  Uft  Summer  whenCWv.-fe  wf^™"- 

ry'd.    He  in  love  with  her,  poorSoul! ItoUbeg  his 

Pardon  there,  as  I  take  it rJitri^ 

Ud.  That's  rr«w»'s  blo.^g:  She's  always  Imgring 
after  him  here,  and  at  the  Piay-houfe :  She  heats  her  felt 
here  e.ery  Morning  againft  fne  general  Courie  at  Nig^, 
where  (he  comes  a1  cSnftantly  as  my  Lady  So,^^^^,  her 

^''L«=^  I  vow  that's  a  fine  Perfon  too'  don't  W  ?^ 
(he  has  abundance  of  Wit,  %UUgmil  She  and  I  did  io 
tally  C/.K  t'other  Day  _ 

US  ^ 
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Caper.  Ay,  it  may  be  fo. 

Sam  But  did  you  never  hear  her  fing?  She  made  me 
fit  with  her  'till  Two  a  Clock  t'other  Morning  to  tea^h 
her  an  Italian  Song.  ^ 

I  have,  and  I  vow  flie  fings  it  wonderflilly 

ml.  Dam  her,   ^es  the  moil  affeaed  amorous  Tilt 

vniiTv  r""^  Ju"°^'  ^^'"  ^^^"  ^"  oJ^  Kite  does 
.^     young  Chickens:  There  is  not  a  Coxcomb  of  eighteen  ia 
Town  can  efcape  her,  we  fhall  have  her  draw  oSe  af  you 
into  iVIatrimony  within  this  Fortnight 

brShr*  ^f.^^'.'"''  thou  art  the  moft  Satyrical  Thief 
breathing  :  I  dgive  any  thing  thoudidfi  but  love  Dancing, 
that  I  might  have  thee  on  my  fide  fometimes 

Day  as  to  leave  off  drinking  as  I  have  done,  and  fet  up 
for  a  Shape  and  a  Face:  Or  what  is  all  one,  write  amo? 
^us  Sonnets,  and  fight  Duels  with  all  that  do  but  look 
like  Rivals.    I  would  not  be  in  love  for  ail  the  World    I 

c4ef  No?I  ^^^^^'  ""^  ''"'^  '^'"'''  ""''^  ^^  affeMMotm, 

• Ah  Phillis,  ffyou  would  not  t<nj6 

The  Shepherd,  8cc.  fSin^s 

Com''  ^"'  ^  '"'"^  '°  ''^  '^^*'  '^  ^  '^°  "«  g°  to 

-—There  s  my  Lady,  to  be  fure,  (he'll  not  fail. 

»t  fmftance."'    ^°"  ^'''  ^'''^^'"''  '^'"^**  ^""^  y°"  "« 

t^fLh)°^-  ^  ''^'''  ""'■'■"S.  I'il  go  for  all  that: 

m/^  r'  i     °"u''  "'"  "y  ^^ ^f  Court  to  Night. 

Davs   'L'r    ^"^  '"  "]?  Drawing-Room  thefe  tSee 
^»ys,   the  Company  w.11  wonder  what's  become  of 

She  here.  nay. h«f:!:^'"^'^"'^°^*- 
C/i/er.  Madam,  your  Ladylbip's  moft  humble  Servant. 

[Cmgees  affiffetlfyi 
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USauem.  Mr.  Cfi^er  !  your  moft  D^vot^^^' —  ^l'^ 
dear  i\k.  Samterl  a  thoufand  Thanks  to.  you  for  my  Songo 

Sam.  Your  Ladyihip  does  your  Servant  too  much  Ho- 
nour. 1^"'^'^  ^^  Cloc  full  of ^J^c  - 

L.  ^^«M^.  Mr.  Caper,  you  are  a  Stranger  indeed  l 
have  not  feen  you  thefe  two  Days:   Lord,  where  dye- 

'"^ Caper.  I  Ihould  have  waited  on  your  Ladyihip,^  but  was' 
fo  tired  at  the  Mafquerade  at  my  Lord  F/;.^?^rs  t  other 
Ni2ht  [Dances  and  Capers. 

Sam.  Madam,  Madam,  Mr,  Goodnjile  gives  a  Ball  to 
NiPhf  Will  vour  Lady fhip  be  there  ?  , 

L  5^«T^.  Yesi  I  hear^d  of  it  this  Morningj  Vtaort,. 

'^C.T^'ot  Madam,    d'ye  hear  the  News  ^  GW.;/. 
makes  a  Ball  to  Night:  I  hope  I  lliall  have  the  Honour  of 
your  Ladyfhip's  Company. 
L,5^«i;7;.  Oh,  by  all  means:  Mr.  C^}er,  pray  dont 

vou  fail  us.  , 

Oh  Lord  .Mr.M^/^e»^,  I  beg  your  Pardon,  upon  my 
Honour  f  did  not  fee  you,  1  was  fo  engaged  m  the  Civi=- 
lities  of  thefe  Gentlemen. 

Mai  Your  Wit  and  Beauty,  Madam,  muft  command 
the  Honour  and  Admiration  of  all  the  World,  But  when 
did  your  Ladyihip  fee  Mr.  >'li/e«?;«e.? 

L  SqHmm!o\i.  name  him  not,  Mr.  Malagene-,  he  s  the 

unworthyllbafeft  Fellow befides  he  has  no  jPrmci- 

pks  nor  Breeding:  I  wonder  you  Gentlemen  will  keep 
tim  Company.    Tllfwear  he's  enough  to  bring  an  Odium 

on  the  whole  Sex.  •  i    i  • 

Mai  The  truth  on't  is.  Madam,  I  do  drink  with  him  ^ 
now  and  then,  becaufe  the  Fellow  has  fome  Wit.  but  it: 
is  when  better  Company  is  out  of  the  way  j  and  faith  he  s 
always  very  civil  to  me  as  can  he :  I  can  rule  him, 

L  Squeam.  Oh  Lord,  'ds  impolTible.  Wit!  why  ha- 
was  abroad  but  two  Years,  and  all  that  time  too  m  an. 
Academy;  he  knows  nothing  of  the  Intrigues  of  the 
Trench  Court,  and  has  the  woril:  Mien  m  the  World  : 
He  has  a  forf  of  an  ill-natured  way  of  talking  indeed, 
and  they  fay  makes  bold  with  me  fometimes,  but  I  li^  al- 
fiire  you  I  {corn  liim.  *^^^"- 
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ml  Truly  he' has  made  very  bold  witli  you,  or  he  is 
foully  bely'd:  Ha,  ha,  ha.  /     .  is 

L.  Squeam.  They  fay,  he^s  grown  a  great  Admirer  af 
Madam  Cam:lU  of  lare,  who  pafTes  for  a  Wit  forfooth. 
Tis  true  fhes  well  enough,  but  I  fuppofe  is  not  the  firft 
that  has  been  troubled  with  his  impertinent  Addreffes 

Mai.  Indeed  he  would  not  let  me  alone,  'tilt  I  brought 
him  acquainted  there:   He  owes  that  Happinefs   to  me 
But  methinks  your  Ladyfiiip  fpeaks  with  fomethino-  of 
Heat-— By  Heav'n  fliers  Jealous ! 

LSqueam.  No,  I  affure  you,  Sir,  I  am  not  concerned 
at  It  in  the  leaf}. 
But  did  you  ever  hear  'em  difcourfe  any  thing  of  me  ? 

MaL  Never  any  ill,  Madam  j  only  a  little  idle  RaiHenr 
now  and  then  i  but  Truman  and  he  are  wont  to  be  fome- 
thing  lavifh  when  they  have  been  drunk  in  my  Gompa^ 
ny.—^-  Twill  work.  ^ 

L.  Squeam.  Nay,  I  know  he  has  fpoken  dilhonourablr 
ot  me  behind  my  back,  bccaufe  he  fail'd  in  his  filthy  Dc- 
ligns.  Madam  Camilla  may  deferve  better  of  him  I 
clcubt  not:  But  if  I  am  not  reveng'd  on  his  Falllioood 
l^juk]. — -  Mr.  Caper, 

L.  Sqiieam.  Where  do  you  go  to  Day? 

Caper,  Will  your  Ladylhip  be  at  the  new  Play  i^ 

L  Sqmam    No.  I  faw  it  the  firfl  Day,  and  don't  like  it. 

MaL  Madam,  it  has  no  ill  Charaaer  about  the  Town 

L.  Sque^.m  Q  Lord,  Sir,  the  Town  is  no  Judge. 
Tis  a  Tragedy,  and  V\\  affure  you  there's  nothing  in  it 
that  s  moving.  =* 

I  love  a  Tragedy  that  moves  mightily. 

Saun.  Does  your  Ladyihip  know  w1k>  writ  it? 

^..Squeam.  Yes,  the  Poet  came  and  read  it  to  me  at 
my  Lodgings:  He  is  but  a  young  Man,  and  I  fupDofe  he 
has  net  been  a  Writer  long:  Befides,  he  has  had  little  or 
no  Ccnveriaticn  with  the  Court,  which  has  been  the  rea- 
C    da\  "'"'^■^^'"^'^  ^  S^'^a^  many  Indecorums  in  the 
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Sdun.  I  did  not  like  it  neither  for  my  partj  there  was 
never  a  Song  in  it,  ha? 

Caper.  No,  nor  fo  much  as  a  Dance. 

MaLO\\,  it's  impofTible  it  fhould  take,  if  there  were  nei- 
ther Song  nor  Dance  in  it. 

L.  Sque^.m.  And  then  their  Comedies  now-a-days  are 
the  filthicft  Things,  full  of  Bawdy  and  naufeous  Doings, 
which  they  miftake  for  Railery  and  Intrigue  ;  befides 
they  have  no  Wit  in  'em  neither  j  for  all  their  Gentlemen 
and  Men  of  Wit,  as  they  ftile  'em,  are  either  filly  con- 
ceited impudent  Coxcombs,    or   elfe  rude    ill-mannerly 

drunken  Fellows fogh 1    am  aGiam'd    any  one 

fhould  pretend  to  write  a  Comedy,  that  does  not  know 
the  nicer  Rules  of  the  Court,  and  all  the  Intrigues  and 
Gallantries  that  pafs,  I  vow. 

Mai.  Who  would  improve  in  thofe  things,  muft  con-. 
fult  with  your  Ladyfhip. 

L.  Sque^m.  I  fwear,  Mr.  Makgene,  ycu  are  an  obliging 
Perfon:  I  wonder  the  World  fliould  be  fo  maHcious  to 
give  you  fo  undeferving  a  Charader  as  they  do :  I  alv.'-ays 
found  you  extreamly  generous,  and  a  Perfon  of  worth. 

Mai.  In  troth,  Madam,  your  Ladyfliip  and  my  felf  arc 
the  Subjeds  of  abundance  of  Envy :  for  I  love  to  be  ma- 
licious now  and  then,  and  faith,  am  the  very  fcourge 
cf  the  Court,  they  all  ftand  in  awe  of  me  3  for  I  mud 
fpeak  what  I  know,  tho'  fometimes  I  am  ufed  a  little 
fcurvily  for  itj  but  Faith  I  can't  help  it,  'tis  my  way. 

L.  Squefi.',n.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  really  I  love  Scandal  extreamly 

too  fometimes,   fo  it  be  decently  manag'd But  as  I 

was  faying,  there  is  not  a  Perfon  in  the  World  under- 
frands  the  Intrigues  of  the  Court  better  than  my  felf:  I 
am  the  general  Confident  of  the  Drawing -Room,  and 
know  the  Loves  of  all  the  People  cf  Quality  in  Town. 

Caper.  Dear  Madam,  how  ftands  the  Affeir  between 
my  Lord  Supple  and  Madam  Lofty? 

L.Squsam.  Worfe  then  ever:  'Tis  very  provoking  to 
fee  how  fl^ae  ufes  the  poor  Creature :  But  the  truth  is,  fhe 
can  never  be  at  reft  for  him  j  he's  more  troublefome  than 
an  old  Husband;  continually  whifpering  his  Softnefles  and 

making 
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making  his  Vows,  'till  at  laft  ftie  is  forc'd  to  fly  to  me 

for  fhelter,and  then  we  do  fo  laugh which  the  good- 

Tiatur'd  Creature  takes  fo  patiently I  fwear,  I  pity 

him. 

Sam.  But  my  Lady  CoJt,  they  fay,  is  kinder  to  the  Sparkifn 
Mr.  Frmeit. 

L.Squeam.  O  Lord,  Mr.  Saunter,  th^t  you  fhould  und^- 
fland  no  better  j  to  my  Knowledge  it  is  all  falfe :  I  know 
all  that  Intrigue  from  the  beginning  to  the  ending,  it  has 

been  off  this  Month befides  he  keeps  a  Player  again — 

Oh,  Mr.  Saunter!  whatever  you  do,  never  concern  your 
felf  with  thofe  Players. 

Saun.  Madam,  1  have  left  the  Folly  long  fince:  When 
firll  I  came  to  Town,  I  muft  confefs  I  had  a  Gallantry 
there:  But  iince  I  have  been  acquainted  with  your  La- 
dyship's Wit  and  Beauty,  I  have  learn'd  to  lay  out  my 

Heart  to  better  advantage 1  think  that  was  finely 

faid  I 

L.Squeam.  I'll  fwear,  Mr.  Saunter,  you  have  the  moft. 
Gourt-like  way  of  exprelTing  your  felf 

Saun.  Oh  Lord,  Madam !  [Bows  and  cringes, 

L.  Squeam.  Mr.  Malagene,  thefc  are  both  my  intimate 
Acquaintance,  and  Yll  fwear  I  am  proud  of  'em.  Here 
is  Mr.  Saunter  fings  the  French  manner  better  than  ever  I 
heard  any  JEngli/h  Gentleman  in  my  Life :  Befides  he  pro- 
nounces his  Englijh  in  finging  with  a  French  kind  of  a  Tone 

or1\ccent,  that  gives  it  a  ftrange  beauty Sweet  Sir, 

do  me  the  Favour  of  the  lafi:  new  Song. 

Saun.  Let  me  die!  your  Ladyfhip  obliges  me  beyond, 

Exprefiion Malagene,  thou  flialt  hear  me. 

[Sings  a  Song  in  a  French  Tom, 

Mai.  What  a  Devil  was  this!  I  und^rfiand  not  a  Word, 


ont. 


Saun.  Ha,  Malagene,  ha? 

L.  Squeam.  Did  you  ever  hear  any  thing  lb  fine? 

Mai.  Never,  Madam,  never;  I  fwear,  your  Ladyfhip  is  a- 
great  Judge. 

L.  Squeam.  But  how  plain  aad  difiiadlly  too  every 
^Word  was  proncsunc'd? 

Mai, 
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l^al.  Oh,  to  Admiration,  b  Admiration. 

[Makes  Mouths  ajide, 
L.  Squeam.  Well,  Mr.  Smnter,  you  are  a   charming 

Creature O  fad,  Mr.  Cape^,  I  long  'till  Night  comes: 

I'll  dance  with  no  Body  but  -^ou  to  Night,  for  I  fwear  I 
believe  I  fhall  be  out  of  Humour. 

Mai.  That's  more  than  Ihe  ever  was  in  her  Life,  fo 
long  as  fhe  had  a  Fool  or  a  Fiddle  in  her  Company. 

L.  Squeam.  Tho'  really  I  love  Dancing  immoderately— i 
But  now  you  talk  of  Intrigues,  I  am  miftaken  if  you  don't 
fee  fomething  where  v/e  are  going  to  Night. 

Mai.  What,  Goodvile  is  to  commence  Cuckold,  is  it 
not  fo  ? 

L.  Squeam.  Oh,  fie,  Mr.  Malagene,  fie :  I  vow  you'll 

make  me  hate  you,  if  you  talk  fo  ftrangely : but  let 

me  die,  I  can't  but  laugh ha,  ha,  ha. Well,  Gen- 
tlemen, you  fliall  Dine  with  me  to  Day What  lay 

you,  Mr.  Malagene,  will  you  go  ? 

Mai.  Your  Lady  Ihip  may  be  flire  of  me,  I  hate  to  break 
good  Company. 

L.  Squeam.  And  pray  now  let.'us  be  very  feverc,  and  talk 
malicioufly  of  all  the^Town.  Mr.  Caper,  your  Hand;  Oh, 

dear  Mr.Saunter,  how  fhall  I  divide  my  felf I'll  fwear, 

lam  ftrangely  at  a  lofs Mr.  Malagene,  you  muft  -be 

Mr.  Saunter's  Miftrefs  I  think  at  prefent. 

MaL  With  all  my  Heart,  Madam, Sweet  Mr.  Sawi- 

ter,  your  Hand  :  I  fwear,  you  are  a  charming  Creature, 
and  your  Courtfhip  is  as  extraordinary  as  your  Voice. — - 
Let  me  die,  and  1  vow  I  muft  have  t'otiier  Song  after 
Dinner,  for  I  am  very  humer&m  and  very  whimlical  I 
Ihiok  :  hHi  ha,  ha, 

[ExeHnt, 


ACT 
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A  C  T    II.     S  C  E  N  E  L 

S  C  E  N  E  2f^tf  Ordinary 

Inter  Mrs.  Goodvile  md  Lettice. 
Mrs.  Good.'Y\^'^  you  deliver  the  Billet? 

JL-/     Let.  Yes,  Madam,  faithfully. 

Mrs.  Good.  But  arc  you  fure  you  did  ? 

Let.  Can  your  Ladyfhip  think  I  would  be  guilty  of  the 
leafl  negledt  in  a  Concern  of  fuch  moment? 

Mrs.  Good.  And  are  you  fure  he  Dines  here  to  day  ? 

Let.  Madam,  they  are  now  at  Dinner  below :  Mr.  Valen- 
tine's there  too.  Oh,  I'll  fwear  he*s  a  fine  Man,  themofl 
courteous  Perfon ! 

Mrs.  Good.  What,  bccaufe  he  hunts  andkifles  you  whea 
he's  Drunk?  No,  Lettice ^  Truman,  Truman,  Oh  that  Trw- 

Let.  I  wonder  your  Ladyfhip  fhould  be  ib  taken  with 
him :  Were  I  to  chufe,  I  fhould  think  my  Mailer  the 
more  agreeable  Man. 

Mrs.  Good.  And  you  may  take  him  if  you  willj  he  i» 
as  much  a  Husband  as  one  would  wifli :  I  have  not  feen 
him  this  Fortnight  j  he  never  comes  home  till  Four  in  the 
Morning,  and  then  he  fneaks  to  his  feparate  Bed,  where 
he  lies  'till  Afternoon,  then  rifes  and  out  again  upon  his 
Parole:  Flefh  and  Blood  can't  endure  it. 

Lit.  But  he  always  vifits  your  Ladyihr'p  finl. 

Mrs.  Good.  That's  his  Policy,  as  great  Debtors  are  al- 
ways very  refpedful  and  acknowledging  where  they  ne- 
ver mean  to  pay.  'Tis  true,  he  gives  me  what  Freedom 
I  can  delire,  but  God  knows  that's  all. 
_  Let.  And  where's  the  Pleafure  of  going  abroad  and  get- 
ting a  Stomach,  to  return  and  ftarve  at  home? 

Mrs.  Good.  I  laogh  though  to  think  what  an  eafie  Fool 
he  belie v'es  mci  he  thinks  me  the  mofl:  contented,  inno- 
cent, harmlefs  Turtle  breathing,  the  very  Pattern  of  Pati- 
ence. 

Let.  A  Jewel  of  a  Wife,  Mrs.  Cot>4, 


Frienpship  in  Fashion,    235 

'  Mrs.  Good.  And  as  blind  with  Love  as  his  own  good 
Opin^onofhimieif  has  made  him. 

Let  And  can  you  find  in  your  Heart  to  wrong  fo  good 
a  natur'd  compkat  well-meaning  harmlefs  Husband,  that 
has  fo  good  an  Opinion  of  you? 

Mr^  Good.  Ha,  wrong  him!  what  lay  yon,  Lettics?  i 
wrong  my  Husband!  fuch  another  word  forfeits  my 
good  Opinion  of  thee  for  ever. 

Ut.  What  meant  the  Billet  to  ^Ir.  Trumm  then  this 

Morning?  ^  .      ,        ,  j   jt 

Mrs.  Gre?^.  To  make  him  my  Friend  perhaps,  and  dil- 
cover  if  I  cm  who  it  is  that  wrongs  me  m  my  Husoand  s 
Affec1:ion :  For  I  £m  fure  I  have  a  Rival.  And  I  am  apt 
to  brieve  Vicior}a  deierves  no  better  than  ordinary  ot  me, 
if  th2  truth  were  known. 

Let.  Why,  fhc  is  his  near  Kinfwoman,  and  iives  here 
in  the  Hcufe  with  youj  beiides,  he  would  never  diir.o- 
nour  his  ov/n  Family  farely. 

Mrs.  Good.  You  arc  a  Fool,  Leti'.ce,  the  Nearnels  ot 
Blood  is  the  leaTi  thing  conlidered.  Beiides,  as  I  have  heard, 
'tis  almoU  the  only  way  P^elations  care  to  be  kind  to  on« 
another  now-a-days.  . 

Ltt.  Yet,  Madam,  you  never  m.eet,  but  you  are  as  kind 
and  fond  of  him,  as  if  you  had  all  the  Joys  of  Lovcaoout- 
you.  Lord  !  How  can  you  diiTemble  with  him  fo?  Be^ 
lides,  Mr.  Trwnm,  Madam,  you  know  is  his  Friend. 

Mrs.  Good.  Oh,  if  I  would  ever  confent  to  wrong  my 
Husband  (which  Heav'n  forbid,  Le:t,ce!)  it  Hiould  be  to 
chufe,  with  his  Friend,  For  fuch  a  one  has  a  doable 
Obl-gation  to  Secrecy,  as  well  for  his  own  Honour  as-iiime. 
But  Til  fvvear,  Lett':ce,  you  are  an  idle  Girl  for  talking  io 
much  of  this,  that  you  are:  'Tis  enough  to  put  lU 
Thoughts  into  ones  Head,  which  I  am  the  moft  averie  to 
of  alUhings  in  the  World. 

Lei.  But,  Madam,  Thoughts  are  free^  and  it  is  as  hard 
not  to  think  a  litde  idly  Ibmetimes,  as  it  is  to  be  always 
in  good  Humour.  But  it^;would  makeany  one  laugh,  to  thmk 
Mr.  Truman  fnould  be  in  love  with  Madam  Vicioria,  if  all 
be  real  which  your  Ladyfhip  fufpe6ls. 

Mrs.  Good,  Ay,  and  with  a  de%n  of  Marriage  too  : 
'  But 
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But  a  ranging  Gallant  thinks  he  fathoms  all,  and  counts 
it  as  much  beneath  his  Experience  to  doubt  his  Security 
in  a  Wife,  as  Succefs  in  a  Miftrefs. 

Ut.  Beiides,  after  a  Httle  time,   he  is  fo  very  induflri- 
ous  in  Cuckolding  others,    that  he  never  dreams  how 
fwimmingly  his  own  Affairs  are  manag'd  at  home. 
'Enter  Vidloria. 

Mrs.  Good.  But  hufh fhe's  here. 

Vi£i,  A  happy  Day  to  you.  Madam.' 
Mrs.  Good,  Dear  Couiin,  your  humble  Servanr :  Have 
you  heard  who  are  below  ? 

Vici.  Yes,  young  Trumm  and  his  infeparable  Compani- 
on Valentine, 

Mrs.  Good.  Well,  what  will  you  do  Coufin?  Trumaa 
comes  refolv'd  on  Conquefl^  f^r  with  the  Advantages  he 
has  m  your  Heart  alread;/,  ^tis  impoilible  you  Ihould 
be  able  to  hold  out  againft  him. 

VicZ  Yes,  povvcrfuT  Champaign  as  the^  call  it  may  do 
muchj  a  Spark  can  no  more  refrain  running  into  love 
after  a  Bottle,  than  a  d:-unken  Country  Vicar  can  avoid 
difputicg  of  Religion  when  his  Patron's  Alesrowsflrone- 
er  than  his  Reafon.  ^ 

Mrs.  Good.  Come,  come,  diiTcmhle  youF  Inclinations  as 
artfully  as  you  pleafe,  I  am  fure  they  are  not  fo  indiffe- 
rent, but  they  may  be  eafily  dilcerned. 

Vi^.  Truly,  Madam,  you  may  be  miflaken  in  your 
guefs.  ' 

Mrs.Good.  Uowl  I  doubt  it  is  fome  other  Man  then 

has  caufed  this  Alt;eration  in  you, Lord,  Lenice,  is  ihe 

not  extreamly  alter'd  ? 

VicJ.  Alter'd,  Madam,  what  do  you  mean  ? 
Mrs.^Gcod  Nay,  Lettics,  fetch  a  Glafs  and  let  her  fee 
her  ielfi  Lord,  you  are  paler  than  you  ufe  to  be. 
Let.  Ay,  and  then  that  Bluenefs  under  the  Eyes. 
Mrs.  Good.  Eefides,  you  are  notfoHvelvasIhaveknown 
you;  Pardon  me,  Coufin.  "' 

Let.  Well,  if  there  be  a  fault,  Marriage  will  cure  all. 
Via.  ni  afTure  you,  I  have  none  that  I  know  of  fiands 
in  need  of    fo   defperate   a   Remedy.    Marriage!    fault' 
What  can  all  this  tend  to  ? 


£nfsr 
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Enter  Page. 
Mrs.  Good.  Well,  what  now? 
Tage.  Madam  CdtnilU   is  coming  to  wait  upon  your 

Mrs.GW.  Ha,  C^milh!  Tell  her  I'll  attend  her: 
"Won't  you  go  with  me,  Vicioria  ? 

Via.  I'll  but  ftep  into  my  Chamber,  and  follow  you 
inftantly.  [£^-  Mrs.  Good .  ^«^  Page, 

Whither  can  all  this  drive?  Surely  {he  has  difcovered  fome- 
thing  of  Go^^^w/g'sLoveand  mine  :  If  Ihe  has,  I  am  rum  d. 
Enter  Goodvile.  ^ 

Gcod.  Viaorictl  your  Coufin  is  not  here,  is  (he?  Wnat, 
in  Clouds  ?  I  ftole  this  Minute  from  my  Friends  on  pur- 
pofe  to  fee  thee,  and  muft  not  I  have  a  Look?  Not  a 
Word? 

VtB.  Oh,  I  am  ruin'd  and  loft  for  ever.  I  fear  your  Wife 
has  had  fomc  knowledge  of  our  Loves:  And  if  it  be  lo, 
what  will  then  become  of  me  ? 

Coed.  Prithee  no  more;  My  Wife!  Ihe  has  too  goodatt 
Opinion  of  her  felf,  to  have  an  ill  one  of  mej  and  would 
as  foon  believe  her  Glafs  could  flatter  her,  as  I  be  falie  to 

her:  My  Wife! ha,  ha. 

Via,  Yes,  I  am  fure  it  muH  he  foj  it  can  be  no  other- 
wife:  But  you  are  fatisfy'd,  and  now  have  nothing  more 
to  do,  but  to  leave  me  t©  be  miferable. 

Good.  Leave  thee  !  By  Heav'n  I'd  fooner  renounce  my 
Family,  and  ov/n  my  felf  the  Baftard  of  a  Rafcal:  Come, 
quiet  thy  Doubts  j  Trumm  is  herej  and  take  my  Love  for 
thy  Security,  he  fhall  be  thine  to  Night. 

Via.  I  have  great  Reafon  to  expert  it  indeed,  that  you 
would  hazard  your  Intereft  in  fo  good  a  Friend  for  the 
Reparation  of  my  Honour,  that  fo  little  concerns  you,  and 
wliich  you  have  akeady  made  your  beft  ot. 

Good.  No  more  of  that,  Love's  my  Province;  and  thine 
is  too  dear  to  me  to  be  negleded.    'Tis  truA    I   have 
made  him  my  Friend,  and  1  hope  he  will  defejve  it,   by 
doing  thee  that  Juftice  which  1  am  incapable  of. 
Via.  You  can  promife  eafily. 

Good.  Ay,  and  as  refolutely  perform :  When  I  have 
heaed  him  with  Wine,  prepare  to  receive  him. 
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Enter  Mr^.  GoodviIe» 
Ha,  flieliere! 

T  .^''"  ?'i:^''\  ^'''  ^'-  G'O'i^'h  are  you  there  indeed ? 
1  thougnt  I  fhould  catch  you. 

iv^.Tf  ^^)  ^^  ^'^'  ^  ^^^^  ^^^"  *^^^"g  a  good 
Word  for  Jack  Truman;  my  Coufm  F/^.W^'s  too  cruel 

Mrs.  Good,  Oh,  fie,  FiV?^m/  Can  you  be  fo  hard-heart- 
ed to  deny  any  thing,  when  Mr.  Cood'vtU  is  an  Advocate  ? 

Vict.  1  muft  confefs  it  is  with  fome difficulty  ^  but  fhould 
1  too  eahJy  comply  upon  Mr.  Goodvileh  IntcrcefTion,  who 
knows  but  your  Ladyfliip  might  be  jealous?  For  he  that 
uLm        ^'^^'  ^^o^^^^'  ^^Y  prefumc  there's  hopes  for 

Mrs.  Good.  Ay,  but  Coufin,  I  know  you  are  my  Friend, 
and  would  not,  though  but  in  regard  of  that,  do  me  fuch 
injury:  Beiidcs,  Mr.  Goodvile  knows  I  dare  truft  him. 
Don  t  you,  Love  ? 

Good.  Trufl  me!  yes,  for  if  you  don't,  'tis  all  one 

Creduious  Innocence !  [^^de 

Alas,  my  Dear,  were  I  as  falfe  as  thou  art  ?ood,  thy'^ee- 

nerous  Confidence  would  fhame  m.e  into  Honeftv. 

£raer  Camilla  j-mning  find  f^iu-eaki-g.     Trumaa  and 

Valentine  ,^jter  her. 

Cam.  For  Heay'n's  fake.  Madam,  fave  me!  - Mr 

Goodvile,  'tis  fafer  travelling  through  the  Delarts  of  ^m' 
J/J,  than  ent'ring  your  Houfe:  Had  I  not  ran  hard  for  it, 
I  had  been  devoured,  that's  certain. 

V^J.  Oh,  Madam,  are  you  herded?   It  wiH  be  to   lit- 
tle purj.:orei  I  am  Icanch,  and  never  change  my  Game.  --^ 
Cam.  But  when  you  have  loi^  it,    if  frelh  flart  up,  you 
can  be  as  fully  fatished,   who  hunt  more  ibr  the  love  ol 
the  Sport,  than  for  the  fake  of  the  Prey. 

Val.  But,  Madam,  fiiould  you  chance  to  be  taken,  look 
to'ti  for  I  fliall  toufe  ar.d  worry  you  moft  unmercifully, 
till  I  have  reveng'd  my  iclf  fevcrely,  for  the  pains  you 
colt  me  catching.  ^ 

Cam.  Therefore  I  am  refolv'd  to  keep  out  of  your  reach  j 
Lord!  what  would  become  of  fuch  a  poor  little  Creaure 
as  I  am,  m  tke  Paws  of  fo  ravenous  an  Animal.? 

Trum, 
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Tmm.  But  are  you  too,  Lady,  £o  wild  as  Mrs. Camilla} 

Vicl.  Oh,  Sir,  to  the  full!  But  I  hope  you  are  not  fo  un- 
merciful as  Mr.  Valentine. 

Trum.  No,  Madam,  quite  on  the  contrary,  as  foft  and 
pliant  as  your  Pillow ;  you  may  mould  me  to  your  own 
cafe  and  pleafure,  which  way  you  will. 

Vici.  Tis  ftrange  two  of  llich  different  Tempers  fhould 
fo  well  agree:  Methinks  you  looklike  two  as  roaring,  ran- 
ting, tory  rory  Sparks  as  one  would  wifh  torasetwithall. 

Val.  Yes,  Madam,  at  the  Play-houfe  in  a  Vizor,  when 
you  come  drefl:  and  prepar'd  for  the  Encounter ;  there  in- 
deed we  can  be  as  unanimouHy  Modilh  and  Impertijient 
as  the  perteft  Coxcombs  of  'em  all,  till  like  them  too, 
we  lofe  our  Hearts,  and  never  know  what  becomes  ot 

*em. 

Cam.  But  the  comfort  is,  you  are  lure  to  find 'em  again 
in  the  next  Bottle. 

Mrs.  Good.  Then  drink  'em  down  to  the  Ladies  Healths, 
and  they  are  as  well  at  eafe  as  ever  they  were.  ^ 

Trum.  Why,  you  would  not  be  fo  unconfcionable  as 
to  have  us  two  fuch  whining  crop-fick  Lovers,  as  figh  a- 
way  their  Hours,  and  write  lamentable  Ditties  to  be 
funo-  about  the  Town  by  Fools  and  Bullies  in  Taverns. 

Good.  Till  fome  Smithfield  Doggerel  taking  the  hint, 
fweiis  the  Sonnet  to  a  Ballad,  and  Chloris  dv/indles  into  a 
Kitchin- Wench. 

V'lci.  'Tis  prefum'd  then  you  are  of  that  familiar  Tr.be 
that  never  make  Love  but  by  contraries,  and  rally  cur 
Faults  when  you  pretend  to  admire  our  Perfedlions. 

Cam.  As  if  the  only  way  to  raifs  a  good  Opinion  of 
your  fwlves,  were  to  let  us  know  how  ill  a  one  you  have 
of  us. 

Trum.  Faith,  Madam,  'tis  a  hard  world,  and  when 
Beauty  is  held  at  fo  dear  a  rate,  'tis  the  ht^  way  to  b.^at 
down  the  Market  as  much  as  we  can. 

Val.  But  you  fhall  find,  Ladies,  we'll  bid  hke  Chap- 
men for  all  that. 

Vici.  You  had  bell  have  a  care  the  ugh,  lell  you  over- 
reach you  felves,  and  repent  of  your  PurcUafe  when  'tis 
too  late* 

Cfim 
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Cdtn.  Befidcs,  I  hate  a  Dutch  Bargain  that's  made  in 
heat  of  Wine,  for  the  Love  it  raifes  is  generally  like  the 
Courage  it  gives,  very  extraordinary,  but  very  fhort-liv'd. 
Good.  Hov7,  Madam!  have  a  care  what  you  fayj  Wine 
15  the  Prince  of  Love,  and  all  Ladies  that  fpeak  againft  it, 
forfeit  their  Charter.  I  muft  not  have  my  Favourite  tra- 
duc'd. 
Boy,  bring  fome  Wine,  you  fhall  prove  its  good  g^qQ:z^ 

and  then  acknowledge  it  your  Friend.    We'll  drink 

Cam.  Till  your  Brains  are  afloat,  and  all  the  reft  fink-. 
Vol.  I  find  then,  Ladies,  you  have  the  like  Opinion  of 
our  Heads,  as  you  have  of  our  Hearts. 
Cam.  Really,  Sir,  you  are  much  in  the  right, 

Trum.  But  if  your  Lady fhip  fhould  be  in  the  wrong. 

Tho'  Love,  like  Wine,  be  a  good  Refreflier,  yet  'tis  much 
more  dangerous  to  be  too  bufie  withal .  And  though  no  v/  and 
then  I  may  over-heat  my  Head  with  drinking ;  vet  con- 
found me,  I  think  I  fhall  have  a  care  never  to  break  my 
'  Heart  with  loving. 

Mrs.  Good.  But,  Sir,  if  all  Men  were  of  your  cruel  Tem- 
per, what  would  become  of  thofe  tender-hearted  Crea- 
tures that  cannot  forbear  faluting  ye  with  a  Billet  in  a 
■Morning,  though  it  comes  v/ithout  a  Name,  and  makes 
you  as  unfatisfy'd  as  they  poor  Creatures  are  themfelves? 
Tmm.  Hah,  this  concerns  me !  Blockhead,  dull  leaden 
Sot  that  I  was,  not  to  be  fenfible  it  muft  be  fhe,  and  none 
but  flie,  could  fend  mine  this  Morning.    Vv^eli,  ^oor  Jack 

Trumm  look  to  thy  felf.  Snares  are  laid  for  theej but 

the  Virtuous  muft  fuffer  Temptation :  And  Heav'n  knows 
all  Flefh  is  frail. 

'Enur  'Boy  with  JVme. 
Gotfd.  Now  Boy,  fill  the  Glafies.    But  before  we  pro- 
ceed, ^jsne  thing  is  to  be  confider'd:  My  Dear,  you  and 
I  are  to  be  no  Man  and  Wife  for  this  Day,  but  be  as  in- 
different, and  take  as  little  notice  one  of  another,  as  we 

may  chance  to  do  feven  Years  hence :  But  at  Night 

VaL  A  very  fair  PropoiaJ, 

Mrs.  Good.  Agreed,  Sir,  if  you  will  have  it  fo. 

Good.  The  Wine new  each  Man  to  his  pof!. 

[They  feparate,  Good,  fo  Cam.  Val.  to  Via.  Trum.  to 
Mrs,  Goodvik.  "  Trum. 
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"The  Word.  ^  [^^^  ^^^^  ^H^-'- 

Trum.  Love  and  Wine. 

Good.  Pafs \Jkey  ^^^«^'- 

Enter  Lettice. 
Now  that  nothing  may  be  wanting,  Lettice  you  muft  fmg 
the  Song  I  brought  home  t'other  Morning j  for  Mufick 
is  dki  great  an  Encouragement  to  drinking,  as  fighting. 
Lettice  fings. 
HovP  blefs'd  he  appears. 
That  renels  and  hves  out  his  happy  Tears, 
That  fiercely  fpurs  on  till  hefinifJj  his  Race: 
.And  kfiowing  Life's  Jljort,  chufes  living  apace. 
To  Cares  roe  were  born,  'twere  a  Felly  to  doubt  tt. 
Then  love  and  rejoice,  there  s  no  living  without  it. 

11. 

Each  day  we  grow  older-. 
But  as  Tate  approaches,  the  Brave  Jlill  are  bolder. 
The  joys  of  Love  with  our  Youth  Jlide  away, 
But  yet  there  are  Vleafures  that  never  decay: 
When  Beauty  grows  dull,  and  our  TaJJions  grow  cold, 
WraefitU  keeps  its  Char?ns,  and  we  drink  when  ware  old. 
Good.  So,  now  (hew  me  an  Enemy  to  divine  harmo- 
nious Drinking! 

Bey.  Sir,  my  Lady  Sq^neamifh  is  below,  juft  ahght^d  out 
of  her  Coach. 

Good.  Nay  then  drinking  will  have  the  major  Vote 
againft  it:  She  is  the  moft  exaft  Obferver  of  Decorums  and 
Decency  alive.    But  fhe  is  not  alone,  I  hope? 

Boy.  No,  Sir,  there  is  Mr.  Mai agene  with  her,  and  three 
more  Gentlemen;  one  they  call  Sir  Noble  Clumfey,  a  full 
portly  Gentleman. 

Trum.  That's  a  hopeful  Animal,  an  elder  Brother,  of 
a  fair  Eflate,  and  her  Kinfman,  newly  come  up  to  Town, 
v/hom  her  Ladyfhip  has  undertaken  to  polifii  and  make 
a  tine  Gentleman. 

T>J.  '"Tis  fuch  a  fulfom  over-grown  Rogue !  yet  hopes 
to  be  a  fine  Spark,  and  a  very  Courtly  Youth  ;  he  has  been 
this  half  Year  endeavouring  at  a  Shape,  which  he  loves 
fating  and  driaking  too  well  ever  to  attain  to.  The  other, 


^^o    Friendship  /;/ Fashion. 

I'll  warrant  yoa,  are  the  nimble  Mr.  Caper,  and  his  po- 
lite Companion  Mr.  Saunter. 

Good.  She's  never  without  a  Kennel  of  Fools  at  her 
heels  j  and  v.-e  may  know  as  well  when  fhe  is  near  by  the 
noiie  her  Coxcombs  make,  as  we  know  wlien  a  certain 
Spark  of  this  Town  is  at  hand  by  the  new-fangled  gingle 

of  his  Coach.     She  comes and  wo  be  to  the  Wretch 

whom  flie  firfl  lights  upon. 

Enter  L.  Squcamiih,  Sir  Noble  Clumfey,  Malag.  Caper, 
and  Saunter. 

L.  Squeam.  Dear  Madam  Goodvile,  ten  thoufand  Happi- 
ncfies  wait  on  you!  Fair  i\i3.damVidloria,  fweet  charming 
Camilla,  which  way  fhall  I  exprefs  my  Service  to  you. — 
Couiin  your  honour,  your  honour  to  the  Ladies. 

Clum.  Ladies,  as  low  as  Knee  can  bend,  or  Head  can 
bow,  I  falute  you  all :  And  Gallants,  I  am  your  moft  hum- 
ble, moft  obliged,  and  m oft  devoted  Servant. That  I 

Icarn'd  at  the  end  of  an  Epiftle  Dedicatory, 

Good.  Sir  Noile  Ciumfey  is  too  great  a  Courtier. 

Cl'-im.  Yes,  Sir,  I  can  compliment  upon  an  occaii- 
on  5  my  Lady  kno-A  s  I  am  a  pretty  apt  Scholar. 

L,  Squeam.  Gallants,  you  muft  pardon  my  CouHn  here; 
he  is  but  as  it  were  a  Novice  yet,  and  has  had  little  Con- 
verlation  but  what  I  have  had  the  honour  to  inftrud  him 
in. 

Mai.  But  let  me  tell  you,  he  is  a  Man  of  Parts,  and 
one  that  I  reipc£l  and  honour:  Tray  Gentlemen  know 
my  Friend. 

Val.  Hark  you  Malagene,  how  durft  you  venture  hither, 
knowing  that  Good-vile  and  Trnrnm  care  fo  little  for  your 
Company? 

Mai.  O  Sir,  your  Servant,  your  Servant,  Sirj  I  guefs'd 
this  was  the  Duel  you  were  going  about :  I  fhould  not  have 
left  you  elie,  faith  Ned,  I  fliould  not* 

Good.  But,  Madam,  can  the  worthy  Knight  yourKinf- 
jnan  drink  r  What  think  you,  Sir  No^/g,  of  the  Ladies  Healths? 

Clum.  In  a  Glafs  of  fmall  Beer,  if  you  pleafe. 
-    L.  Squeam.  Oh  fweet  Mr.  Goodvile,   don't   tempt  him 
to  drink,  don't !  I'll  fwear,  I  am  fo  afraid  he  fhould  fpoil 

himfdf 
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iilmrelf  with  drinking.    Lord,  hov/ 1  fho:i!d  loath  a  FeU 
low  with  a  red  Noib ! 

Val.  See,  Tr/^;,^/???,  the  two  Caxcombs  are aheady  board- 
ing our  MiftrefTes, 

Trum.  Oh,  'twere  pity  to  interrupt  'em:  a  Woman 
loves  to  play  and  fondle  with  a  Coxcomb  fometimes  as  natu- 
rally, as  with  a  Lap-dog;  and  I  could  no  more  be  jea- 
lous of  one  than  of  the  other. 

Val.  I  am  not  of  your  Opinion ;  they  are  too  apr  to  love 
any  thing  that  but  makes  'em  fport :  And  the  famil'ari- 
ty  of  Fools  proceeds  oftentimes  from  a  Privilege  we 
are  not  aware  of.     For  my  part,  I  Ihall  mike  bold  to  di^ 

vert. Mr.  SMimter,  a  word:  Have  you  any  Pretences 

with  that  Lady?  hah? 

Saim.  Some  fmail  Encouragem.ent  I  have  had,  Sirj  but 
I  never  make  my  boall  of  thofe  Favours,  never. 

Val.  No,  Sir,  'twere  not  your  befl  courfe. 

Saun.  Oh  Lord,   you  are  pleas'd  to  be  merry :   Sure  he 

takes  me  for  a  Foolj  but  no  matter  for  that. Sin^s.-— 

IVould  Fhyllis  bs  mine,  and  for,  &c. 
^nter  Boy. 

Boy.  Madam,  the  Fiddles  are  below;  {hall  I  call 'em  up? 

Mrs.  Good.  Xo,  let  'em  ftay  a  little,  we'll  dance  below. 

Capr.  Hah,  the  Fiddles !  Boy,  where  are  you  ?  \<Zzx>.capm. 

Boy.  Here,  Sh".  J        l     if     t 

Caper.  Have  you  brought  my  Dancing-fhoes  ? 

Boy.  No,  Sir,  you  gave  me  no  order:  But  your  Fiddle 
is  below  under  the  Seat  of  the  Coach. 

Caper.  Rafcal,  Dog,  Fool;  when  did  you  ever  know 
me  go  abroad  without  my  Dancing- Ihoes  ?  Sirrah,  run 
home  and  fetch  'em  quickly,  or  I'll  cut  ofF  both  your 
Ears,  and  have  'em  faflen'd  to  the  Heels  of  thofe  I  have 
on. 

Trum.  It  is  an  unpardonable  f-^-.lt.  Sir,  that  your  Boy 
fhould  forget  your  Dancing-fhoes. 

Caper.  Ay,  hang  him,   Blocl'head,  he  has  no  fcnfej  I 
muft  get  rid  of  hmi  as  foon  as  I  can:    I  would  no  more 
dance  in  a  pair  of  fhoes  that  we  commonly  wear,  than  I  - 
would  ride  a  Race  in  a  pair  of  Gambado's, 
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L.  Squeam.  Mr.  Valentine  I  hope  is  a  better  bred  Gen- 
tleman, than  to  leave  his  Miftrefs  for  Wine.  I  hear,  Sir, 
there  is  a  Love  between  you  and  Madam  Camilla?  Thou 
Monfter  of  Perjury.  [To  Val. 

Val.  Faith,  Madam,  you  are  much  in  the  right  j  there  is 
abundance  of  love  on  my  fide,  but  I  can  find  very  little 
on  hers :  If  your  Ladyfhip  would  but  ftand  my  Friend 

upon  this  occafien, 1  think  this  is  civil. 

L,  Squeam.  Vl\  fv/ear,   Sir,    you  are  a   mofi:   obliging 

Perfon Ladies  and  Gallants,    poor  Mr.  Valentine  here 

is  fallen  in  love,  and  has  defired  me  to  be  his  Advocate: 
Who  could  withftand  that  Eye,  that  Lip,  that  Shape  and 
Meinj  befides  a  thouiand  Graces  in  every  thing  he  does? 
Oh  lovely  Caraillal  guard,  guard  your  Heart  j  but  Til 
l^.vear,  if  it  were  my  own  cafe,  I  doubt  I  fbould  not  — • 
ha,  ha.  ha ! 

Val.  Madam?  What  means  all  this? 
Good.  Poor  Ned  Valentine  I 

Trum.  'Tis  but  what  I  told  him  he  muft  look  for  :  but 
0ay,  there  is  more  yet  coming. 

L.  Saueam.  Nay,  this  is  not  half  what  thou  art  to  ex- 

•  pedtj    Til  haunt  thee  wcrfe  than  thy  ill  Genius,  take  all 

.  opportunities  to  expoie  thy  Folly  and  Failhood  every  where, 

'till  I  have  made  thee  as  ridicjilous  to  our  whole  Sex,   as 

thou  art  odious  to  me. 

VaL  But  has  ypur  Ladyfhip  no  Mercy?  Will  nothing 
but  my  Ruin  appeafe  you?  Why  fhould  you  chufe  by 
your  Malice  to  expofe  your  decay  of  Years,  and  lay  open 
your  poor  Lovers  Follies  to  all,  becaufe  you  could  improve 
^cm  to  your  own  ufe  no  longer  ?]  [Approaches, 

h.  Squeam.  Come  not  near  me,  Traytor, Lord, 

Madam  Camilla,  how  can  you  be  fo  cruel  ?  See,  fee,  hotv 
wildly  he  looks :  For  Heav'n  fake  have  a  care  of  himj 
I  fear  he  is  diftemper'd  in  his  Mind :  What  pity  'tis  {o 
hopeful  a  Gentleman  fhould  run  mad  for  Love, — -  ha^ 
ha,  ha !  ,. 

Mrs.  Good.  Dear  Madai?/,  hov/  can  you  ufe  Mr.  Valen* 
tine  fo?  'Tis  enough  to  put  him  out  of  humour,  and  fpoil 
him  for  being  good  Company  all  the  day  after  it. 

L.  Squeam.  Oh  Lord,  Madarj,  'as  the  greateft  pleafijre 

to 
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to  me  in  the  V/orld  j  Let  me  die,  but  I  love  to  railly  a 
bafhful  young  Lover,  and  put  him  out  of  Count'nance,  at 
my  Heart. 

Saunt.  Ha,  ha,  ha  !  and  I'll  fwear  the  Devil  and  all's 
in  her  Wit,  when  fhe  fets  on't.  Poor  Ned  Vakntinei 
Lord,  how  iilily  he  looks! 

Cdper,  Ay,  and  would  fain  be  angry  if  he  knew  but  ho-/7„ 

Val.  Hark  you  Coxcomb,  I  can  be  an?ry,.  very  an^rv 

d'ye  mark  me?  ^      i^  U 

Clum.  No,  but  Sir,  don't  be  in  a  PafTion:   my  Lady 

will  have  her  humour  j  but  flie's  a  very  good  Woman  at 

the  bottom. 

Vd.  Very  likely,  Sir, 

Mrs.  Good.  Now,  Madam,  if  your  Ladyfhip  thinks  fit, 
we'll  withdraw  and  leave  the  Gentlemen  to  themfelves  a 
little  J  only  Mr.  Ca^qy  and  Mr.  Saunter  mull  do  us  the 
honour  of  their  Company. 

Saun,  Say  you  fo.  Madam?  Ffaith  and  you  fball  have 
it.    Come  Caper,  we  are  the  Men  for  the  Ladies,  I  fee 

that, Hey  Boys! 

^  L.  Squeam.  Oh  dear !  and  fweet  Mr.  Saunter  fhall  ob= 
lige  us  with  a  Song. 

Saun.  O  Madam,  ten  thoufand,  ten  thousand  if  you 

pleafe:  I'll  {Wear,  I  believe  I  could  iing  all  Day  and  ali 

i^ight,  and  never  be  weary,  r^-^^^^ 

men  Phyllis  watcht  her  harmkfs  Sheep,  ^  ' 

Not  one  ^or  Lamb,  Sec. 

I'Ex.  Saunter,  Caoer  and  Ladies. 
Good.  A  happy  riddance  this:  Nov/ Gentlemen,  for  one 
Bottle  to  entertam  our  noble  Friend  aiid  new  Acqu-int 
ance.  Sir  Noble  Clumfey.  ^  " 

Clum.  Really  Gallants,  I  muft  beg  your  Pardon,  I  dare 
not  drink,  for  I  have  but  a  very  weak  Brain,  Sir  and 
my  Head  won't  bear  it.  ' 

Trum.  Oh,  furely  that  honourable  Bulk  could  never  be 
maintained  with  thin  regular  Diet  and  fmall  Beer 

Clum.  I  muft  confefs.  Sir,  I  am  fomething  plump-  bu^ 
a  httle  fat  is  comely j  I  would  not  be  too  lean. 

Mai.  No  by  no  means  my  Dear,  thou  haft'an  heroick 
Face,  which  weU  becomes  the  nobk  Port  ^^nd  fulnefs 
of  thy  Body,  Ma  ^   y^i 
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Vd,  GOQdvile,  we  have  a  Suit  to  you:  Here  is  Mala^ 
9tr.e  has  ;ef n  fome  time  in  a  Cloud  ^  for  this  once  receive 
him  into  good  Grace  and  Favour  again. 

Mai.  Faith,  Goodvile  do,  for  without  any  more  Words, 

I  love  thee  with  all  my  Heart Faith  and  Troth 

gi\e  me  thy  Hand. 

Gcod.  But  Sir  fhould  I  allow  you  my  Countenance,  you  " 
would  be  very  drunk,,  very  rude,  and  very  unmannerly, 
I  fear. 

Mai.  Drunk,  Sir,  I  fcorn  your  Words,  I'd  have  you 
know  I  han't  been  drunk  this  Week ;  no,  I  am  the  Son 
of  a  Whore  if  I  won't  be  very  fober:  This  noble  Knight 
fhall  be  fecurity  for  my  good  Behaviour.  Wilt  thou  not. 
Knight? 

Clum.  Sir,  you  are  a  Perfon  altogether  a  Stranger  to  me  | 
and  !  have  fworn  never  to  be  bound  for  any  Man. 

Trum.  Oh  but  Sir  NoMe,  you  are  oblig'd  in  Honour  to 
ferve  a  Gentleman  and  your  Friend. 

Clum.  Say  you  fo.  Sir?  oblig'd  in  honour  ?  lamfatisfy'd. 
Sir,  this  Gentleman  is  my  Friend  and  Acquaintance,  and 
whatfoever  he  fays  I'll  fland  to. 

Mai.  Hark  thee  Son  of  Mars,  thou  art  a  Knight  alrea- 
dy, I'll  marry  thee  to  a  Lady  of  my  Acquaintance,  and 
have  thee  made  a  Lord. 

Good.  Boy,    the  Wine,   give  Sir  Noi^le  his  Glafs,^ 

Gentlemen,  Sir  Nolle's  Lady's  Health. 

Clum.  Od'smy  Life,  I'll  drink  thattho'  I  die  for 't.  Gal- 
lants,  I  have  a  Lady  in  this  Head  of  mine,  and  that  you 
n-ali'lind  anon.  By  my  Troth,  1  think  this  be  a  Glals  of 
good  Wine ! 

Val.  Say  you  fo?  Take  the  other  Glsfs  then,  Sir  NoMe. 
Clum.  'fore  George,  and  fo  I  will.     Pox  on't,   let  it  be 
•    a  Brimmer:  Gentlemen,  God  fave  the  King. 

Mai  Weil  faid  my  lovely  Man  of  Might;  His  Worfliip 
grows  good  Company. 

Trum.  Sir  Koble,  you  are  a  great  Acquaintance  with 
Mr.  Ca-^er  and  Mr.  Saunter  j  they  are  Men  of  pretty  Parts. 

Clum.  Oh  Sir,  the  hneft  Perfons the  mofl  obliging 

well-bred  complailant  m.odifn  Gentlemen :  They  are  ac- 
quainted with  all  the  Ladies  in  Town,  and  are  Men  of 
lineEftatfi,  ^ram. 
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Trum.  This  Rogue  is  one  of  thofe  Earthly  Mongrels 
that  knows  the  value  of  nothing  but  a  good  Eilate,  and 
loves  a  Fellow  with  a  great  deal  ofLand  and  a  Title,  though 
his  Grandfather  were  a  Blackfmith. 

Clnm.  How  fay  you  Sir,  a  good  Eilate?  od's  heart, 
give  me  the  other  Glafs,  I  have  two  thoufand  Pounds  a 
Year. 

Mai.  Say'ft  thou  fo?  Boy,  bring  more  Winej  Wine  in 
abundance.  Sirrah  d'ye  hear?  Frank  Goodvik,  thou  fee'ft 
I  am  free,  for  Faith  1  hate  Ceremony,  and  would  fain 
make  the  Knight  merry. 

Gooil  Mah.ger.e.  it  fliall  be  your  Task;  drink  him  up 
luftily,  and  when  that's  done,  we'll  bring  him  to  my  La- 
dy his  Coufm,  it  may  make  fome  fport. 

Val.  A  very  good  Propofal. 

MxL  Say  no  more;  thy  word's  a  Law,  and  it  fhall  be 
done:  Come,  bear  up  my  lufty  Limb  of  Honour,  and 
hang  Sobriety. 

Clam,  Ay,Vo  fay  I,  hang  Sobriety drink,  whore, 

-rant,  roar,  fwear,  make  a  noife,  and  all  tha  :  Bat  be  ho- 
neft,  do'ft  hear,  he  honell. 

Trum.  I  would  very  fain  be  fo  if  I  could :  But  the 
damn'd  Billet  this  Morning  won't  oui  of  m.y  head.  Well^ 
Madam  Goodvile,  if  any  mifchicf  comes  on'c,  'tis  your 
own  fault,  not  mine,  1  did  not  ftrike  firft,  and  there's 
an  end  on't.  [^MUjick  vaithin. 

Enter  Lettice. 

Zet.  Sir,  the  Fiddles  are  ready,  and  the  Ladies  defire 
your  Company. Mr.  Truman,  my  Lady  wan^s  you. 

Trum.  Say'ft  thou  fo?  1  thank  thee  for  thy  news  with 
all  my  Heart.  The  Devil  I  fee  will  get  the  better  on't, 
and  there  is  no  reliffing. 

Let.  Sir  No&le,  my  Lady  Squeamljlj  fent  me  to  tell  you, 
fhe  wants  your  Company  to  dance. 

Clum.  Tell  her,  I  am  buiie  about  a  grand  Affair  of  the 

Nation,   and   cannot  come. Dance?    I   look   like  a 

Dancer  indeed !  but  thefe  Women  will  be  always  putting 
us  on  more  than  we  can  do. Boy,  give  me  m.ore  Wine. 

Good.  Mf^lagene,  remember,  and  ufe  expedition. 

[£x.  Good.  Trum.  Val  Lettice.. 
M  3  C.wn, 
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Clum.  Sirrab,  do  you  know  me?  I  am  a  Knight:  And 
here's  a  Health  to  all  the  Whores  in  Chriftendom. 

Mai.  Not  forgetting  all  the  Ladies  within.    Now  we 
are  alone  I  may  talk.                                                [prinks, 
■  Cluin.  So,  there's  for  you,  do  you  fee?  [Breaks  a,  GUfs, 
Sirrah,  don't  you  look  fcurvilyj  I  have  Mony  in  my  Pock- 
et, you  muft  know  that. Bring  us  more  Wine. 

Malagene,   thou  art  a  pretty  Fellow 5  doft  thou  love  me? 
Ci\e  me  thy  Hand  :  1  will  falute  thy  under  Lip.  [Staggers. 

Mai.  Ha,  what's  the  meaning  of  this  ?  I  doubt  I  fhall 
almofl:  be  drunk  as  foon  as  the  Knight»  Sir  Noi>ley  canfl 
thou  ^vhore? 

Clum.  How,  whore!  what  a  queflion's  there?  Thou 
fhalc  be  my  Pimp,  and  I'll  prefer  thee. 

Mai  What  a  P.afcal  this  ICnight  is  ?  I  have  known  as 
v/orrhy  a  Perfon  as  himfelf  a  Pimp,  and  one  that  thought 
it  no  blemifh  to  his  Honour  neither. 

Enter  Lady  Squeamifh  at  the  Boor. 

Clum.  Hah,  my  Lady  Coufin? Faith,  Madam,  you 

fee  I  am  at  it. 

MeiL  The  Devil's  in't,  I  think  j  we  could  no  foonertalk 
of  Whores,  but  flie  muft  come  in,  with  a  Pox  to  her. 
iviadam,  your  Ladyfhip's  moft  humble  Servant. 

L.  Squmm.  Oh,  odious!  infufFerable !  Who  would  have 

thought,  Coufin,  you  v/ould  have  ferv'd  me  fo^ fough, 

how  he  ftinks  of  Wine,  I  can  fmell  him  hither. How 

have  you  the  patience  to  hear  the  noife  of  Fiddles,    and 
ipend  your  time  in  nafty  drinking  ? 

Clum.  Hum!  'tis  a  good  Creature:  Lovely  Lady,  thou 
flialt  take  thy  Glafs. 

L.  S  que  am.  Uh  gud  j  murther !  I  had  rather  you  had  offer- 
ed me  a  Toad. 

Clum.  Then  Valentine^  here's  a  Health  to  my  Lady 
Coufin's  Telion  upon  Ojfa.         [Drinks  and  breaks  the  Glafs. 

L-Squeam.  Lord,  dear  Mr.  Malagene,  what's  that? 

Mai.  A  certain  place  Madam  in  Greece,  much  talkt  ot 
by  the  Ancients j  the  noble  Gentleman  is  v/cU  read. 

L.  Squeam.  Nay  he  is  an  ingenious  Perfon  I'll aiTure  you. 

Clum.  Now  Lady  bright  I  am  wholly  thy  Slave:  Give 
jne  thy  hand,  I'll  go  firait  and  begin  my  Grandmother's 

kiiTing 
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kifTing  Dance i   but  firft  defign  me  the  priv^ate  honour  of 
thy  Lip. 

L.  Squeam.  Nay,  fie  Sir  No61e !  how  I  hate  ycu  now  ! 
for  fliame  be  not  fo  rude :  I'll  fwear  you  are  quite  fpoil- 
ed.    Get  you  gone,  you  good^natur'd  Toad  you. 

[Exeunt. 


ACT  III.     SCENE  I. 

Enter  Goodvile  a  little  heated. 

Gi)^^.  TTTHAT  a  damn'd  Chicken-brain'd  Fellow  am 
VV  I  grown?  If  I  but  dip  my  Bill  I  am  giddy. 
Now  am  I  as  hot-headed  with  my  bare  two  Bottles,  as  a 
drunken  Prentice  on  a  Holiday.  Triima'/i  marries  Vicisria, 
that's  refolv'd  on  i  and  fo  one  Care  is  over.    But  then  Ca- 

m'dlal   how  I   fnall  get  PoffefTion  of  her. Well,   my 

Mind  milgives  me,  I  fhall  do  fbmething  may  call  my 
Difcretion  in  quellion  j  and  yet  I  can't  avoid  it.  CamilU 
I  do  love  and  mud  ha^c  her,  ccm.e  what  will  on't:  And 
no  timffiofit  to  begin  the  Enterprize  as  thisj  Oie  may 
make  a  good  Wife  for  Valer:t:r:e  for  all  that. 

Enter  Truman  and  Valentine.    Mujick. 

Fie,  Gentlemen,  without  the  Ladies!  Did  you  quit 
Champaign  for  this?  Faith  I  begin  to  deipair  of  you,  and 
doubt  you  are  grov^n  as  weak  Lovers  as  Drinkers. 

Trum.  Goodvile  thou  hail  no  Confcience:  A  decay 'd  Ca- 
valier Captain  that  drinks  Jciirney-work  under  a  Deputy- 
Lieutenant  in  the  Country  is  not  able  to  keep  thee  Com- 
pany. Two  Bottles,  as  I  take  it,  is  no  fuch  trifling  Mat- 
ter. 

Good.  Oh  but  I  hate  to  be  baulk'd,  and  a  Friend  that 
leaves  me  at  two  Bottles,  is  as  unkind  as  a  Miftrefs  that 
Jilts  me  when  I  thought  I  had  m.ade  fure  of  the  Bufinefs, 
But  Gallants,  how  ftand  the  xAftairs  of  Love  ?  Truman,  is 
Viftoria  kind  ?  1  queftion  not  your  Friendfhip  in  the  Mat- 
ter, but  truft  the  Honour  of  my  Faniiiy  in  your  Hands, 
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Val.  He  little  thinks  Truman  is  inform'd  of  all,  and  no 
longer  a  Stranger  on  Vv^har  fcore  he  is  fo  wondrous  Ci- 
vil. But  I  am'  rniftaken,  if  he  be  behind  witli  him  in 
Kindr:'.  fs  long.  [Ajde. 

Tfum.  A  pox  on't,  I  am  afraid  this  Marriage  will  never 
agree  with  me ;  methinks  the  very  thought  on't  gees  a 
little  againft  my  Stomach :  Like  a  young  Thief,  though  I 
have  feme  itching  to  be  at  it,  yet  I  am  loth  to  venture 
what  may  follo^v. 

Good.  Well,  ril  go  in  2nd  better  prepare  ViHoria  j  in  the- 
mean  time  believe  it  only  my  Ambition  to  be  as  well  al- 
ly'd  in  Blood,  as  Friend Ihip,  to  fo  good  and  generous  a 
Perfon  as  Tnim;m.  \^Exit. 

Trum,  What  a  damn'd  Creature  Man  is!  Valentine,  didii 
thou  believe  this  Fellow  could  be  a  Villain? 

Val.  I  muft  confefs,  it  fomething  furprizes-  me;  he- 
might  have  found  out  a  fitter  Perfon  to  put  his  Miflrefs 
upon^  than  his  Friend:  But  how  the  Devil  got  you  the 
Knowledge  of  it? 

Trum.  Faith  Fll  tell  thee;  for  I  think  I  am  no  way  ob- 
lig'd  to  conceal  it — -his  V/'ifi^  even  his  very  Wife  told: 
mc  alL 

Val.  I  begin  to  fufpcfl:  that  Mrs.  Good'oiU  hai>  no  ill  O- 
pinion  of  youj  I*  obferv'd  fomf thing  but  now  very  ob-. 
liging  towards  you :  Belides,  when  a  Woman  begins  to. 
betray  her  Husband's  Secrets,  'tis  a  certain  fign  fhiC  has  a 
Mind  to  communicate  very  important  ones  of  her  ov/n. 

Tru7n.  Valentine,  no  more  of  that;  though  it  would  be  a 
rare  Revenge  to  make  a  Cuckold  of  this  fmiliiig  Rogue. 

Val.  'Tis  fifty  times  better  than  cutting  his  Throat ;  that 
vvcre  to  do  him  more  Honour  than  he  deferves, 
"Enter  Malagenc. 

M^/.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  the  rared  Sport fack  Truman,, 

^ed  Valentine. 

Trum.  Why,  what's  the  Matter  ?  Where  ? 

Mai.  Yonder's  my  Rogue  of  a  Knight,  as  drunk  as  a 
Porter;  and  faith  J-ack  I  am  but  little  better. 

Val.  Dear  Sir,  and  what  of  all  this  ? 

Mai.  Why  with  a  J3ottle  under  his  Arm,  and  a  Beer-^ 
glafs  in  his  Hand,  I  fet  him  full  drive  at  my  Lady  Scma-- 
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fn\(lr,  for  nothing  elfe  but  to  make  mifchief,  Ned ^^no- 
thing  elfe  in  the  World  j  for  every  Body  knows  I  am  the 
woril-natur'd  Fellow  breathing:  'Tis  my  way  ot  Wit. 

VaL  Do  you  love  no  Body  then? 

Mai,  No  not  I  :  Yes,  a  pox  on't  I  love  you  well 
enough,  becaufe  ye  are  a  Rogue  I  have  known  a  good 
while.  Thoucrh  fhould  I  take  the  lead  Prejudice  againft 
you,  I  could  not  afford  you  a  good  Word  behird  your 
Back  for  my  Heart.  ,    .      r       i. 

Trutn.  Sir,  we  are  much  oblig'd  to  you:  Tis  a  lign  the 
Rogue  is  drunk  that  he  fpeaks  Truth. 

Mai.  I  tell  you  what  I  did  t'other  Day:   Faith   tis  as 
good  a  jeft  as  ever  you  heard. 
,     Val  Pray,  Sir,  do.  ,,       ,, 

Mai  Why  walking  alone,  a  lame  Fellow  follow  d  me, 
and  ask'd  my  Charity,  (which  by  the  way  was  a  pretty 
Propoiition  to  me :)  Being  in  one  of  my  Witty  merry 
Fits,  I  ask'd  him  how  long  he  had  been  in  that  Conditi- 
on? The  poor  Fellow  Ihook  his  Head,  and  told  me  he  was 

bom  fo. Bat  how  d'ye  think  I  ferv'd  him? 

.    Val.  Nay,  the  Devil  knows,  ^ 

Mai.  I  {how'd  my  Parts,  I  think  j  for  I  trippd  up  botxi 
his  Wooden  Legs,  and  walk'd  off  gravely  about  my  Bii. 
linefs. 

Trum.  And  this  you  iay  is  your  way  of  Wit  ? 

Mai.  Ay  altogether,  this  and  Mimickry :  I  am  a  very 
good  Mimick ;  I  can  adl  Vunchinello,  Scaramcuchio,  Harle^  - 
quin,  Vrincc  Frettyma^i,  or  any  thing,     I  can  acl  the  rura^ 
bling  of  r^  Wheel-barrow  ! 

Val.  The  rumbling  of  a  Wheel-barrow ! 

M.ii  Ay,  the  rumbling  of  a  Wheel-barrow,  fo  I  iay — 
Nay,  more  than  that,  I  can  ad:  a  Sow  and  Pigs,  Sau%es 
a  broiling,  a  Shoulder  of  Mutton  aroalHng:  I  can  a6t  a 
Fly  in  a  Honey-pot. 

Tmm.  That  indeed  muft  be  the  Etfe£l  of  very  curio  as 
Obfervation. 

MaL  No,  hang  it,  Inever.make  it  my  Bufinefs  to  ob- 
fene  any  thing,  that  is  Mechanick.  But  all  this  I  do, 
you  fhall  fee  me  if  you  will:  But  here.cpmes  her  Lady- 
Ihip  and  Sir  Noi^le, 

M  f  £/-'^' 
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"Enter  Lady  Squeamifh  and  Sir  Noble  Clumfey. 
L.Squeam.  Oh,  dear  Mr.  Truman  relcue  me.    Nay,  Sb 
Noble,  for  Heav'ns  fake. 

Clum.  I  tell  thee  Lady,  I  mufr  emlSrace  thy  lovely  Bo- 
dy.    Sir,  do  you  know  me!   I  am  Sir  No6le  Clumfey:    I 

am  a  Rogue  of  an  Eftate,  and  I  live Do  you  want  any 

Mony  ?  I  have  fifty  Pounds. 

Vdl.  Nay  good  Sir  Noble,  none  of  your  Generofity  we 
fcefeech  you.     The  Lady,  the  Lady,  Sir  Noble. 

Clum.  Nay,  'tis  all  one  to  me  if  you  won't  take  it, 
there  it  is. -Hang  Mony,  my  Father  was  an  Alder- 
man. 

Mai.  'Tis  pity  good  Guineas  ihouldbe  fpoil'd:  SirNobh, 
by  your  leave.  [Picks  'em  up. 

Clum.  But,  Sir,  you  will  not  keep  my  Mony  ? 

Mai.  Oh,  hang  Mony,  Sir,  your  Father  was  an  Alder- 
man. 

Clum,  Well,  get  thee  gone  for  an  Arch-wag 1  do 

but  fham  all  this  while : But  by  Dad  he's  pure  Com- 
pany. 

Trum.  Was  there  ever  fuch  a  Blockhead!  Now  has  he 
reverthelefs  a  mighty  Opinion  of  himfelf,  and  thinks  all 
this  Wit  and  pretty  Difcourfe. 

Clum.  Lady,  once  more  I  fay  be  civil,  nnd  come  kiis 
mej  I  fliall  ravifh  elfe,  I  fball  ravifh  mightily. 

Val.  V/ell  done  Sir  Noble,  to  her,  never  fpare. 

h.Squeam.  I  m.ay  be  even  with  you  though  for  all  this, 
Mr.  Valentine:  Nay,  dear  ?)\t Noble:  Mr.  Truman,  I'll  fwear 
Jhe'll  put  me  into  Fits. 

Clum.  No,  but  let  me  falute  the  Hem  of  thy  Garment. 
'Wilt  thou  marry  me  ?  [Kneels. 

Mai.  Faith  Madam  do,  let  me  make  the  Match. 

L.  Squeam.  Let  me  die,  Mr.MaUgene,  you  are  a  ftrange 
Man,  and  rii.  fwezr  have  a  great  deal  of  Wit.  Lord,  why 
don't  you  write  ? 

Mai.  Write?  I  thank  your  Ladyfhip  for  that  with  all 
my  Heart.  No,  I  have  a  Finger  in  a  Lampoon  or  fo 
fometimes,  that's  all. 

Trum,  But  he  can  aft, 
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L.Squeam.  I'll  fwcar  and  fo  he  does  better  than  anyone 
upon  our  Theatres;  I  have  feen  him.  Oh  the  Engliflj  Co- 
medians are  nothing,  not  comparable  to  the  French  or  Ita- 
Itan:  Befides  we  want  Poets. 

ClH?n.  Poets!  why  I  am  a  Poet.  I  have  written  three 
A6ls  of  a  Play,  and  have  nam'd  it  already.  'Tis  to  be  ^ 
Tragedy. 

L.  Squeam.  Oh  Coufin,  if  you  undertake  to  write  a 
Tragedy,  take  my  Counfei :  Be  fure  to  fay  foft  melting 
tender  things  in  it  that  may  be  moving,  and  make  your 
Lady's  Chara<5lers  virtuous  what  e'er  you  do. 

Clum.  Moving  ?  Why,  I  can  never  read  it  my  felf  but 
it  makes  me  laugh:  well,  'tis  the  pretty 'fl  Plot  and  lb  full 
of  Waggery. 

L.  Squeam.  Oh  ridiculous! 

M/il.  But,  Knight,  the  Title ;  Knight,  the  Title. 

Clum.  Why  let  me  fee;  'tis  to  be  call'd,  The  merry 
Conceits  of  Love;  or,  The  Life  and  Death  of  the  Empe- 
ror Charles  the  Fifth,  with  the  Humours  of  his  Dog  Be- 
badillo. 

Mai  Ha,  ha,  ha  / 

Val.  But  Sir  NoUe,  this  founds  more  Hke  a  Comedy. 

Cltim.  Oh,  but  I  have  refolved  it  fhall  be  a  Tragedy, 
becaufe  Bobad'llos  to  be  kiil'd  in  the  Play.  Comedy !  no, 
I  fcorn  to  write  Comedy.  I  know  feveral  that  canfquirt 
Comedy. I'll  tell  you  more  of  this  when  I  am  fober, 

L.  Sqea?n.  But  dear  Mr.  Malagene,  won't  you  let  us  fee 
you  ad:  a  little  fomething  of  Harlequin  ?  V\\  fwear  you  do 
it  fo  naturally,  it  makes  me  think  I  am  at  the  Louvre  op 
Whitehall  all  the  time.  [Mai.  /?5i]  Oh  Lord,  don't,  don'c 
neither :  I'll  fwear  you'll  make  me  burft.  "Was  there  ever 
any  thing  fo  pleafant } 

Trum.  Was  ever  any  thing  fo  affedred  and  ridiculous  ? 
Her  whole  Life  furely  is  a  continued  Scene  of  Imperti- 
nence. What  a  damn'd  Creature  is  a  decay'd  Woman 
with  all  the  exquilite  Sillinels  and  Vanity  of  her  Sex;  yet 
none  of  the  Charms.fMalagencyJj^^j^-;  in  Punchinello';  Ftf/Vt", 

L.Squeam.  O  Lord,  that,  that;  that  is  a  Pleafure  into- 
lerable. Well,  let  me  die  if  I  can  hold  out  any  longer. 
Pray  Mr. Malagene,  how  long  have  you  been  in  love  with 
Mrs.  Taytiiry  the  A&efs  ?  MaU 
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Mai  Ever  fince  your  Ladyfliip  has  teen  oflf  from  tie 
Hooks  with  mydmtim.  [in  his  own  Voice  aloud.. 

USqueam,  Uh!  gud,  I  always  thought  Mr.  Mala^ene 
had  been  better  bred  than  to  upbraid  me  with  any 
luchbaie  thing  to  my  Face,  whatever  he  might  fay  o'f 

^^u.S'^^^  f^^^'-  ^"^  ^^^^  ''  ^o  Honour,  no  Civility- 
in  the  World,  that  I  am  fatisfy'd  of. 

VaL  Can  your Ladyfhip  tzke  any  thing  ill  from  Mr.Ma- 
t4gene  f  A  Woman  fjiould  bear  with  the  unlucky  Jerks  of 
iier  Buffoon  or  Coxcomb,  as  well  as  with  the  ill  Manners 
ether  Monkey  fometimes:  The  Fools  and  Rafcals  your 
&ex  delights  m,  ought  to  have  the  Privilege  of  faying,  as 
well  as  they  have  of  doing,  any  thing. 

L.Squeam,  Which  you  Men  of  Wit  (as  you  think  your 
felves!)  are  very  angry  you  (hould  be  debarr'd  of:  Lord, 
what  pity  ^tis  your  good  Parts  Ihould  be  your  Misfortune. 

Vai.  Ay  Madam,  I  feel  the  Curfe  of  it:  I  who  had  juft 
Senie  enough  to  fall  in  love  with  fo  much  Beauty  and 
Merit,  yet  could  not  be  able  to  keep  the  Paradife  1  was 
fo  happily  poilell:  of. 

L.  Squeam.  This  Malice  and  Ill-nature  fhall  .not  ferve 
your  turn  i  I  fliall  know  all  your  Proceedings  -  and  In- 
trigues with  Camilla,  and  be  reveng'd  on  your  Love  to 
her,  for  all  the  Affronts  and  Injuries  you  have  done  to 
mine, . 

I'/7ter  Caper  and  Saunter. 

Caper.  Oh  dear  Madam,  w'are  utterly  undone  for  want 
of  your  Ladyfhip's  Company  Til  vow.  Madam  Goadvik 
is  coming  with  the  Fiddles  to  wait  on  you  here. 

[Cuts  backward. 
^  Clunii  Sir,  are  you  a  Dancing-Mailer  ?  you  are  very 
nimble  methinks. 

Ca^er..  Ay  Sir^  I  hate  to  ftand  fliill.  But  Sir  Noble,  I 
thought  you  had  known  me,  I  doubt  you  may  be  a  little 
over-taken3  Faith,  dear  Heart,.  I  am  glad  to  fee  thee  fo 
mtYvy. 

Clum,  Yes,  I  do  love  dearly  to  be  drunk  once  a  Year 
or  fo,  'tis  good  for  my  bodily  Health.    But  do  you  never 
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Caper.  No,  Sir  Noble,  that  is  not  my  Province  you: 
know :  I  mind  dancing  altogether. 

Clum.  Nor  you?  can't  you  drinkj  hah? 

Saun.  No,  I  make  love  and  fing  to  Ladies. 

Clum.Whores  to  my  knowledge,  errant  rank  common 
Whores.  A  Pox  on  your  Woman  of  Quality  that  you 
carry'd  me  to  in  the  Mall. 

Trum.  Why,  what  was  the  matter,  Sir  Noble? 

Clum.  By  yea  and  by  nay,  a  foul  over-grown  Strum- 
pet, with  a  running  Bawd  inftead  of  a  Waiting-woman,  a 
great  deal  ©f  Paint,  variety  of  old  Cloaths,  and  nothing. 
to  eat. 

L.  Squeam.  O  dear,  let  me  die,  if  that  was  not  extrava- 
gantly pleafant. 

Trum.  I  believe  Sir  Noble  is  much  in  the  right ;  for  I 
never  came  near  thefe  giddy  intriguing  Blockheads,  but 
they  were  talking  of  Love  and  Ladies  j  nor  ever  met 
with  a  hackney  ftripping  Whore  that  did  not  know  'em. 

C/Tper.  Ned  Valentine,  I  have  a  Kindnefs  to  beg  of  you. 

Val.  Sir,  you  may  command  me  any.  thing,. 

Caper.  Why,  you  muH  know  I  am  in  love  with  C(h> 
milbt. 

Val.  Very  good. 

Caper.  Now  I  would  have  you  fpeak  to  Fraah  Good- 
rile  not  to  make  love  to  her  as  he  docs,  i'faiih  I  can't 
bear  itj  for  to  tell  you  the  truth  on't,  I  intend  to.  marry 
her  J  I  catch'd  him  at  it  but  now:  Faith  it  made  my 
Heart  ake,  never  ftir  if  it  did  not. 

Val.  Introth,  Sir,  'tis  very  uncivil:  Truman,  this  Good- 
rik  has  a  mind  to  oblige  us  bothj  he's  providing  a  Wife 
for  me  too  as  fkft.as  he  can.  Camilla's  his  Quarrey  now 
I  underftand,  and  by  that  time  he  has  plaid  as  fair  a  Game 
with  her  as  he  h2.s  done  with  your  Miflrefs  Vicioria,  I 
may  ftand  fair  to  put  in  for  the  Rubbers. 

Trum.  Valentine i  thou  art  upon  too  fure  grounds  for 
him  there  J  Camilla  has  both  too  much  Wit  and  Virtue, 
and  each  with  as  little  Affectation  as  the  other. 

Val.  Jack,  after  this  L  cannot  but  be  very  free  v.nth 
you;  I  know  there  is  fome  love  hatching  between  you 
and  hi5  Wife  •  Both  our  Revenge  lies  in  thy  Hands,  and 
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if  thou  dofl  not  thy  felf  and  me  Juftice,  Fli  difown  thee 
for  ever. 

Tmm.  See  where  he  comes,  with  a  Heart  as  gay  ^d 
light,  as  if  there  were  nothing  but  Hone%  in  it. 

Enter  Goodvilejinging. 

When  beauty  cm't  move,  and  our  ?aJJtons  grovo  cold, 

Wineftill  ke^ps  its  Charms,  and  we  drink  tvhen  m'are  oiJ. 

Good. fack  Truman,   yonder   have  I  and   ViBori^ 

been  laughing  at  thee  'till  we  were  weary.  She.  fwears 
thou  art  fo  v€ry  modeft,  'fhe  would  not  for  all  the  world 
marry  thee  for  fear  of  ipoiling  that  Virtue. 

Trum.  Nay,  then  I  doubt  I  have  loft  her  for  ever;  for 
if  fhe  complains  of  my  Modefty,  fhe  has  found  a  Fault 
which  I  never  thought  I  had  been  guilty  of  before. 

Good.  But  that  h  a  quality  which  though  they  hate  ne- 
ver fo  much  in  a  Gallant,  they  are  apt  for  many  Reafons 
to  value  in  a  Husband :  Fear  not,  Diffimulation  is  the  na- 
tural Adjund  of  their  Sexj  and  I  would  no  more  defpair 
of  a  Woman,  tho'  fhe  fwore  fhe  hated  me,  than  I  would 
believe  her  tho'  fhe  fwore  fhe  lov'd  me. 

'Biter  Lady  Squeamifh,  and  the  refi  of  the  Company, 
with  the  Fiddles. 

L.  Squeam.  Oh  a  Country  Dance,  a  Country  Dance  I 
Mr.  Caper,  where  are  you  ?  you  fhall  dance  with  Madam 
Camilla.  Mr.  Saunter  wait  on  ViBoria,  Mr.  Goodvile  your 
humble  Servant.  Dear  Mr.  Truman  w@n't  you  oblige  me  ? 

M2<dz.m  Goodvile ha,  ha,  ha:   Til  fwear  I  had  utterly 

forgotten  Mr.  Valentine. 

Val  Your  Ladyfhip  knows  me  to  be  a  civil  Perfon,  if 
you  pleafe,  I'll  keep  good  Orders.  [All  take  out  the  Women. 

Mai.  Faith  Ned  do,  and  I'll  keep  the  Mufick  in  tune  : 
Away  with  it;  [Mufick  plays.']  Hold,  hold- — what  infuf- 
ferable  Rafcals  are  thefe?  why  ye  fcurvy  thrafhing  fcrap- 
ing  Mongrels,  ye  make  a  worfe  noife  then  crampt  Hedg- 
hogs.  An  old  gouty  Dancing-Mafter  that  teaches  to  dance 
with  his  Speaacles  on,  makes  better  Mufick  on  his  crack'd 
Kit- 'Sdeath  ye  Dogs  can*c  you  play  now  as  a  Gentle- 
man, fings?  hah— --- 

C0:>d. 
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Good.  Sir,  will  you  never  leave  this  naufeous  Humour 
of  yours?  I  can  never  be  with  you  but  I  muft  be  iorc'dto 
life  you  ill,  or  indure  the  perpetual  torment  of  your  Im- 

^M^rwell  Sir,  I  ha'  done  Sir,  I  ha*  done:  But  'tis  very 
hard  a  Man  can't  be  permitted  to  fhew  his  Parts.  'Sdeath 
Wrank,  do'ft  thou  think  thou  underftand'fl  Mufick? 

Gooil.  Sir,  I  underftand  it  fo  well,  that  I  won't  have  it 
interrupted  in  my  Company  by  you. 

Mai.  I  am  glad  on'twith  all  my  Heart  j  I  never  thought 
you  had  underflood  any  thing  before.- — I  think  there  I 
was  pretty  even  with  you. 

Coed.  Saucinefs  and  Ill-manners  are  fo  much  your  Pro- 
vince, that  nothing  but  kicking  is  fit  for  you. 

Mai.  Sir,  you  may  ufe- your  PleafurCj  but- 1  care  no 
more  for  being  kickt,  than  you  do  for  kicking.  But  pri- 
thee Frank  why  fhould  you  be  out  of  humour  fo .?  The 
Devil  take  me,  if  I  ihall  not  give  thee  fuch  a  Jerk  prefent- 
ly  will  make  thee  angry  indeed. 

L.  Sc^mam.  Lord,  Mr.  Good-vile,  how  can  you  be  fo 
Ill-natur'd  ?  I'll  fwear  Mr.  Malagene  is  in  the  right. 
Thefe  People  have  no  Manners  in  the  leaft,  play  not  at 
all  to  dancing:  But  I  vow  he  himfelf  fings  a  Tune  extream 

prettily.  ,i^   t 

Good.  Death,  Hell  and  the  Devil,  how  am  I  teazd?  I 
fhall  have  no  opportunity  to  purflie  my  Bufinefs  v/ith  Ca- 
m'tlU :  I  mufi  remove  this  troublefom  Coxcomb,  and  that 
perhaps  may  put  ftop  at  ieaft  to  her  Impertinence. 

L.  Sq^Hcam.  Mr.  Truman,  Mr.  Goodvile,  and  Ladies,  I 
befeech  you  do  me  the  Favour  to  hear  Mr.  Malagene  irng^ 
a  Scotch  Song:  111  fwear  I  am  a  Ib-ange  Admirer  ©f 
Scotch  Songs,  they  are  the  pretty'ft  foft  melting  gentle 
harmlefs  Things 

Satm.  By  Dad,  and  fo  they  are. In  January  lafi — -> 

[Sings, 

Val.  Deliver  us !  A  Scotch  Song  !  I  hate  it  worfe  than 
a  Scotch  Bagpipe,  which  even  the  Bears  are  grov/n  weary 
of,  and  have  better  Mufick.  I  wiPn  I  could  fee  her  Lady- 
ihip  dance  a  Scotch  Tigg  to  one  of  'em> 
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Mai.  I  mufl  needs  beg  your  Ladyfliip's  Pardon,  I  hare 
forgotten  the  laft  new  Scotch  Song:  But  if  you  pleafc,  I'll 
entertain  you  with  one  of  another  nature,  which  I  am 
apt  to  blieve  will  be  as  pleafant. 

L.  Squeam.  Let  me  die,  Mr.  Malagene,  you  ai'C  etcraal- 
fy  obliging  me. 

Ma]agene_/r?z^^  an  Triflj  Crmon. 
Mai.  Well,  Madam,  how  like  you  it  Madam,  hah  ? 

L.  Squeam.  Really  it  is  very  pretty  now the  prefe- 

ty'ft  odd  out  of  the  way  Notes.    Don't  you  admire  it 
ftrangely  ? 

Mai.  I'll  afllire  your  Ladyfliip  I  learnt  it  of  an  Tri/h  Muf- 

fician  that's  lately  come  over,   and  intend  to  prefent  it  to 

an  Author  of  my  Acquaintance  to  put  it  in  his  next  Play. 

L.  Squeam.  Ha,  ha,  Mv.Vaientine,!  would  have  you  learn 

it  for  a  Serenade  to  your  Miftrefs, ha,  ha,  ha. 

Val.  My  Page,   Madam,  is   docible,  and  has  a  pretty 
Voice,  he  fliall  learn  it  if  youpleafcj  and  if  your  Ladyfliip 

has  any  further  Service  for  him 

L.  Squeam,  Ah  Lord,  Wit,  Wit,  Wit,  as  I  live!  Come 
let's  dance. 

Trum,  Valentine^  thou  art  fomething  too  rough  j  I  am  a- 
fraid  her  Ladyfhip  will  be  reveng'dj  I  fee  Mifchief  in  her 
Eyes  J  'tis  fafcr  provoking  a  Lancajhire  Witch,  than  an  old 
IViftrefs;  and  fhe  as  violent  in  her  Malice  too. 

Good.  Malagene,  a  word  with  you hark  ye,- come 

liither.  [Go.es  to  the  Boor* 

Mai.  Well  Frank,  what's  the  bufinefs  now  ?  I  am  clear- 
ly for  Mifchief:  fliall  I  break  the  Fiddles,  and  turn  the 
Rafcals  out  of  doors  ? 

Good.  No,  Sir  3  but  I'll  be  fo  civil  to  turn   you  out  of 

doors.     Nay,  Sir,  no  flruggling,  I  have  Footmen  within. 

MhI.  Whoo,  prithee  what's  all  this  for  ?    What  a  pox, 

I  know  my  Lady  well  enough  for  a  filly  afifedied  fantafti- 

cal  Gipfy :  I  did  all  this  but  o'  purpofe  to  fhew  her 

Let  me  alone,  I'll  abufe  her  worfe. 

Good.  No,  Sir  3  but  I'll  take  more  care  of  your.  Reputati- 
on, and  turn  you  out  to  learn  better  Manners.   No  ReliU^ 
ance  as  you  tender  your  Ears^  but  be  gone.      [Exit  MaL 
So,    he's  gone,    and  now  1   hope  I  may  have  fbme 

little.. 
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Irtde  time  to  my  felf. Fiddles  ftrike  up.  pf^- 

Trum.  Thus,  Madam,  vou  freely  enjoy  all  the  uealures 
of  a  iingle  Life,  and  cafe  your  feif  of  that  wretched  tor- 
raal  .^ufierity  which  commonly  attends  a  married  one. 

Mrs.  Good.  Who  would  not  hate  to  be  one  of  thofe  limp- 
ring  Saints  that  enter  into  xMarriage  as  they  wou.d  go  m_- 
to  a  .\upnerv,  where  they  keep  verv  ftri£t  to  their  Devoti-^- 
on  for  a  while,  but  at  lail  turn  as  errant  Sinners  as  eer- 
they  were,  .  , 

Trum.  Marriages  indeed  (hould  be  repair  d  to  as  com-^ 
monly  Nunneries  are,  for  handicme  Retreats  and  Conveni- 
cncies,  not  for  Priions,  where  thofe  that  cannot  hve  with- 
out ^em  may  be  iafe,  yet  fometimes  venture  too  abroad 
a  little.  Aui    r 

Mrs.  Good.  But  never  Sir  without  a  Lady  Abbeis  or  a 
ConfelTor  at  ieafl. 

Trum.  Might  I,  Madam,  have  the  honour  to  be  >-our. 
ConfefTor,  I  Ihould  be  very  indulgent  and  lavifh  of  Abio- 
lution  to  fo  pretty  a  Sinner, 

Mrs.  Good.  See,  Mr.  Goodvile  and  Madam  Camih^  I  be= 
lieve  are  at  Shrift  already.  ' 

Turn.  And  poor  Ned  Vftlentme  looks  as  penfwely  as  it 
all  the  Sins  of  the  Con^pany  v/ere  his  own. 
Mrs.  Go&d.  See  Mr.  Caper,  your  Miflrefs. 
Caper.  H^  Camilla!  Sir  your  Servant,  may  I  have  the 
honour  to  lead  this  Lady  a  Coranto? 

Good.  No  Sir.  Death !  forcly  I  have  Fools  that  refl  and 
harbour  in  my  Houfe,  and  they  are  a  worfe  Plague  than 
Buggs  and  Mothes:  Shall  I  never  be  quiet? 

Val.  Siv  Nolfle,  Sir  NoHe,  have  a  care  of  your  Miftrefs! 
do  you  fee  there  ? 

Clum.  Hum— ha— where  ?  oh [_Walzet  and  rifes . 

Saun.  Nay,  faith  Madam,  Harry  Caper's  as  pretty  a  Fel- 
low! 'Tis  the  wittieft  Rogue:  He  and  I  laugh  at  all  the 
Town.     Harry,  I  fhall  marry  her. 

Clum.  Marry  Sir!  whom  will  you  marry,  Sir?  you  lye. 
Sweet  Heart  come  along  with  me,  I'll  marry  theemyfclf 
prefently. 

Vici.  You,  Sir  Noklel what  d'ye  mean?  [Shefqueahs. 

Qlum.  Mean !  honourably,  honourably,  I  mean  honoura- 
bly. 
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^y.    Thcfe  are  Rogues  my  Dear,  arrant  Rogues.    Come 

ajong ^^^  Sir  Nob.  and  Vid. 

Cap.  Ha,  Saunter. 

Sam.  Ay  Caper,  ha!  Let  us  follow  this  drunken  Knight. 

Cap.  I  faith,  and  fo  I  will 1  don't  value  him  this! 

[Cuits.  [Ex.  C^ip.  and  S^unt, 
_  L.Squeam.  Ha,   ha,  ha!   Well,   I'll  fwear  my  Coufm 
Sir  Nol?le  is  a  ftrange  pleafant  Creature.    Dear  Madam,  let 
us  follow  and  fee  the  fport.  Mr.  Truman,  will  you  walk? 
Oh  dear,  'tis  violent  hot.  [Exmnt. 

Val  I'll  withdraw  too,  and  at  fome  diftance  obferve 
how  matters  are  carried  between  Goodvik  and  Camilla. 

[Exit. 

~     Good.  Are  you  then,  Madam,  refolv'dto  ruin  me?  Why' 

Ihould  all  that  flock  of  Beauty  be  thrown  away  on  one 

that  can  never  be  able  to  deferve  the  Gleanings  of  it?  I 

love  you 

Cam.  And  all  the  Sex  befides.     That  ever  any  Man 
Ihould  take  fuch  pains  to  forfwear  himfelf  to  no  purpofe! 
Good.  Nay,  then  there's  hopes  yet :  if  you  pretend  to 
doubt  the  truth  of  my  Love,   'tis  a  fign  you  have  fome  In- 
clinations at  leaft  that  are  m.y  Friends. 

Cam.  This  Goodvtle  1  fee  is  one  of  thofe  fpruce  polifht 
Fools,  who  have  fo  good  an  Opinion  of  themfelves,  thkt 
they  think  no  Woman  can  refift  'em,  nor  Man  cf  better 
Senfe  defpife 'em.  I'll  feem  at  prefent  to  comply,  and 
try  how  far  'twill  pafs  upon  him. 

Good.  Well  Madam,  have  you  confid^r'd  on't?  Will  the 
Stone  in  your  Heart  give  way  ? 

Cam.  No,  Sir,  'tis  full  as  firm  and  hard  as  ever  *twas. 
Good.  And  I  may  then  go  hang  or  drown,  or  do  what 
I  will  with  my  felf  ?  Hah  ? 

Cam.  At  your  own  difcretion  Sir,  though  I  fhould  be 
loth  to  fee  fo  proper  ahandfom  Gentleman  come  to  an  ill 
end. 

C?(?o^.  Good  charitable  Creature!  But  Madam,  know  I 
canbereveng'don  you  for  thisj  and  my  Revenge  fhall  be 
toloveyoultiU;  gloat  on  and  loll  after  you  where-e'er 
i  fee  you;  in  all  publick  meetings  haunt' and  vex  you; 
write  lamentable  Sonnets  on  you,  and  fo  plain,  that  every 
Fop  that  fings  'em  ihali  know  'tis,  you  I  mean. 
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C^m.  So  Sir,  this  is  fomething:  Cou'd  not  you  as  well 
have  told  me  you  had  been  very  ill-natur'd  at  firft?  you 
did  not  know  how  far  it  might  have  wrought  upon  me? 
fcefides,  ^tis  a  thouiand  times  better  than  vo^vlng  and  bovv- 
ing,  and  making  a  deal  of  love  and  nolle,  and  all  to  as  lit- 
tle purpofe  as  any  thing  you  fay  elfe.  ,„  ,  ^ 
Good.  Right  exquilite  Tyrant!  Ill  fct  a  Watch  and 
Guard  fo  ftria  upon  you,  you  fhall  not  entertain  a  well- 
drefs'd  Fool  in  private,  but  Til  know  it  j  then  in  a  lewd 
Lampoon  publilh  it  to  the  Townj  till  you  fhall  repent 
and  curfe  the  hour  you  ever  faw  me. 

Cam,  Ah  would  I  could,  ill-natur'd  cruel  Man! 
Good.  Hah,  how's  that?  am  I  then  miftaken?  and  have 
I  wrong'd  you  all  this  while?  I  ask  ten  thoufand  Pardons  j 
curfl  damnd  Sot  that  I  was!   I  have  ruin'd  my  feif  now 
for  ever.  ,  ,,         i  j      . 

CAm.  Well  Sir,  fliould  I  now  forgive  you  all,  could  you 
confent  to  wrong  your  Lady  fo  far?  you  have  not  yet  been 
married  a  full  Year:  How  muft  I  then  fufped  yo'oi-  Love 
to  me,  that  can  fo  Toon  forget  your  Faith  t©  her  ? 

Good.  Oh  Madam,  what  do  you  do?  The  name  ot  a 
Wife  to  a  Man  ia  love  is  wcrfe  than  cold  Water  l^i 
a  Fever :  'Tis  enough  to  ftrike  the  Diftemper  to  my  Heart 
and  kill  me  quite:  m.y  Lady  quoth  a!  „  -     , 

Cafn.  Befides,  Valentine  you  know  is  your  Friend. 
Good.  I  grant  it,  he  is  fo ;  A  Friend  is  a  thing  I  love  to 
eat  and  drink  and  laugh  withall:   Nay  more,  I  would  on 
a  good  occafion  lofe  my  Life  for  my  Friend  j  but  not  my 
Pleafurc.    Say  where  and  when  it  fhall  be? 
Cam.  Never,  I  dare  not. 

Good.  You  muft  by  and  by  when  'tis  a  httle  darker,  itt 
the  left-hand  Walk  in  the  loweft  Garden. 
•   Cam.  I  won't  promife  you^  can't  you  trull  my  good 
nature?  , 

Geod.  Charming  Creature!  I  do:  Now  if  I  can  but 
make  up  the  Match  between  Trtman  and  Vi^oria,  my 
hopes  are  compleated. 

Cam.  Hafte!  hafte!  away  Sir,  I  {eQVaUnme  coming.-— 

lEx.  Good. 
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Enter  Valentine 
Val.  Madam,  you  are  extreamly  merry;  I  am  glad  Mr. 
Coodvile  has  left  you  in  ib  good  a  humour. 

Cam.  Ay  Sir,  and  v-hat  may  pleafe  you  more,   he  is 

parted  hence  in  as  good  a  humour  as  he  has  left  me  here. 

[Enter  Lady  Squeamifh,  Bridget  at  the  Be  or, 

L.  Squeam.  Valentme  and  Camilla  alone  together  I  Now 

for  an  opportunity  to  be  rev^eng'd!  ah  how  I  loveMahce  ! 

Val.  UngratefuH'ft  of  Women! 

Cam.  Foolifhefl  of  Men !  Can  you  be  fo  very  filly  to  be 
jealous?  for  I  find  jou  are  fo:  What  have  you  cvx^r  ob- 
ferv'd  fince  firfl  your  knowledge  of  me  that  might  per- 
fwade  you  I  fhould  ever  grow  fond  of  a  Man,  as  notori- 
oufly  falfe  to  all  Women,  as  you  are  unworthy  of  me? 
L.  Squeam.  Has  Valentine  been  falie  to  her  too  ?  nay, 
then  there  is  feme  pleafure  left  yet,  to  think  I  am' 
not  the  only  Woman  that  has  iiiffer'd  by  his  Bafenefs.  [Afide. 
Val.  What  then,  I'll  warrant  you  v^ere  alone  together 
half  an  hour  only  for  a  Httlc  harmlefs  Raillery  or  fo?  an 
bonour  I  could  never  obtain  v/ithout  hard  fuit  and  hum- 
ble fupplication. 

Cam.  Aks!  how  very  Politick  you  are  grown!    you 

would  pretend  Difpleafjre  to  try  your  Power.     No 1 

fhall  henceforth  think  you  never  had  a  good  Opinion  of 
me,  but  that  your  Love  was  at  firll  as  ill  grounded  as  your 
fantaftical  Jealoufie  is  now. 

Val.  What  fpecicus  Pretence  can  you  urge  ?  (I  know  a 
"Woman  can  never  be  without  one  ;)  come,  I  am  eafie  and 
good-natur'd,  willing  to  believe  and  be  deceived :  —  What, 
no-:  a  Word  ? 

.  Cam.  Though  I  can  hardly  defcend  to  fatisfie  your  Diflruft, 
for  which  I  hardly  value  you,  and  almoll:  hate  you;  yet  ta 
tx)rment  you  farther,  knov/  I  did  difcourfe  with  him,  and 
of  love  too;  nay  more,  granted  him  an  Appointment,  but 
©ne  I  never  meant  to  keep,  and  promifed  it  only  to  get 
idd  of  him.  This  is  more  tlian  I  am  obHg'd  to  tell  you, 
but  that  I  wanted  fuch  an  opportunity  as  this  to  check 
your  Pretences,  wliich  1  found  grew  too  unruly  to  be 
kept  at  a  diiiance, 

Vah 
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Vol,  Tho'  I  liad  fome  reafon  to  be  in  doubt,  yet  this 
true  Refentment  and  jufl  Proceeding  bas  convinced  me : 
For  Goodvile  is  a  Man  I  have  little  reafon  to  truft,  as  will 
appear  hereafter,  and  'twas  my  knowledge  of  his  Bafenefs 
made  me  run  into  Co  mean  a  Diflrufl:  of  you ;  But  forgive 
me  this,  and  when  I  fail  again  difcard  me  for  ever. 

Cam.  Yes;  But  the  next  time  Ifha'lhappentodifcourfe 
with  a  Gentleman  in  private  T  fhall  have  you  liftning  at 
the  Door  or  eves-dropping  under  the  Window.  What, 
diftruft  your  Friend,  the  honourable  worthy  Mr.  Good' 
fi;ile!^.-~Re,  how  can  you  be  fo  ungenerous? 

Val.  There  is  not  fuch  another  Hypocrite  in  the  World : 
He  never  made  Love  but  to  delude,   nor  Friend  fhip  but 

for  his  ends; Even  his  own  Kinfwoman  and  Charge, 

Viciorix,  he  has  long  fince  corrupted,  and  now  would  put 
her  on  his  beft  Friend  Truman  for  a  Wife. 

Cam.  I  cannot  but  laugh  to  think,  how  eafily  he  fwal- 
low'd  the  Cheat :  He  could  not  be  more  tranfported  at  Pof- 
feflion,  than  he  was  with  Expedation,  and  he  went  away 
in  a  greater  Triumph  than  if  he  had  conquered  the  Indies. 
Val.  Where  did  you  promife  him  ? 
Cam.  In  the  left  hand  Walk  in  the  lower  Garden. 
L.  Sc]ueam.  So,  in  the  left  hand  Walk  in  the  lower  Gar- 
den.: 1  heard  that,  [Afde, 
But  Mr.  Valentine  you  may  chance  to  meet  another  there : 
Let  me  die,  this  is  pleafant, 
Val.  And  when? 

Cam.  Anon,  when  it  begins  to  grow  dark. 
L.  Sqtieam.  Enough,  I  know  the  Time  and  Place  j  and 
Madam  Camilla,  I  iV.all  mske  bold  to  cheat  you  of  your 
Lover  to  Night.    Alas  poor  inconliderablc  Creature,  how 
this  makes  me  loath  her ! 

Cam.  Now  would  this  Kews  be  more  welcome  to  her 
Ladyfhip  Madam  S^ueami/I:^,  than  a  new  Fafnionj  a  new 
Dance,  or  a  new  Song:  How  many  Vihts  would  fne  make 
on  the  occafion !  not  a  Family  in  Tov^-n  would  be  at  refl 
for  her,  till  Ihe  had  made  it  a  Jefl.  From  tlie  Mother  of 
the  Maids,  to  the  Attorney's  Wife  in  Holborn. 

Val.  But  for  fome  private  Reafons  I  v.ould  I  aveic  kept 
firom  her,  and  from  Madam  Goodvile  too.    There  are  Af- 
fairs 
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fairs  to  be  carry 'd  on  to  Night,  which  the  leafl  Accident 

may  interrupt. Befides,  I  have  thought  upon't,  and 

will  fo  contrive  the  matter,  that  Goodvile  fhall  keep  his 
Aflignation,  and  her  Ladyfhip  her  felf  fupply  the  place  of 
the  much-expeded  charming  Camilla. 

Cam.  But  would  you  Sir  do  me  fuch  an  Injury  as  to 
make  me  break  my  Word  with  Mr.  Goodvile  ?  that  were 
inhumane. 

Val.  Good  .  Confcionable  Creature  have  Patience,  and 
don't  you  think  of  paying  Debts  too  fafl:  j  there's  an  Account 
yet  between  you  and  I  which  muft  be  made  even  j  and 
I  think  I  had  befl  fecure  it,  now  I  have  yoli  in  my  cuftody , 

Cam.  Ay  but  Sir,  if  I  part  with  any  thing,  I  fhall  ex- 
pe£l  to  have  fbmething  to  fhew  for't. 

Val.  Nay,  if  I  don't  offer  as  lufty  fecurity  and  condi- 
tions as  any  Man,  let  me  lofe  all  I  lay  claim  to,  that's 
fair.  [Exeunt. 

h.Squea'm.  So,  are  they  gone?  Now  let  me  but  Uvq 
if  this  Intrigue  be  not  extreamly  furprixing.  Bridget  go 
liome,  and  fetch  me  the  Morning-Gown  I  had  laft  made  in 
imitation  of  Camillas,  for  perhaps  I  fliall  go  a  Mafquera- 
ding  to  Night,  or  it  may  be  not,  but  fetch  it  neverthelefs 

Brid.  Madam,  won't  the  other  ferve?  you  may  re- 
member you  left  it  at  my  Lady  Fc^kve's  t'other  Night  j 
that's  nearer. 

L.Squeam.  Impertinent  Creature!  and  would'it  thou 
have  me  appear  in  it  twice?  Do  as  I  bid  you,  I  fay;  and 
d'ye  hear,  bring  me  a  Mask  with  an  Amber-Bead,  for  I 
fear  I  may  have  Fits  to  Night. 

Brid.  1  never  knew  her  without  fantaftical  ones  I  am 
fiire,  for  they  cofl  me  many  a  weary  Errand.  [Ex. 

Enter  Victoria. 

L.  Squeam.  Oh  my  dear  Victoria!  the  moft  unlookt  for 
Happinefs  !  the  pleafant'fl:  Accident !  the  flrangefl  Difcove- 
ry !  the  very  thought  of  it  v/ere  enough  to  cure  Melan- 
choly. Valentine  and  Camilla,  Camilla  and  Valentiney  ha, 
ha,  ha. 

Vici.  Dear  Madam,  what  is  it  fo  tranfports  you? 

L.  Squeam.  Nay  'tis  too  precious  to  be  communicated  : 

Bold  me,  hold  me,  or  I  fliall  die  with  laughter ha,  ha, 

ha. 
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fia,  Camilla  and  Valentine,   Valentine  and  Camilla ha 

ha  ha. O  dear,  my  Heart's  broke. 

ViB.  Good  Madam  refrain  your  Mirth  a  little,  and  let 
me  know  the  Story,  that  I  may  have  a  fhare  in  it. 

L.  Squeam.  An  Affignation !  an  Affignation  to  Nighfc 
in  the  lower  Garden. By  ftrong  good  Fortune  I  over- 
heard it  all  juft  now but  to  think  on  the  pleafant  Con- 

fequence  that  will  happen,  drives  me  into  an  excefs  of  Joy- 
beyond  all  fiifferance. 

Vici.  Madam,  in  all  probability  the  pleafant'fl:  Confe- 
quence  is  like  to  be  theirs  if  any  Bodies,  and  I  cannot  giiefs 
how  it  fhould  poach  your  Ladyihip  in  the  leaft. 

L.  Squeam.  Oh  Lord,  how  can  you  be  fo  dull?  Why, 
at  the  very  hour  and  place  appointed  will  I  meet  Vakmne 
in  Camilla's  ftead,  before  fhe  can  be  there  her  felf ;  then 
when  rhe  comes  expofe  her  Infamy  to  all  the  World,  till 
I  have  thoroughly  reveng'd  myfelf  for  all  thebafe  Injuries 
her  Lover  has  done  to  me. 

Vici.  But  Madani:  can  you  indure  to  be  fo  malidous? 

L.  Squeam.  That,  that's  the  dear  Plesfure  of  the  thing; 
for  I  vow  I'd  fooner  die  ten  thoufand  Deaths,  if  I  thought 
I  fhould  hazard  the  leaft  Temptation  to  the  prejudice  of 
my  Honour. 

Vici.  But  why  fhould  your  Ladyfhip  run  into  the  mouth 
of  Danger?  Who  knows  whatfcurvy  lurking  Devil  may 
^nd  in  readineis  and  feize  your  Virtue,  before  you  are  a- 
ware  of  him  ? 

L.  Squeam.  Temptation  ?  No  I'd  have  you  know  1  fcora 
Temptation :  I  durll  truft  my  felf  in  a  Convent  amongft 
a  Kennel  of  Cramm'd  Friers:  Befides  that  ungrateful 
ill-bred  Fellow  Valentine  is  my  mortal  Averlion :  More  odi- 
ous to  me  than  foul  Weather  on  a  M^j/-Day,  or  ill  fmeli 
in  a  Morning. 

Vici.  Nay,  now  Madam  you  are  too  violent. 

L.  Squeam.  Too  violent !  I  would  not  keep  a  Waiting- 
woman  that  fhould  commend  any  one  thing  about  him : 
Dear  Victoria,  urge  nothing  in  his  behalf,  for  if  you  do, 
you  loie  my  Friend ihip  for  ever;  Tho'  I  fwear  he  was  a 
tine  Perfon  once,  before  he  was  ipoil'd. 

"  vm.  I  am  fioie  your  Ladyihip  had  the  bell  jihare  in  his 
fpoiling  then,  :j:  L^'^^^' 
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h.So^ueam.No,  were  I  inclin'd  to  entertain  Addrelles,  I 
affure  1  need  not  want  for  Servants :  For  I  f^vear  I  am  fo 
perplext  with  Billet  Deux  every  Day,  I  know  not  which 
way  to  turn  my  felf :  Befides  there  is  no  FideUty,  no  Ho- 
nour in  Mankind;  Oh  dear  Vicisria!  whatever  you  do, 
never  let  Love  come  near  your  Heart :  Tho'  really  I  think 
true  Love  is  the  greatefl:  pleafure  in  the  World. 

Vicl.  Would  1  had  never  known  Love :  My  Honour  had 
not  then  lain  at  the  mercy  of  fo  ungrateful  a  Wretch  as 
Goodvile,  who  now  has  certainly  abandoned  and  forgotten 
me. 

-L.  Squeam.  Well,  certainly  I  am  the  moft  unftcady  rel- 
iefs humourfom  Woman  breathing:  Now  am  1  fo  tranf- 
ported  at  the  thoughts  of  what  I  have  deiign'd,  that  1  long 
till  the  hour  comes,  with  more  Impatience  than —     I'll 

fwear  I  know  not  what  to  fay Dear  Victoria  ten  thou- 

fand  Adieus — Wifhmegood  Succefs Yet  now  I  think 

on't  rn  ftay  a  little  longer— -I'll  fwear  I  mull:  not  neither — 
Well!  I'll  go No,  ril  ftay — Well,  I  am  refolv'd  nei- 
ther to  fiand  fiill fit  ftill-— nor  he  ftill nor  have  one 

thought  at  reft till  the  bufmefs  be  over. I'll  fwear  I 

am  a  ftrange  Creature.  \JEx.  L.  Squeam. 

Vici,  Farewel  Whirligig. 

Enter  Goodvile. 

Good.  ViBoria  here !  To  m.eet  with  an  old  Miflrefs  when 
a  Man  is  in  purfuit  of  a  frefh  one,   is  a   worfe    Omen 

than  a  Hare  in  a  Journey. Ill  ftep  afide  this  way  'till 

Ihe's  pall:  me ;  fo,  farewel  Fubb .  [Makes  mouths.  [Exit  Vid. 
Now  for  the  lovely  kind  yielding  CamilUl  How  I  long 
for  the  happy  hour !  Swelling  burning  Breads,  dying  Eyes, 
balmy  Lips,  trembling  Joints,  millions  of  KilTes  and  un- 
fpeakable  Joys  wait  for  me. 

Enter  Truman  mid  Valentine. 
Well  Gentlemen!  Now  you  have  left  the  Ladies,  I  hope 
there  may  be  room  near  your  Hearts  for  a  Bottle  or  two. 

Triim.  Dear  Goodvile  thou  art  too  pow'rful  to  be  deny 'd 
any  thing.  'Tis  a  fine  cool  Evening,  and  a  fwift  Glafs 
or  two  now  were  feafonable  and  refrcfhing,  to  walh  a- 
way  the  Toil  and  Fatigue  of  the  Day. 
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Val.  Afrer  a  Min  has  been  diilurb'd  with  the  publick 
ImpertineRces  and  Foilfes  he  meets  withal  abroad,  he 
ought  to  recompence  hinifclf  with  a  Friend  and  a  Bottle 
in  private  at  Night. 

Good.  Spoken  like  Men  that  deferve  the  Life  you  en- 
joy: I'll  in  before  and  put  all  things  in  readincfs. 

[Ex.  GoodvL'e. 

VflJ..  This  worthy  Perfon,  for  his  Honefry  and  Sobrie- 
ty, would  have  made  a  very  good  Dutch  Burgomafler  : 
But  he  is  as  damnable  an  Bigltjl)  Friend  and  Gentleman 
as  one  would  wifh  to  meet  withal. 

Tr:i7n.  ValerJine,  thou  art  too  much  concerned  at  him  : 
Mcthinks  C^milWs  Jufr'ce  and  the  pleafant  Cheat  fke  has 
put  upon  him,  lliould  rather  make  thee  defpife  and  laugh 
at  him  as  I  do. 

r*?/.  Trmnxii,  thou  indeed  hafl:  reafon  :  And  when  I 
fhall  know  the  happy  Succeis  of  the  Revenge  thou  haft 
in  ftore  for  him,  I  may  do  my  felf  and  him  that  Juftice 
as  fcorn  him,  but  am  too  angry  yet. 

Trnm.  Then  to  give  thee  eafs  (for  I  dare  truft  thee) 
know  this  very  Night  I  aTo  have  an  Allignation  with 
his  Wife  in  the  Grotto  at  the  upper  End  of  the  Garden, 
the  oppolite  V/alk  to-  that  whei  e  he  expects  to  meet  Qa- 
milh. 

Val.  Then  I  am  at  rell:  let's  in,  I  have  nothing  Q\£e 
to  do  but  take  care  fo  to  finiih  him,  as  that  you  fhall  fear 
no  Interruption :  At  leafl:  he  will  be  fo  full  of  his  Expecta- 
tion of  CamilU,  that  he'll  never  dream  in  what  pofture 
his  own  Affair's  fland  in  another  place. 

Trum.  Away  then :  And  may  good  Luck  attend  us : 
E'er  yet  tu'o  Hours  are  paft,  his  Wife's  my  own.  Mw- 
thinks  already  in  that  fecure  dark  private  Grotto, 

Clofe  in  my  Arms,  and  languifJjmg  fl:e  lyes. 

With  (lying  Locks,  jlwrt  Breath,  and  mjhirg  Eyes, 

And  the  fupne  dull  Ctickold  nothing  fpies.         [Exc.mt. 

Vol.  I.  N  ACT 
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ACT    IV.    SCENE    I. 

SCENE     Night'Garden. 

Mtiier  Goodvile  at  one  Door,  Mrs.  Goodvile  and  Lettice 

follovp'tng  her  at' the  other. 
^ood.CO,  I  think  I  came  off  in  good  time:  Hold !  now 
^  for  Cmiilh :  by  fove  I  think  I  am  little  better 
than  drunk.  Hah!  who's  there,  ViBoria  as  I  livej  nay  it 
mail  be  fhe,  as  I  faid  before.  The  poor  Gipfie's  jealous ; 
has  had  fome  Intimation  of  my  Appointment  with  Ca^ 
milla:  I'll  loof  off,  and  obferve  which  way  fhe  fteers. 

Mrs. Good.  Lettice,  I  fear  that's  Mr.  Goodvile's  Voice; 
whatever  you  do,  if  any  crofs  Accident  happens,  be  fure 
you  call  me  Vi^oria. 

'Good.  Ay,  ay,  'tis  ViBoria!  Vigilant  Devil!  but  V\\ 
take  this  way,  and  wait  at  the  lower  End  of  the  Walk. 

Mis.Good.  Lettice,  look  well  round  you  that  no  body  fee 
us,  and  then  follow  me.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Truman. 
Trwn.  Thus  far  all  is  well :  How  I  pity  poor  Valentine ! 
yonder  is  he  plying  Bumpers  as  they  call  'em,   more  fu- 
rioufly  than  a  Foreign  Minifter,  that  comes  into  England 
to  drink  for  the  Honour  of  his  Country.    I  have  waited 
.fomething  long  though 5  who  comes  here  ? 
Enter  Lettice. 
Let.  'Tis  I,  Sir,  your  Servant  Lettice. 
Trum.  My  little  good-natur'd  Agent  is  it  you  ?  Where's 
fhy  Lady  ?  She's  too  cruel  to  let  a  poor  Lover  languifli 
here  {o  long  in  Expeclation:   It  looks  as  \i  ihe  rather 
meant  to  make  a  tryal  of  ruy  Patience,  than  my  Love: 
Is  fhe  coming? 

Let.  Well,  I  fwear  (as  my  Lady  Soimamijh  fays)  you 
are  a  ftrange  Creature.  But  ri'l  go  and  teil  her :  Though  I'll 
vow  I  utterly  difown  having  any  Hand  in  this  Bufiiieis  3 
and  if  any  111  comes  of  it  'tis  none  of  my  Faujt. 

Trum.  .No,  no,  not  in  the  leaftj  prithee  dij[patch^ 
fHow's  this!  moie  Company!  who  comes  there .^ 

Emm 
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Enter  Valentine. 
Val.  'Tis  I,  Jack  Truman;  your  Friend  Valentine. 

Trum.  My  dear  Encourager  of  Iniquity!  what  News? 
Where's  Good'vile  ? 

Val.  No  matter  for  Good'vik  I  here  comes  your  Miftrefj. 
Enter  Mrs.  Goodvile.  Valentine  retires. 

Trum,  Now,  now,  now!  what  the  De/il  ails  me?  how 

I  fhail  quake  and  tremble? Madam,    dear  Madam, 

where  are  you  ? 

Mrs.  Good.  Mr.  Truman,  is't  your  Voice?  Lettice,  you 

may  go  in  again  if  you  will. [Ex.  Lettice. 

We'll,  Sir,  Fll  vowSir,  had  it  not  been  that  I  hate  to  break 
my  Word,  I  would  not  have  ventur'd  abroad  this  cold 
damp  Evening  for  a  World. 

Trum.  I'll  warrant  you  Madam,  whilft  you  are  in  my 
PoflelTion,  no  Cold  fhall  hurt  you:  Come,  ihall  we  with- 
draw to  the  Grotto  ? 

Mrs.  Good.  Withdraw  to  the  Grotto?  blefs  me,  Sir! 
what  do  you  mean?  I'll  fwear  you  make  my  Fleart  ake. 

Trum.  Oh  Madam!  I  have  the  befl:  Cure  for  thePailion 
of  the  Heart  in  the  World.     I  have  try'd  it  Madam,   'tis 

Vrobatum:  Come,  com^e,  let's  retire, do,   make  a  di- 

frurbance,  and  ruin  your  ielf  and  me,  do! 

Mrs.  Good.  Nay,  ril fwear, Sir,  youareinfufterably  rude; 
you  had  befl  make  a  Noife  and  alarm  my  Husband,  you 
had,  for  hang  me  I  fhall  cry  out. 

Trum.  No,  no.  I'm  {lire  you  v/on't  complain  before  you 

are  hurt  5  and  I'll  ufe  you  fo  gently hark  I don't 

you  hear,  there's  {bmebody  coming. 

Mrs.  Good.  Where,  where,  where?  If  we  are  feen  we 
are  undone  for  ever-  Well,  I'll  never  give  you  fuch  aa 
advantage  again. 

Trum.  I'm  fure  you  would  not,  if  I  fhould  let  flip  this. 
Come,  come.  Delays  are  dangerous,  and  I  can  endure  ^em 
rio  longer. 

Mrs.  Good.  Ah  Lord  you  kill  me! xvhat  will  be- 
come of  me ah [Carries  her  in. 

Val.  Nay.  faith,  Madam,  your  condition  is  fometh-'ng 

deiperate,  that's  certain.  'Tis  a  pretty  Emplovment  I  am 

N  z  '  Uke 
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like  to  have  here;  but  it  is  for  the  fake  of  my  Friend  and 
my  Revenge:  And  two  dearer  Arguments  there  cannot 
be  to  perfuade  me  to  any  thing. 

E-/2ter  xVlalagene  at  fome  dsjlunce. 

Mai.  So,  fack  Trwrnan  and  Madam  Goodvile  have  or- 
dered Matters  pretty  well  ;  I'll  fay  that  for  my  Kinfwo- 
man,  Ihe  lays  about  her  handfomely.  But  certainly  I  hear 
another  Voice  this  way :  I'll  withdraw  once  again,  theie 
may  be  more  fport  yet. 

Val.  That  fliould  be  Good-vile:  I'll  ftep  behind  this  Tree, 
and  ice  how  he  and  her  Ladyfhip  behave  themfelves. 
This  is  like  to  be  a  Night  of  as  civil  bufinefs,  as  I  have 
known  a  great  while. 

Enter  Goodvile. 

Good.  Death,  and  the  Devil!  hov/  that  puny  Rogue 
Valentine  YidL^  {ousd  me?  If  I  fhould  have  overlay 'd  the 
time  now,  and  mifs'd  of  my  Appointment  v^ith.  Camilla — 
Truman  is  reel'd  home  that's  certain,  and  Valentine  I  be- 
lieve hasfollov^'d  him  by  this  time.  CamilU,  dear,  lovely, 
kind,  tender,  mdung  Camilla,  where  art  thou  ? 
Enter  Lady  Scjueamifh. 

L.  Squeam.  That  mufl:  be  ValerJine,  nay,  I  ani  flire  it 
is  he!  how  fneakingly  will  he  look  when  he  Ihall  find  his 
MiHake?  But  I'll  take  care  if  poffible  that  no  fuch  thing 
fhall  happen  j  fo  mine  be  the  Pleafure,  and  Camilla's  the 
Scandal  i  I'll  rufh  by  him  through  the  Walk  into  the  Wil- 
dernefs.  [Rum  crofs  the  Walk. 

Good.  That  mud  be  Cr.e,  how  f^  ifdy  fhe  iiew  along, 
as  if  flie  fear'd  to  be  too  late,  loolely  attired  2nd  fit  for 
Joys!  Now  all  the  power  of  Love  and  good  Fortune  di- 
red:  me.  [Exit. 

Val.  So,  thanks  to  our  Stars,  he  is  fafcj  though  a  Pox 
on't,  methinks  this  dry  Pimping  is  but  a  (curvy  Employ- 
ment: Had  I  but  a  Siiter  or  Kini\voman  of  his  to  keep 

doing  withal,    there  weie  fome  Comfort  in  it, but 

here  comesTraman  and  the  Ladvi  Im.ufcnotbe  feen.[£^. 
Enter  Truman  and  Mrs.  Goodvile. 

Trum.  You  Hall  not  go:  Come  but  back  ahttle,  I  have 
fcmething  more  to  tell  you  that  nearly  concerns  us 
loth  J  belides,  Mr.  Gcod-vde's  in  the  Garden,  andifheihculd 
charce  to  meet  us,  what  E.xcuie  could  we  mcke  to  him? 
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Mrs.  Good.  But  will  you  promife  me  Viciorict  fliall  ne- 
ver rob.  me  o£  your  Heart?  She  does  not  deferve  it  I 
am  fure  half  fo  well  as  I. 

Tmm.  Kind  render-hearted  Creature,  I  know  it:  Nor 
fl:all  fhe  ever  come  fo  near  it,    as  to  know  that  I  have 

one : Alas !  we  talk  too  long,  [Noife. 

I  hear  Company  coming,   we  fhall  be  furpriz'd,    and  dif- 
^ppointed   and  then  I  am  undone. 

Mrs.  Good.  HI  Avear  you  make  me  tremble  every  Joynt 
of  me :  What  wxuld  you  have  me  do  ? 

Tmm.  See,  fee,  who  are  yonder. 

[Exeunt  Truman  (tnd  Mrs.  Goodvile. 
Enter  Goodvile  and  Lady  Squeamifh. 

Good.  V/hat  a  Feaft  of  Delight  have  I  had  i  furely  fhe  was 
born  only  toniake  me  happy!  her  natural  and  unexperien- 
ced Tendemefs  exceeded  pradis'd  Charms ; Dearblefl: 

\ovt\y  CdmVda,  oh!  my  Joys! 

L.  Squearrj.  Ha    ha,  ha ! 

Good.  How's  this.?  my  L2.dy  Squeamifh! Death  and 

the  Devil. 

L.  Sque;tm.  Truly  fweet  Mr.  Valentine  the  fame.  Now, 

Sir,  I  hope Ugh  gad!  Mr.  Goodvile! 

[They  /rare  at  each  other. 

Good,  Havel  been  mumbling  an  old  Kite  all  this  while, 
inftead  of  my  young  Partridge  ?  a  Pox  o'  my  depraved  Pala  te, 
that  could  diilinguifh  no  better. 

L.  Squear/i.  Lord    Mr.  Goodvile,    what     ails  you! 

this  was  an  imexpeded  Adventure  j   but  let  me  die,   it  is 
vcrypleafntj  ha,  ha,  ha! 

Good.  A  Pox  on  the  Pleafures,  and  you  too,  I  fay. 

L.  Squeam.  This  malicious  Devil  Camilla  has  over- reached 

me: WgW  Mr.  Goodvile,   you  are  the    wortliieft  Per- 

fonj had  I  an  only  Daughter,    1  durft  irufl  her  with 

you,  you  are  fo  very  civil: Well,   Innocence  is  the 

greateft  Happinefs  in  the  World. 

Good.  Right  Madam,  it  is  fo,  and  you  know  we  have 
been  very  Innocent  ^  done  no  harm  in  the  World,  not  we, 

L  Squeam.  The  Cenforious  World,  if  they  knew  of  this 

Accident,  I  know  would  be   apt  enough  to  fpeak  Re- 

N  3  proachfullyj 
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proachfully ;  but  fo  long  as  I  my  felf  am  fatisfied  in  the 
Integrity  of  my  Honour,  the  World  is  a  thing  I  defy  and 
fcorn. 

Good.  Very  Philofophically  fpoken: But,    Madam, 

fo  long  as  the  World  is  to  be  a  Stranger  to  our Happinefs, 
v/hy  ihould  we  deny  our  felves  the  fecond  pleafure  of  Con- 
gratulation ? 

L.  Squeam.  Alas,  alas,  Mt.  Goodvile,  you  cannot  fay 
that  you  have  had  the  leaft  advantage  over  ray  Frailty: 
Well,  what  might  have  happened,  if  the  ftrid  Severity  of 
both  our  Virtues  had  not  lecured  us  ? 

Gcod.  This  affedted  Impudence  of  hers,  is  beyond  all  the 

Impertinence  I  ever  knew  her  guilty  of. Virtue  with 

a  Pox !  I  think  I  have  reafon  to  know  her  pretty  well,  aad 
the  Devil  of  any  Virtue  found  I  about  her. 

'L.Squeam.  iiut  dear  Sir,  let  us  talk  no  more  of  it: 
Though  I  am  extreamly  miftaken  if  I  faw  not  Mr.  Valen- 
tine enter  the  Garden  before  me,  and  am  as  much  miltak- 
en  if  a  Lady  was  not  with  him  too. 

Good.  Hell  and  Confufion!  that  muft  be  ViBoria:  I 
thought  indeed  I  faw  her,  but  being  hot-headed,  and  ap- 
prehending llie  came  with  a  malicious  Defign  of  difcover- 
Hig  me,  avoided  her. -Falfe  to  me  with  Valentine? 

L.  Squeam.  I'll  fwear  Mr.  Goodvile  I  have  Iongfufpe£i- 
ed  an  Intrigue  between  you  and  Madam  VlBorla,  and  this 
Jcaloufie  has  conhrm'd  me  j  and  I  would  not  for  all  the 
V/orld  but  have  known  it.     Ha,  ha,  ha ! 

Good.  Death  Madam!  this  is  beyond  all  fufferance: 

difappointed,  and  jilted  by  C^w/77^/  abufed  by  ViBoria! 
and  with  Valentine  too,  Truman's  Friend,  who  I  thought 
fliould  have  marry'd  her! Shame  and  Infamy  light  up- 
on the  whole  Sex !  may  the  beft  of  'em  be  ever  fufpedl- 
ed,  and  the  moft  cautious  always  betray 'd. 

L.  Squeam.  Dear  Mr.  Goodvile  be  patieiit :  Let  me  die, 
you  are  enough  to  frighten  our  whole  Sex  from  ever  lov- 
ing or  trufting  Men  again: -Lord,    I  would  not  be 

poor  Madam  VtBoria,  to  gain  an  Empire.  I'll  fwear  if  you 
are  not  more  Moderate,  you'll difcompofe  me  ftrangely;-— 
How  my  Heart  beats ! 

Ceod. 
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Good.  Patience!  preach  it  to  a  galled  Lion: No,   I 

am  fare  fhe  is  not  far  off,  and  I  will  find  feer;   furpriz© 

her  in  the  midft  of  her  Infamy   and  Proftitution  j 

'Sdeath  Madam,  let  me  go, 

L.  Squeum,  I  will  not  part  with  you,  you  ill-natur*d 
Creature;  you  fhall  not  go:- — I  vow,  I'll  cry  a  Rape  ii 

you  offer  to  ftir : Oh  my  Heart,  here's  MaUgme. 

Enter  Malagene  Singing  Frank,  Frank,  Frank,  ^-c. 

Md.  Why  how  now  Frank,  what  a  Pox,  out  of  hu- 
mour? Why  Madam,  what  have  you  done  to  hinij  what- 
have  you  done  to  him,  Madam  ?  Lord  how  he  looks !— • 
why  lBr;ink  1  fay,  prethee  bear  up. 

Good.  Hark  you  Dog,  Fool,  Coxcomb,  hold  that  imperti- 
nent impudent  Tongue  of  yours,  or  Til  cut  it  out  i  'Sdeath 
you  Buffoon  I  wilL 

Mai.  No,  but  hark  you  dear  Heart,  good  V/ords,  good 
Words  do  you  hear,  or  I  fhall  publifh;  by  my  Soul  Jov, 
I  fhall. 

Good.  How  am  I  continually  plagu'd  with  Rogues  and 
Owles!  I'll  fetm^y  Houfe  o'iire,  rather  than  have  it  haunt- 
ed and  pefler'd  by  fuch  Vermine. 

Mai.  Faith  Frank  do :  I  have  not  feen  a  Houfe  o'iire 
this  great  while  j  it  would  be  a  pretty  Frolick,  prethee 
let  us  about  it  prefently. 

L.  Squeam.  Deai^  Mr.  Goodvile  you  fhall  be  perfwadedf 
Don't  run  your  felf  into  danger  thus  rafhly. 

Good.  Do  you  hear  then,  Moniieur  Frmpm'w  \  as  you  ex= 
pe£l  to  live  a  quiet  hour,  run  in  and  call  for  fome  Lights, 
*  and  return  with  'em  inilantly. 

Mai  Say  no  more  dear  Heart,  V\\  do't:  If  mifchief 
comes  not  of  this,  the  Devil's  in't— -but  dear  Frank  flay 
till  I  come  again,  I'll  be  back  in  a  Trice  3  take  t'other  turn 
with  her  Ladyfhip  into  the  Wildernefs  j  or  any  thing. 

[Fx.  Malagene. 

L.  Squeam.  Let  me  not  live,  this  Mr.  Malagene  is  a  ve- 
ry obliging  Perfon,'  and  methinks  Mr.  Gcodvde  you  ufe 
him  too  feverely. 

Gocd.  I  wifh  Madam  he  may  deferve  that  Charafler  of 

you:  He  is  one  of  thole  Worldlings  you  werefpeaking  of, 

that  are  apt  to  talk  reproachfully;    And  I  believe  knows 

N  4.  all 


272'    Friendship  in  Fashion. 

all  that  has  pafs'd  between  us  to  Night,    for  he  has  a 
fhrewd  difcerning  Judgment  in  thefe  matters. 

L.  Sque^.m.  Lord  Mr,  Gocdvile,  what  can  he  fay  of  me  ? 
I  deBe  even  Envy  it  £d^  to  do  me  or  my  Honour,  any 
Pre"udice:  Though  I  wifii  I  had  let  this  Frolick- alone 
to  Night. 

Gcod.  Frolick  with  a  Pox! if  thefe  be  her  Frolicks, 

'what  the  De/il  is  fhe  when  fl^.e  is  inearneft?  O  he  returns 

with  the  Lights: Look  who  are  thefe?    by  Hcav'a 

the  fame. 

£w/^  Truman  ^;2</ Mr;.  Goodvile. 
Trum.  Gently,  gently  Madam,  for  fear  of  an   Ambu- 
fcade  j  I  Vv'onder  I  hear  nothing  from  Ned  Valentine  fince  ? 
Mr-s.  Good.  See,   fee  Sir,    here's  Mr.  Co^dvile :    Hafte, 
hafle  dov/n  the  other  Walk,  or  we  are  ruin'd. 

Trum,  Fear  nor,  truft  all  to  my  Conduft.  [Ea:. 

[As  Mrs.  Goodvile  is  going  away,  Goodvile  catches  bold  of 

her  Gorpn fhe  cUps  on  her  Mafqiie. 

Good.  Stay  Madam  ViBoria-i  nay  you  may  flay,  'tis  in 
vain  to  flic,  I  have  difcovered  all  your  Falftiood,  I  have  t 
Was  mine  a  PafTioa  to  be  thus  abuied?  I"  who  have  given 

j-ou  all  my  Heart !   yerfidious  falfe  Woman! is  your 

Lover  tc©  afhamed  or  afraid  to  fhew  himfelf?  where  is 
he,?  why  comes  he  not  forth? 

Biter  Truman. 
Trum.  Here  I  am,  Sir. 

Good.  Hah !  Truman  I  \_Mrs.  Gcoi.gets  loofe  and  Ix^ 
Trum.  Yes  ^ir,  the  fame:  Ready  both  to  acknowledge 
and  juftifie  my  being  here  with  Vi^oria,  which  1  thought^ 
Sir,  might  have  been  allowed  without  any  Offence  to  Mr. 
Goodvile.  That  (he  is  Innocent  as  to  any  thing  on  my  part, 
1  am  readv  with  my  Sword  to  make  good  j,  but  Sir,  I 
wear  it  too  to  do  my  own  Plonour  Juftice,  and  to  demand  of 
you  on  what  Grounds  you  appear  fo  highly  con- 
cern'd  for  a  Woman  you  were  pleafed  to  commend  to 
your  Friend  for  a  Wife? 

Good.  Concern'd  Sir !  have  I  not  reafon  to  be  concern'd 
for  the  Honour  of  my  Family?  for  a  Kinlwoman  under 
my  charge  to  be  abroad  and  alone  with  a  Gentleman  at 
this  unfeafonable  Hour,  might  alarm  a  Man  lefs  tender  of 
Us  Reputation  than  I  am.  Trum^ 
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Trum.  Sir,  thisExcufe  won't  ferve  my  turnj  nor  am  I 
fo  blind  as  not  to  be  fenfible  (which  I  before  fufpedied,} 

that  Vi^oria  has  been  long  your  Miftrefs: A  pox  of  the 

Honour  of  your  Family ;  you  had  giv  en  her  all  your  Heart, 
you  {k\dj  and  your  Pallion  was  no:  a  thing  to  be  thus  a- 
bufed:   Nor.  Sir,  is  my  Honour. 

Gooil.  No,  but  dear  yack  Truman,  thou  art  my  Friend. 

Trum.  You  would  have  made  me  believe  fo  indeed  j 
but  the  daubing  was  too  courfe,  and  the  Artificial  Face  ap- 
peared too  plain : One  would  have  thought,  Sir,   that 

you  who  keep  a  general  Decoy  here  for  Fools  and  Cox- 
combs, might  have  found  one  to  have  recompencei  a 
Caft  iMiftrefs  withall,  and  not  have  endeavour'd  the  betray- 
ing the  Honour  of  a  Gentleman  and  your  Friend  :  But  Sir, 
I  am  glad  1  have  heard  it  from  your  own  Mouth :  I  hope 
it  will  not  be  efbeemed  much  Ill-nature  in  me,  if  worthy 
Mr.  MaUgene  and  1  jo)  n  Forces  to  publifh  a  little,  as  he 
calls  it. 

A//?/.  Ymh  yack  Trumaiiy  with  all  my  Heart;   now  I 

have  him  on  my  fide,   I  dare  lay  any  thing Frank 

Cood-vilc  —  P>-!gh. 

Good.  Sir,  I  fhall  require  a  better  account  of  this  here- 
efter. 

L.  Squeatn,  Lord  Mr.  Truman,   what  ails  Mr.  Goochik? 

how  happen'd  this  Difiercnce? I'llfwear  lanaftiange- 

ly  furpr.^ed. 

Trum.  Your  Ladyfhip,  I  fuppcfe,  can  beft  give  an  ac-, 
count  how  Maners  are  with  him :  I  am  apt  to  believe  he 
has  been  very  fee  with  you. 

L.  Sq.'ieam.  Dear  Sir,  what  do  you  mean?  I'll  fwear 
you  are  a  fcandalous  Perfon. 

Good,  Sir,  fince  you  are  fo  rough,  be  pleafeJ  not  to  con- 
cern your  fcif  with  the  Honour  of  this  Lady;  vou  may 
have  enough  to  do  if  you  dare  julHne  your  own  to.  mor- 
row. 

Trum.  Ifl  dare?— nay  Sir.  fince  you  queftion  it,  I'll 
convince  you  prefentlyj  ^^  Dra  \^.  [They  fight, 

£»*fr  Vaentine,^ 

Vol.  Hold,    hold,     v/hat's  the   mafer  here? Jack 

Trumm^  Frank  Goodvile,  for  fliame  put  up. 

N  s  'S-ni^f 
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Enter  Mrs.  Goodvile. 
Mu.Gooil  Where  is  this  perfidious  falfe  Man?  where 
is  Mr.  Goodvile  ?  So  Sir,  I  have  found  now  the  Original 
of  all  my  Misfortunes:  1  have  a  Rival  it  fcems^  Vicioria, 
the  happy  Victoria  pofTelTes  all  my  Joys :  What,  have  you 
been  fighting  too  for  the  Honour  of  your  Miftrefs?- — 
here,  come  kill  me  :|  Would  I  had  been  laid  in  my  Grave, 
e'er  I  had  known  thy  odious  polluted  Bed. 

Goo..  'Sdeath,  I  thought  fhe  had  been  in  her  Chamber 

this  hour  at  leaft; 'Tis  true,  my  Dear,   I  mufl:  own  a 

Kindnefs  for  ViBoria,  as  my  Kinfwomanj  but 

Mrs.  Good.  How!  dare  you  own  it  ?  and  to  my  face  too  ? 
matchlefs  Impudence!  let  me  come  at  him,  that  I  may 
tear  out  thofe  hot  lafcivious  glowing  Eyes  that  wander  af- 
ter every  Beauty  in  their  way: Oh!  that  I  could  blaft 

him  with  a  look! Was  my  Love  fo  defpicable,  to  be 

abandoned  for  ViBoriiis !  The  thought  of  it  makes  me  mad : 
ril  endure  it  no  longer,  I  will  have  Revenge,  or  I  will 
die!  Oh! 

Trum.  Delicate  DiiTimulation ^  How  I  love  her! 

Good.  Dear  Madam  hear  me  fpeak Madam,   I  lay 

that 

Mrs.  Good.  I  know  you  cannot  want  an  Excuie  y  Ditii- 

mdation  and  Falihood  have  been  your  Praaice; But 

that  you  fhould  wrong  me  with  Vtaoria,  a  Wom-an  that 
for  the  fake  of  your  Relation  1  had  made  my  Friend,  (for 
every  thing  that  was  ally'd  to  you  was  dear  to  mc,)  is  an 

Injury  fo  great,  that  it  diftracfts  my  Reaibn: 1  could 

pardon  any  thing  but  my  wrong'd  Love.— Let  me  be  gone  j 
fend  me  to  a  Nunnery  i  confine  me  to  a  charnel  Houfe; 
vile  ungrateful  Wretch,  any  thing  but  thy  Prefence  I  can 
endure. 

Good.  Is  there  every  way  fo  daran'd  a  Creature  as  a 
Wife? Lord  Madam,  do  you  know  what  you  do? 

Mrs.  Good.  VW  warrant  it,   you  would  perfwade  me  I 

amn>ad: Would  I  had  been    born  a  Fool!   I  might 

then  have  been  happy :  Patiently  have  pafs'd  over  the  ma- 
ny tedious  Nights  I  have  endured  in  your  Abfence:  Coa- 
tented  my  felf  with  Prayers  for  your  Safety. 

Mai.  Oh  Lord!  Prayers! 
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Mrs.  Good.  When  you,  in  the  very  inftant,  were  languifk' 
ing  in  the  Arms  of  a  Proftitute. 

Good,  Lord,  Madam,  I  thought  you  had  been  in  your 
Chamber  now: Curfe  on  her,  what  fhall  I  do! 

Mrs.GW.  'Tis  a  fign  you  believed  me  fafe  enough; 
you  would  not  certainly  elfe  have  had  the  Impudence  to 

have  brought  a  new  Miftrefs  under  my  Nofc : 1  fee 

there  how  guilty  fhe  ftands; have  you  a  Stomach  fo 

hot  that  it  can  digeft  Carrion,  that  has  been  buzz'd  about 
and  blown  upon  by  all  the  Flies  in  the  Town  ?  Or  was  it 
the  fantafticalneis  of  your  Appetite,  to  try  how  fo  courfe 
a  Difh  would  relifli,  after  being  cloyed  with  better  feed- 
ing?  Nay,  Sir,  I  have  been  informed  of  all. 

Vol.  Has  then  your  virtuous  Ladyfhip  been  taking  a 
little  Love  and  Air  with  Mr.  Goodv'iU  this  Evening ? 

\To  Lady  SqueamiSi 

Good   Well,  f!ie  has  dealt  with  the  Devil,  that's  certain :— - 
A  Pox  on't,  I  fee  there's  no  living  for  me  in  this  tide  of 

the  World: Go,  let  the  Coach  be  made  ready j   I'li 

into  the  Country. 

Mrs.  Good.  Nay,  Sir,  I  know  my  Prefence  has  always 
been  unealie  to  youj  Day  and  Night  you  are  from  me,  er' 
if  ever  you  come  home,  'tis  with  an  aking  Head,  and 
heavy  Heart,  which  Vtcio/ut  only  has  Charms  enough  to  - 
Cure.  This  in  the  firft  Year  of  our  Marriage.'  Nay  and 
to  own  it !  Proclaim  your  own  Falfhood  and  my  difgrace- 
ful  Injury  in  the  Face  of  the  World,  when  MaUgene  too, 
the  Trumpet  of  all  the  Scandal  in  Town,  was  by  to  be  a 
Witnefs:  'Twas  very  difcreetly  done,  and  doubtlefs  will 
be  a  Secret  long. 

Good.  Whirr, Nay  fince  it  is  fo,    why  the  Devil 

ihould  I  ftrive  to  fm.other  my  good  Actions  ? Well, 

if  you  will  have  it  fo,  Madam  Vicior'm  has  been  my  Mi- 
ftrefi,  is  m.y  Miftrels,  and  fiiall  be  my  Miftrefs,  and  what 
a  Pox  would  you  have  more  ?  and  fo  God  b'ye  to  you. 
Enter  Sir  Noble  Clumfey,  Caper,  find  Saunter. 

Clum.  How's  this!  who's  that  fpeaks  dilhonourably  of 
my  Love,  and  Lady  that  fhall  be,  Victoria?  Before  George . 
fhe's  a  Queen,  and  whoever  fays  to  the  contrary,  I'll  firil  • 
make  him  eat  my  Sword,  and  tiiea  beat  ©ut  his  Teeth 
with  the  Hilts  of  it  >  Cafer, 
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Caper.  Oh!  dear  Madam,  yonder's  all  the  Town  IS 
Wafqueradej  won't  you  -A'alk  ^n?  theyM  be  gone  if  they 
fee  no  Company.   Jack  Truman,  dear  Jiick,  prithee  go 

and  take  one  frisk:- As  I  hope  to  be  iaved,  there  are 

three  or  four  the  fineft  Ladies,  the  delicateft  fhaped  Wo- 
men j  lam  fure  I  know  'em  all. 

Trum.  Sir,  I  vvifh  ycu  good  Fortune,  but  I  dare  not 
venture,  you  know  my  Temper  j  I  fhall  be  very  boifte- 
rous  2nd  m  flake  'em  for  Whores,  though  if  they  be  of 
your  Acquaintance,  I  know  they  muft  be  of  Quality. 

Caper.  I  Gad,  and  fo  they  arej  but  Mum  for  that: • 

One  of  'em  is  fl  e  that  gave  me  this  Ring;   and  the  other 
prefentcd  me  with  a  Gold  enamelled  Watch  could  not 

coll:  lefs  than  Thirty  Gu  neas: Trifles  Jack,  which  I 

have  the  Fortur.e  to  meet  withal  fometiraes. 

Sauru  Nay  Sir,  you  mufl  not  come  offfo ViSoriA 

your  MTtrefs! 

Good.  Yes  Sir,  aad  how  are  you  concern'd  at  it  ? 

Saun.  Nay  Sir,  I  can  be  as  civil  as  any  body V:cl(^ 

r'sa  your  Miflrefs! 

Good^  *Sdeath  ycu  Coxcomb,  mind  your  Singing,  da 
you  hear?  And  play  the  Fool  by  your  felf  or 

Saun,  Sng  Sir ?  lb  I  can,  Ta  La  Da  La  La,  6ce.  F;^a- 
ria  your  Miltrefs! 

Good.  Yes  Sir,  I  fay  my  Miflrefs. 

Cium.  Ounds,  then  Draw. 

Vai  Held  Sli  No^le,  you  are  too  furious;  what^s  the 
Matter  ? 

Caper,  Why  how  now  Saunter'?  How  doli  do  dear 
Heart Sir,  this  Gentleman's  my  Friend,  and 

Good.  Was  ever  Man  lb  overwhelm'd  with  Fools  and 
Blockheads  ?    Why  you  ill-order'd    Addle-pated    wadling- 

Brace  of  Puppies: You  Fool,    in  the  tirfl  Place  ling 

and  be  fafe and  ycu  flight  Gralhopper  dance  and  di- 
vert me:  Dance  Sirrah,  do  you  hear? 

CaUr.  Dance  Sir  ?  and  fo  I  think  I  can  Sir,  and  Fence, 
and  play  at  Tennis,  and  make  Love,  and  fold  up  a  Billet 
poux,  or  any  thing  better  than  you  Sir:  Dance  quoth  a. 
• there  Sir. 

Mrs.  Good.  Nay  Sir  Noble,  not  only  {JQ,  but  own'd  and 
boafled  of  it  to  my  Face;  Teld  me- Cii^m 
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Clum.  Soul  of  my  Honour,  'tis  unpardonable;  And  I'll 
eat  his  Heart  for  it. 

Coca.  Dear  Raw-head  and  Bloody-bones  be  patient  a 

little: See,   fee  you  Beagles,    Game   for   you,   frefh 

Game^  that  great  Towfer  has  ftarted  it  already  j  on,  ors, 
on,  halloo,  halloo,  halloo. 

[Thrujls  'em  at  his  JVife,  and  Exit. 

L.  Squeam.  But  Dear  Mr.  Caper,  Mafqueraders  did  you 

fay !    Til  Iwear  111  among  'em  :   Ihall  I  not  have  your 

Company?  Oh!  Dear  Mafc^ueraders!  I'll  vow  I  can  ftay 

no  longer.  l^^'^  ^^f'h- 

Val.  Curfe  on  her,  fhe's  gone  and  has  pre.ented  me : 

• Caper,  Saunter,  did  you  not  hear  my  Lady  call  you  ?  • 

She's  gone  to  the  Mafqueraders,    for  {hame  follow  her  j 
fhe'll  take  it  ill  you  did  not  wa:t  on  her. 

Sam.  Faith  Caper,  and  fo  fhx  will.  Well,  I  am  refolvcd 

to  marr\-  Victoria '[or  fear  ot  the  worfr; Madam,  your 

moft  Devoted  Servant :  I  hope  cur  Difference  with  xMr» 

Cooch'de  to  Night - 

h\rs.GcGd.  Dear  Sir,  it  needs  no  excufe. 

Caper.  My  Refentments,  Madam 

Trum.  You  are  too  Ceremonious,  Gentlemen,  and  my 
Lady  will  fear  fhe  has  loft  you. 

Caper.  Dear  Jack,  as  I  told  thee  before,  I  muft  bring 
taee  acquainted  with  thofe  Ladies. 

Soiin.  Prithee  put  on  a  Mafque  and  come  among  us, 
J-ack,  Fairh  do. 

Irum.  Sirs,  I'll  wait  on  you  in  a  Moment. 
Both.  Dear  Soul  Adieu.  lEtnbracing  him. 

[Exeunt  Singing  and  Banci'rig. 
Trmn.  Thefe  Coxcombs,     Madam,   came  in  a   good 
timci  they  were  never  feafonable  before. 

Mrs.GW.  Difeales  and  Vilirations  are  neceffary  fome- 
times  to  f-veep  away  the  noifome  Crowds  that  infeft  and 
inc.mber  the  World, 

MaL  As  I  have  often  faid  I  muH  publilh,  I  mull  fpread^j 

and  ib  God  b'ye  to  you.  [Exit, 

Enter  Lettice. 

Let,  Oh!  Madam,  yonder 's  my   Mafler  raving  for  his 

Coach;  Says  he'ii  into  the  Country  prefently :    Has  givea 

oruer  to  diiperfe  the  Company  j  what  will  ycu  do? 

Mrs.  Good. 
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Mrs.  Good.  Let  him  go,  'twere  pity  to  hinder  him:--^ 
Ha!  ha!  ha!  into  the  Country  ?  Td  as  foon  believe  he 
would  turn  Capuchin. 

Trum.  But  Madam,  'twas  inhumanly  done,  to  come 
your  felf  upon  him:  One  would  have  thought  that  I  had 
ufed  him  bad  enough,  for  the  wife  Miftakc  he  made  of 

Mrs.Good.  I  would  not  have  mifs'd  it  for  the  World  : 
Nour  would  he  come  on  his  Knees  for  Compofition  j 
and  if  I  do  not  bring  him  to  it  within  thefe  four  Hours — 

Trum.  Why  Madam,  what  will  you  do  ? 
^  Mrs.  Good.  Put  on  all  the  notorious  Affearations  and 
ridiculous  Impertinencies  that  ever  the  mod  eminent  of 
our  Sex  have  ftudy'd,  or  the  Coxcombs  of  your  Sex  ad- 
mired j  then  of  a  fudden  feem  to  grow  fond  of  boththofe 
Ciincant  Fools,  which  I  am  fure  he  of  all  things  loaths  j 
yet  do  it  too  fo  forc'dly,  that  he  himfelf  ihall  find  it  only 
intended  to  give  him  Vexation. 

Trum.  Have  you  then  malicioufly  defign'd,  in  fpight  of 
Nature,  to  keep  me  conftant  ? 

Mrs.  Good.  Which  you  will  be  fure  to  be! 

Trum.  A  dozen  new  frefh  young  unfeen  Beauties,  and 
the  Devil  himfelf  in  the  Rear  of  'em,  cannot  make  me 
©thcrwife:  I  never  really  lov'd  or  hv'd  'till  now: 
There  is  nothing  Vd  not  wifh  to  be,  except  the  very 
Husband  himfelf,  rather  than  lofe  you. 

Enter  Valentine  and  Camilla. 
Val.  Jdclz  Trumarhl 
Trum.  Well  Ned,  what's  the  Matter  ? 
Val,  Txcsiibn^Trumanj  your  being  herewith  Mrs.Good- 
f/7^Ifearisdifcover'di    I  heard  fome  fuch  thing  whi- 
fper'd   among  the   Mafqueraders,    and   Goodvile  himfelf 
fecms  fuddenly  alter'di  I  would  advife  you  to  come  and 
fhew  your  felf,  and  m_ake  the  beft  on't. 

Mis.  Good.  Let  me  alone j  I'J]  fecure  all,  I'll  warrant 
you :  I'm  fure  he  can  have  no  poiitive  Proofs :  I'll  inftant- 
ly  go  and  put  all  things  in  a  Confiifion,  contradid:  all  the 
Orders  he  has  giving  for  going  into  the  Country  j  fhut 
up  my  felf  in  my  Chamber,  and  not  hear  a  Word  of  him 

'all  he  comes  upon  Submiffiou; Lmke,  follow  me  to 

jiTj  Chamber  prefently,  "^  [^Exit, 

Trum. 


Friendship  in  Fashion.    x79 

Trum.  Riglit  exquHlte  Woman  and  Wife,  good  Luck 

^^^  Well,  my  Lidy  certainly  of  a  young  Ljdy  knows 
her  Bufinefs,  and  underftands  the  managing  of  a  Husband 
the  beft  of  any  Woman  in  the  World :  I'U  fwear  (heis  an 
ingenious  Perton ;  Forty  Ladies  now,  at  fuch  an  Accident, 
wSuld  have  been  hurry'd  and  afraid,  and  the  poor  Wait- 
bg-woman  mufl  have  been  fent  forward  and  backward 
and  backward  and  forward  to  hearken  and  inquire  j  but  flic 
fhews  all  her  Changes  in  a  Motion. 
Enter  Goodvile. 

Good.  How  now  Lettice?  Where's  your  Lady? 

Let.  Within  Sir,  in  her  Chamber. 

C?£W^/.  Are  you  fure  of  it  ?  t  •  r   - 

Let,  Sir,  fhe  comihanded  mc  to  follow  her  thither 

but  now. 

Good,  Is  (he  alone  there? 

Let   Ay  Sir,  I'll  afHire  you  fhe  feldom  defires  Compa- 
ny • But  I  muft  haflen  and  follow  her.  . 

Good,  Stay  a  little,  are  you  (lire  (he  was  m  the  Houic, 
before  this  difturbance  happened  in  the  Garden? 

Let  Sure  Sir!  why  I  my  felf  was  at  tne Chamber- win- 
dow with  her,  when  firll  fhe  heard  you  exclaim  againft 
md^mViBoria!  Poor  Creature,  I  was  afraid  (he  would 
have  fallen  down  dead  on  the  Floor:  I  catch d  her  m  my 
Arms  beg'd  of  her  on  miy  ICnees  not  to  run  outj  but  Ihe 
would  hear  nothing,  but  fpight  of  force  broke  from  me, 
and  came  hither  with  all  that  Impatience  and  Rage,  the  ■ 
too  fenlible  Refentment  of  your  Unkindnefs  had  rais  d  m 

Good  Get  you  in  prefently,  do  you  hear?  and  take  no 
notice  of  what  I  have  faid  to  you,  as  you  tender  your 
well-being.  ,  ...  - 

Let  Yes  Sir: But  if  I  conceal  a  V/ord  of  it,   may  1 

never  Verve  LorJon  Lady  again,  but  be  condemn^  to  be  a 
Country-Chamber-Maid.and  kill  Fleas  as  long  as  I  live.  [f^. 

Good,  If  I  ihould  have  been  in  the  wrong  all  this  while, 

and  miftaken  my  own  dear  Wife  for  F/^om/-- — Ahl 

Curfe  on  this  hot  Head  of  mine!  Pox  on'r,  it  is  impoif^^ 

ble!  Yet  that  mifchieyous  Rogue  MnU^ene  was  all  the 

-f  winJf5 
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while  in  the  Garden,  and  he  has  been  at  his  Doubts  and 

Ambiguities,  and  may-be's  with  me: By  this  Light  I 

am  a  Cuckoid,  an  arrant  rank  (linking  Cuckoid. 
'  Enter  Vidoria. 

VIB.  What  will  become  of  me!  whither  fhall  I  fly  to 
liide  my  Misfortune?  Oh!  that  I  might  never  fee  the 
Light  cgain,  but  he  for  ever  conceal'd  in  thefe  Shades. 

Gcoii.  Dear  Viaoria  is  it  you?  be  free  vnth  me;  were 
you  really  in  the  Garden  before,  to  Night,  or  no' 

Via.  I  have  not  been  our  of  the  Houfe  fmce  it  was 
dark,  'till  this  Minute,  nor  had  I  come  hither  now,  but 
that  I  am  deftitue  where  to  conctal  my  felf  from'  the 
maicious  Eyes  and  Tongues  of  thofe,  to  whom  your 
Bafenefs  has  given  an  Opportunity  of  Triumphing  over 
my  Misfortune  and  ruin'd  Honour. 

Gcvd.  Be  not  fo  outragiousj  I'll  reconcile  all  yet. 
Via.  Which  way  is  ir  poflible?  By  to  morrow  Morn* 
mg^your  very  Footmen  will  have  it  in  their  Mouths ^  and 
MaUgene,  that  keeps  an  Office  of  Intell-gence  for  ail  the 
Scandal  in  Tov/n,  will  be  fpreading  it  among  his  Cofiee- 
Houfe  Companions,  and  at  the  Play  whifper  it  to  the 
Orange  Women,  who  Ihall  make  a  fulfome  ]t?i  of  it  to- 
the  next  Coxcomb  that  comes  in  half  drunk,  to  Loll  and 
Play,  and  be  naiifeoufly  lewd  with  'em  in  publick. 

Good,  I  tell  thee  it  fhall  not  be;  Malager.es  my  Crca=> 
ture,  or  at  Icaft  henceforth  I'll  make  him  foj  I  have  rea- 
fons  for  it,  and  to  believe  alfo  that  my  Wife,  rny  ovva- 
delicate  damn'd  Wife,  was  the  fame  I  niiftook  for  you  in 
the  Garden  to  Night. 

Via.  'Tis  true,  I  was  at  the  fame  time  to  fee  for  her  m 
ner  Chamber,  and  fe  was  not  there  ^  but  cannot  believe- 
her  in  the  leaft  guilty  of  what  you  fecm  to  accufe  her  of. 
Good.  Confound  her  :  —  She's  an  exquilite  Jilt,  tho- 
rough pac'd,  and  pradlis'd  in  all  the  cunning  Arts   and 
Shghts  of  Falfnood  :   'Sdeath  how  I    could    mince  her  I 
But  here  comes  Malagene,   he  knows  all,  and  I'll  make 
Jiim  ccnfefs  all,  or  I'll  murder  him. 
Enter  Malagene. 
Well,  Sir,  what  fay  you  to  this  Matter? 

MaL  Faii-h  Bully,  I  think   my  dear   Kinfwoman   has 
maul  d  you  to  fome  purpofe  j  FU  fay  thi^  tor  her,  fhe  ha^ 

the 
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the  true  blood  of  the  Mdagenis  in  her:    To  lol  dara 

^  'Good.  What  is'c  you  mean,  Fool?  Be  plain,  and  unfold 
your  felf.  ,     .  ■    ^ 

Mai.  Whv  you  mufi  know  Frank,  having  a  particular 
efteem  for  mv  Family,  (the  neareft  Relation  of  which 
I  would  go  Fifty  Miles  to  fee  hang'd)  I  do  think  her  as 

very  a But  no  more, Mum  dear  Heart,  Mum,  I 

fay 

^GoQd.  What's  that  you  fay,  Sir?  what  do  you  think. 
jny  Wife? 

Mai.  Ay,  what,  Frank  ?  what  ?  now. 
Good.  Nav,  Sir,  that  you  mufl:  refolve  me. 
Mai.  Why  then  I'il  thee  Frank;  doft  thou  really  think 
Ilovcthce? 

Good.  I  know  you'll  fay  To  Sir,  becaufe  you  fear  me. 
Mai.  Then  prithee  do  fo  much  as  lend  me  ten  Guineas 
for  a  day  or  two.  ^ 

Good.  Oh  Sir  to  the  purpofe,  to  the  purpofe ;  oe  bnef. 
Mai.  Nay  then,  Mum  1  fay  again.  ^ 
Good.  Will  you  never  leave  vexing  me  with  your  Im- 
pertinence? Muil  I  be  always  forc'd  to  ufe   you  ill,  to- 
bring  you  to  good  Manners  ? 

Mai  Faith  Child,  I  am  loath  to  make  Mifchief  j  I  have 
been  a  very  wicked  ill-natur'd  impudent  Fellow,  that'^s 
the  truth  on'r:  Bjt  I  find  I  lofe  my  felf  bv  it ;  The  very 
Poets  themlelvesjthat  were  wont  to  ftand  in  awe  of  me, 
care  not  a  loafe  for  me  nowj  and  there's  not  a  commoQ 
Whore  in  Town,  but  calls  m.e  Rogue  and  Rafcal  to  m.y 
Face,  as  impudently  as  if  I  were  her  Pimp. 

Good.  Therefore  Sir  refolve  to  turn  honeft,  and  be  jufi: 
to  your  Friend. 

Mai.  The  Devil  take  me  Frank,  if  tho^J  art  not  a  very 

impertinent  Fellow: Know!  why  who  fhould  know 

better  than  your  felf?  Hah .' 

Good.  Here  are  Five  Guineas  for  you,  upon  Condition 
you  make  a  full  and  true  Relation  of  all  you  have  dil- 
cover'd  this  Night. 

MpJ.  I'll  do'tj  down  with  your  Duft, 
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Gcod.  What  will  not  this  Rakebell  do  to  borrow  Mg» 
ny?  I  knew  him  make  Love  to  a  Chamber-Maid  *till  he 
had  borrow'd  Five  Pounds  of  her  at  half  a  Crown  a 
time. 

Mai.  Well  Trank  Goodvik,  you  may  think  as  you  pleafe 
of  mej  but  hang  me  like  a  Dog  if  I  am  not  a  very  ho- 

Jieft  Fellow  in  my  Heart: You  would  have  me  deal 

freely  with  you,  you  fay,  in  this  Bufinefs? 

Good,  I  would  fo  Sir,  or  I  Ihall  deal  very  roughly  with 

you. 

Mai,  And  you  lent  me  thefe  five  Guineas  ta  that  pur- 
pofe?  ^ 

Good.  You  are  much  in  the  right,  Sir. 
Md.  T'len  to  make  fhort  of  the  Matter  j  thou  art  as 
arrant  a  poor  filly  Cuckold  as  one  would  wifh  to  drink 
withal,  and  confound  me  if  I  fhali  not  be  afiiam'd  of  thy 
Company. 
^  Good.  Confounded  Whore! Oh  for  a  Legion  of  De- 
vils to  hurry  her  to  Hell,  and  that  I  had  but  the  driving 
of  'em ! 

Mai.  Nay,  nay,  Man,  fince  'tis  ^o,  never  be  angry  for 
the  Matter:  What  a  Pox,  you  thought  to  put  the  Mifirefs 
Upon  Truman!  Truman  has  put  the  Cucko'd  upon  youf 
Vaknt'me  has  been  Pimp  in  the  Bulinefsj  and  the  Devil 
take  me  if  I  don't  think  my  felf  the  honefttil:  Fellow  a- 
mongfi;  you. 

Vici.  Now,  Sir,  confider  what  a  wretched  thing  yea 
liave  made  me. 

Good.  No  morci  I'm  thine,  and  here  I  feal  my  Heart 
to  thee  for  ever. 

Mai  Well  ¥ranh,  can  I  ferve  thee  any  further  in  this 
Bufinefs  ? 

Good.  That  Sir,  is  as  time  fliall  try:  An^  to  convince 
you  how  fit  1  think  you  for  my  Purpofe,  I  know  you 
are  a  Rafcal  not  to  be  trufted :  Therefore  obferve  it,  if 
you  offer  to  iiir  beyond  the  Limits  I  fet  you,  at  that  very 
inflant  I'll  murder  you. 

Mai  Prithee  talk  not  to  me  of  Limits  and  Murdering, 
I  hope  you  take  me  Sir  (under  the  Rofe}  for  no  Fool : 
And  what  a  Pox  do  you  think  to  make  of  me? 

Good, 
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Good.  A  Spaniel  to  Hunt  and  Set  the  Game  I  mean  to 
take;  Oh!  MaUgene,  there  will  bemifchief,  Malagene,md 
new  ripe  frefli  Scandal  to  treat  of:  I  know  it  is  an  Office 
thou  lov'ft,  and  therefore  do  it  to  oblige  thee. 

Mai.  I'Faith,  and  fo  1  do  with  all  my  Heat :  But  Fr^w^, 
I  don't  know  how  this  Baimefs  will  be  brought  about 
well :  I  have  promised  to  meet  two  or  three  hearty  old 
Souls  to  iMorrow  at  Dinner,  to  Swear  and  Drnik,  and 
talk  Baudy  and  Treafon  together  for  an  Hour  or  twoj 
they  are  all  Atheiils,  and  very  honeft  Fellows. 

Good.  O  Sir  you  may  be  hang'd  in  good  time :  But  for 
this  prefent  occafion  I  mufl:  ufe  you:  Viaoria,  do  you 
ivith  all  your  utmoll  Art  diifemble  but  the  leaft  Know- 
lege  of  what  has  happen'd  to  Night:  And  Sir,  do  you 
keep  ftill  that  lying  fnearing  ugly  merry  Face  which  yop 
always  wear  when  you  delign  Mifchiet:  I'll  pretend  this 
Morning  to  purfue  my  Defign  of  going  into  the  Country^ 
then  v/hen  they  are  in  the  height  of  their  Pleafures  and 
Aflurance  of  their  Safety,  return  and  furprize  'em. 

Vi^.  But  do  you  believe,  Sir,  that  you  can  utterly  a- 
bandon  all  Senfe  of  your  paft  Love  and  Tendernefs  for  a 
Woman,  who  has  been  fo  dear  to  you?  You  will  be  apt 
to  relapfe  again. 

Good.  I  will  fooner  return  to  my  Vomit :  I  am  rather 
glad  of  the  occafion  to  be  rid  of  fo  troublefom  uneaiie  a 
burden:  A  Wife  after  a  Year,  like  a  Garment  that  has 
been  worn  too  long,  hangs  loofe  and  awkardly  on  a  Man, 
and  grows  a  Scandal  to  him  that  wears  it. 

Vi^.  But  can  you  then  refolve  to  quit  and  dlfown  her 
for  ever  ?  /,    .  t 

Good.  For  ever,  my  Victoria! -No  more,  but  ftraigkt 

go  to  thy  Chamber,  and  wait  for  the  happy  Iffue: 

You  Sir  keep  clofe  to  me. Qiiit  her!  as  chearfully 

as  I  would  a  Shoe  that  wrings  me.    Then  how  loofely 
fhall  I  move. 

Free  and  unbounded,  tajle  the  Sweets  of  Life! 
Love  where  I  pleafe,  and  knew  m  more  the  Strife 
Thafs  bred  by  that  Domejiick  Vlague,  calld  Wife. 

[Exeunt. 

ACT 
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SCENE   Viaoria's  Chamber, 

Biler  Vi<£loria. 

rift.  VJOW  I  am  fatisfy'd  I  mufl  be  wretched!   Oh 
1-^   Love!   Unhappy  Womcns  Curfe,    and   Mens 
flight  Game  to  pafs  their  idle  time  at :  I  find  too  in  my  ' 
felf  the  common  Companion  of  Infamy,   Mahce.     Has.    . 
Good'viles  Wifj  ever  vvrong'd  me?    Never.     Why. then  • 
Hiould  I  confpire  to  betray  her?    No,   let  my  Revenge   ! 
light  wholly  on  that  falfe  perjur'd  Man;  as  he  has  de- 
ctiv'd  and  riiin'd  me,  I'll  play  falfe  with  him,  make  my  • 
{elf  privy  to  his  whole  DeHgn  of  furprizing  Trumnn  and 
his  Wife  together:    Then  like  a  true   Mrs.  betray  his 
Coanfeis  to  her,  that  fhe  like  a  true  Wife  may  fpight  of 
his  Teeth  deceive  him  quite,  and  ^o  I  have  the  pleafure 
of  feeing  him  a  feal'd  ftgmatiz.'d  fond  believing  Cuckold: 
'Twill  £t  leafl:  be  fome  cafe  to  me.     Here  he  comes  e- 
quipp'd  and  prepar'd  for  the  pretended  Journey. 
'Enteii-  Good  vile  and  Boy. 

Good.  Go  bid  the  Coachman  haiten,  and  get  all  things 
ready:  I  am  unealie  'till  I  am  gone,  'Tis  time  we  were 
iet  out. 

The  Wolves  have  pre/d,  and  look  the  gentle  Day 
Before  the  Wheels  of  Phoebus  all  about 
Dapples  the  Droujie  Eajl  with  Spots  of  Gray. 
Wife!  adieu  dear  Wife.     Ah  my  Vicloria,  up  already?  Co 
diligent  to  wifh  me  a  happy  Jcurney?  Certainly  my  good 
Angel  is  like  thee,  and  whenfoever  I  err  mull:  meet  me 
in  thy  fhape,  and  with  fjch  Sofcnefs  fmilc  and  diredt  me, 

Vid:.  As  thofe  -whom  Will  with  the  Wfp  bewitches 
Through  Bogs,  through  Hedges  and  Ditches 

Good.  No :  Thou  haft  led  me  out  of  the  crooked  fro- 
ward  Road  of  Matrimony,  into  the  pleafant  eaiie  Path  of 
Love,  where  I  can  never  lofe  my  way,  and  muft  be  al- 
ways happy :  But  where's  Mfihgene  I 
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Vici.  Below  with  S'r  Ko6!e.  \Vhi\i\  the  Buttler  was  a- 
fleep  they  ftole  the  Key  from  him :  And  there  they  are 
with  the  Fat  red-fac'd  Fiddler  that  plays  upon  the  Bafe, 
fitting  Crofs-Ieg'd  upcn  the  Floor,  ftrip'd  to  their  Shirts, 
and  drinking  Bawdy  Healths. 

Gec</.  That  fuliome  Rogue  will  ruin  all  our  Bufinefs.  See 
here  what  I  have  difcover'd  juft  now  in  the  private  Cor- 
ner of  a  Window,  (a  place  I  fuppofe  appointed  for  the 
purpofe!)  I  found  this  Billet  to  my  fweet  \^'ife. 

Reads.  If  Goodvil  goes   out  of  Torcn   this  Morning,   let 
me  know  it,  that  I  ma-j  wait  on  yon,  and  tell  you 
the  reji  of  my  Heart,  for  you  do  not  know  how  much 
I  lo^'e  you  )  et.     Truman . 
Now  if  I  am  not  a  Cuckold  let  any  honeft  Wittall  judge, 
ha,  ha,  ha.    How  it  pleafes  me !  BloodI  Fire !  and  Dag- 
gers! 

Vici.  But  Sir !  what  do  you  refolve  on  ? 

Good.  As  I  told  thee,  inftantly  to  pretend  a  Journey  out 
of  Town,  and  return  and  furprize  'em  j  for  I  am  fure 
they'll  not  be  long  aiunder  when  I  am  out  of  the  way : 
Oh  /  this  Billet  is  a  very  honefl:  Billet,  and  I  know  won't 
lie.  But  why  fhould  I  fpcnd  m.y  Time  in  talking  of 
what  but  vexes  me,  when  Pieafures  ire  lb  rear  m,e? 
Come  my  Vicioria  take  me  to  thy  Arms,  a  Moment's  Joy 
with  thee,  would  fvveeten  Years  of  Cares.  The  Devd-— 
Eraer  Mrs.  Goodvile..  and  Letrice. 

Mrs.  Good.  Good  Mcrning  to  you,  Sir. 

Good.  Gocd  Night  to  you,  Madam. 

Mrs,  Good.  Ho'.v  fo  Sir? 

Gccd.  Why  good  Night  or  good  Morrow,  'tis  all  ore 5 
Ceremony  is  the  leaft  thing  I  take  care  of:  You  fee  I 
am  buiie. 

Mrs.  Gocd.  I  m.ufl  confefs,  conlidering  the  humble 
Duty  of  a  Wife,  'tis  fomething  rude  in  me  to  interrupt 
you  i  but  I  hope  when  you  know  my  Intentions,  you'il 
pardon  m:?.  They  were  only  to  take  a  civil  Leave  of 
you:  1  find  you  are  preparing  for  the  Country,  Sir. 

Gocd.  Ay!  A  little  A^r  wilJ  be  very  feafonable  at  pre- 
fcnt  Madam 3  I  Ihali  grow  rank  ellCj  and  all  the  Ccm.pany 
1  keep  v^'ili  iinell  me  out. 

Mrs,  Good, 
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Mrs.  Good.  Oh  what  joy  will  fill  each  neighbouring 
Village!  to  hear  our  Landlords  Honour's  coming  down. 
The  Bells  fhall  jangle  out  of  Tune  all  Day  ;  and  at  Night 
the  Curate  of  the  Hamlet  comes  in  the  name  of  the  whole 
Parifh  to  bid  his  Patron  welcome  into  the  Couutry,  and 
invite  himfelf  the  next  Lords  Day  to  Dinner, 

Good.  I  am  glad  to  fee  you  fo  pleafant,  Madam. 

Mrs.  Good.  Then  the  next  Morning  our  Tenant's  dainty 
Daughter  is  fent  with  a  Prefent  of  Pippins  of  the  largefl 
Size,  cull'd  by  the  good  old  Drudge  her  Mother,  which 
ihe  delivers  with  a  Curt'fie,  and  bluflies  in  expectation  of 
what  his  Worfhip  will  beftow  upon  her. 

Good.  Oh  Madam,  let  not  any  thoughts  of  that  Nature 
diflurb  you ;  1  fhall  leave  all  my  wanton  Inclinations  here, 
and  only  pleafe  my  felf  when  I  am  there  fometimes  to 
contemplate  your  Ladyfhip's  Pi£lure  in  the  Gallery. 

Mrs.  Good.  Then  come  the  Country  Squires,  and  their 
Dogs,  the  cleanlier  fort  of  Creatures  of  the  Two:  Straight 
w'are  invited  to  the  noble  Hunt,  and  not  a  Deer  in  all  the 
Foreft's  fafe. 

Good.  No  Madam:  No  horned  Bead  Ihall  fuffer  for  my 
Pleafure :  I  am  lately  grown  a  Philofopher,  Madam  3  and 
find,  we  ought  nor  hurt  our  Fellew  Creatures. 

Mrs.  Good.  What  is  the  reafon  that  you  ufe  m€  thus? 

Good.  What  is't  I  would  not  do  to  purchafc  Quietnefs? 
Your  injurious  Sufpicions  of  me  were  tolerable,  but  the 
Wrongs  your  jealoufie  has  done  Victoria 

AL-s.  Good.  I  jealous  of  Vicior'm  I  No.  Tho'  my^'affi- 
on  laft  Night  made  me  extravagant,  when  I  difcover'd 
you  with  that  naughty  Lady  Squcftmifh  which  I  can  eafily 
ibrgive,  if  youll  but  promife  to  forget  her :  For  I  am 
confident  it  was  your  fird  Tranlgreffion. 

Good,  Very  quaint  and  pretty, 

Mrs.  Good.  Yet  I  am  too  well  fatisfy'd  of  ViBorias  Vir- 
tue,  for  fhe's  my  Friend,,  and  though  I  fhould  fee  her  in 
your  Arms  I  could  not  harbour  fuch  a  Thought.  No, 
Vicioria,  you  mufi  love  m.e,  and  Til  love  you  5  you  fnall 
call  me  your  Love,  and  Fli  call  you  my  Dear,  and  we'll 
always  go  to  the  Play  together,  and  to  the  Park  together, 
and  every  whe-re  together i  and  v/hen  My.  Goodvile's  out 
of  Town,  we'll  lie  logcther.  Enter 
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'Enter  Servant, 
Strv,  Sir,  the  Coach  \s  ready. 

Good,  You  think,  Madam,  you  have  a  fine  eafie  Foo] 
to  play  withal,  but  the  gaynefs  of  your  Face  is  too  thin 
to  hide  the  rancour  of  your  Heart  j  and  fo  my  Dear  jo- 
cund witty  Devil  Wife,  I  take  my  leave  of  you,  nevei 
more  from  this  minute  to  look  on  you. 

Mrs.  Good.  Arc  you  then  inexorable  ?  Relent!efs,  cruel 
Man! 

Good.  Good  "afie  melting  kind-hearted  Woman  farewel, 

[Exit. 
Mrs.  Good,  Ah  wretched  me! 

Let.  My  Lady  fwoons.   Dear  Madam  Victoria  haden, 

and  bring  my  Mailer  back  again  j  you  can  do  any  thing 

with  hun.  [Ex.  Vidoria. 

Mrs.  Good.  No,  no,  Letiice!  Let  him  alone,   art  thou 

fure  fee's  gone  ? 

Let.  I  hope  fo.  Madam. 

Mrs.  Good.  Then  fo  foon  as  I  am  rcturn'd  to  my  Cham- 
ber, be  fure  you  go  your  felf  to  Mr.  Truman,  and  tell  hira 
if  he  has  nothing  elfe  to  do  he  may  come  hither  to  Day. 
Enter  Vidloria. 
V'sB.  There  is  no  prevailing  with  him,  he  cries  aloud 
his  Houfe  is  infedled,  and  that  no  Man  that  values  his  Health 
will  ftay  in  it.  My  I^dy  Squiatnifh  too  is  arriv'd  juft  as 
he  left  the  Door 3  1  am  uire  fhe'il  come  in,  will  you  fee 
her.  Madam? 

Mrs.  Good.  Oh  I  am  iick  at  the  very  nam.e  of  her  :  Let 

^11  the  Doors  be  barr'd  againft  her,  and  Gunpowder  under 

each  Threfhold-place,  ready  to  blow  her  up,   if  fhe  but 

offer  an  entrance.    Lettice,  lend  me  your  Hand  a  little ; 

rU  to  my  Chamber  inftantly :  Oh  my  Head  !  [Ex.mthhQt. 

Vic}.  This  Management  oV  hers  fb  charms  me,    tliat  I 

can  almofi:  forget  all  the  Mifchief  fhe  has  done  me;   'tis 

true  fne  reproacht  me,    but  'twas  done  fo  handfomely 

that  I  had  doubly  deferv'd  it  to  hare  taken  Notice  of  it. 

Enter  Lady  Squeamifh. 

L.  Squeam.  Oh  Dt^rVicion^,  what  will  become  of  me! 

I  am  loll  and  undone  for  ever  :  Oh  I  ll^all  die,  I  fhall  diej 

the  Lord  of  my  Heart,  the  Jewel  of  my  Seui  is  falfe  to 

me,  y^^r^ 
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Vtct.  What  ails  your  LadyOiip?  Surely  flie's  diftraded? 

L.Sqmam.  Oh  Gcodvile,  Coodzilel  the  fiilfe,  cruel,  re- 
morfeleis  Goodvile!  I  came  juH:  as  his  Coach  was  parting 
from  the  Door,  yet  he  would  not  fpeak  to  me,  v/ould 
hardly  fee  me,  but  away  he  drove,  and  fmiling  mockt 
my  Sorrows. 

Vici.  Alas!  Her  Ladylhip  is  PaiTionate,  as  I  live  very 

Paffionate.  ,    ,    .  .    , 

L.Smeam.  So  Theftus  left  the  Wretched  Artadne  on 
the  Shoar,  ib  fled  the  falie  jErms  from  his  Dido. 

Vici.  Wh^t  could  you  expeft  lefs  of  him,  Madam? 
Falfhood  is  his  Province:  Your  Lady fliip  Ihould  have  made 
choice  of  a  civil  fober  difcreet  PerfoH)  but  Goodvile  you 
know  is  a  Spark,  a  very  Spark.  _      _ 

L.  S-a^e**???.  That,  that  has  been  my  Rum  5  it  was  there- 
fore I  ador'd  him :  What  Woman  would  doat  on  a  dull 
melancholly  Afs,  becaufe  Ihe  might  be  furc  of  him?  No, 
a  Spark  is  my  Life,  my  Darling,  the  joy  of  my  Souh  OEi 
how  I  doat  on  a  Spark?  I  could  hve  anddie  with  a  SparK. 
Viaoria,  I  make  you  a  Confident,  and  you  mafc  pardon 
me  for  robbing  you  of  iVIr.  Gocdvde:    Come  come,    I 

F-^.  Ymt  Ladyfl-iip  knows  more  than  all  the  World 

befides.  ^    ,         ,  ^      ,   .     ,     ^ 

L.  Soueam.  And  as  I  was  faying,  A  Spark  is  the  Dear- 
eft  thin?  to  me  in  the  World  j  I  have  had  acquaintance  I 
think  with  all  the  Sparks.  Wellj  one  of  ^em  tnat  you 
know  was  a  fweet  Perfon:  Oh  he  danc'd,  and  fung,  and 
dreft  to  a  Miracle,  and  then  he  fpoke  French  as  it  he  had 
been  bred  all  his  life-time  at  Faris,  and  adm^r  d  every 
thing  that  was  French:  Beildcs  he  would  look  io  languilh- 
hfflv  andlifpfo  prettily  when  he  talk'dj  and  then  ne- 
ver wanted  Difccurfe:  I'll  fwear  he  has  entertamd  me 
two  Hours  together  with  the  defcription  oi  an  Eqmp^ge. 
Via   That  muft  needs  be  very  charmmg.  ^ 

L.  Squerun.  But  Mr.  Goodtile  v/as  a  Wit  too :  On  I  ne- 
ver had  a  Wit  before,  for  to  fpeak  the  Truth  "ow  I  taink 
on't  better,  all  my  Lovers  have  been  a  little  Foohfti  11 
fwear,  ha,  ha,  ha!  [Sir  Noble  and  Mai.  0t  the  Door  drunk, 
Mai,  Scour,  fcour,  fcour. 
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■Clum.  Do\'\Ti  goes  the  Main-Maft,  down,  down,  down. 
[They  enter.']  Malagene  roar,  rear,  and  ravifh,  here  are 
Punks  in  beaten  Sattin,  Sirrah  i  Termagant,  triumphant, 
firft-rate  Punks,  you  Rogue. 

Vici.  How  came  thefe  RutHans  here  ? 

Clum  Ruffians !  do  you  know  who  you  talk  to  Madam  ? 
I  am  a  civil,  fober,  difcreet  Perfoni  and  come  particular- 
ly to  embrace  thy  iovely  Body. 

hUl.  Look  you  Madam,  make  no  nolfe  about  this  mat- 
ter. This  is  a  Perfon  of  Quality  and  a  Friend  of  mine, 
therefore  pray  be  civil. 

L.  Squeam.  Has  Mr.  Gcodvile  left  no  Footmen  at  home 
to  cudgell  fuck  Fops  ?  Fogh-— how  like  drunken  Journey- 
men Taylors  they  look? 

Mai.  Journey-men,  Madam!  hold  there!  none  of  your 
Ladyfhip's  |ourney-men,  that'sone  comfort !  Woe  to  the 
poor  Devil  that  is,  I  fay. 

L.  Squeam.  Were  Mr.Goodvile  at  home  you  durft  not 
talk  thus,  you  fcandalous  Fellow. 

Mai.  Goodvile  fay  you hark  you  my  Dear,  were  he 

here  in  Perfon,  I  would  firft  of  all  decently  kick  him  out 
of  Doors,  then  turn  up  thy  Keel  and  difcover  here  to  thy 
Kinfman  what  a  leaky  Veifel  thou  art. 

Clum.  Why,  what  is  that  GtJoiv.'/e.?  Will  he  Wreftlc  ? 
or  will  he  Box  for^o/.  Look  you,  this  fellow  is  my  Pimp. 
'Tis  true  his  Countenance  is  none  of  the  beft:  But  he's  a 
neat  Lad,  and  keeps  good  Company. 

Mai.  Hark  you.  Knight .'  you'll  bear  me  out  in  this  Bufi- 
ncfs,  Knight.?  For  under  theRofe  I  have apprehcnfion, that 
this  Car  cafe  of  mine  may  futfer  elfe. 

Clnm.  No  more  of  that  Rogue!  no  more.  Take  notice 
good  People,  this  civil  Perfon  lliall  m^arry  my  Sifter  j  Ihc 
is  a  pretty  hopeful  Lady — Truly  l"he  is  not  full  thirteen— 
but  fhe  has  had  two  Children  already,  Odd's  heart. 

Vici.  Ridiculous  Oaf! 

Clum.  Come,  let  us  talk  Baudy. 

Vici.  ril  call  thofe  fhall  talk  with  you  prefcntly. 

[JE.X,  Via. 

Clum,  Wheugh fhe's  gone. 

lu.Soiuedm,  Bead!  Bruit!  Barbarian!  Sot! 
Vol.  I.  O  'Clwn, 
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Clum,  Ohkw!   ray  Aunt!  what  have  I  done  now? 

Madam,  as  1  hope  to  be 

\Kims  aga'mft  her,  and  almoji bents  her  backivard. 

L.  Squeam,  Oh  help  !  I  am  murdered !  oh  my  Head ! 

Clum.  Nay  Lady  that  was  no  fault  of  mine :  You  fliall 
fee  I'll  keep  my  diflance,  and  (as  I  was  faying)  if  I  have 
of&nded 

[Keels  aga'mjl  a  Table  and  throws  down  a  China  Jar,  and 
feveral  little  China  DiJJjes. 

L.Squeam.  Oh  infuflferable  !  quickly,  quickly,  a  Porter 
and  Basket  to  carry  out  this  Swine  to  a  Dunghill. 

Clum.  Look  you  Madam,  no  harm!  no  harm!  youfhall 

fee  me  behave  my  felf  notably  yet as  for  example 

fuppofe  now fuppofe  this  the  Door.  [Goes  to  the  Door. 

Very  well ;  thus  then  I  move. 

[Steps  forwards  and  leaves  his  Veruke  on  one  of  the  Hinges, 
Hah,  who  was  that.?  Rogues!  Dogs!  Sons  of  Whores ! 
Enter  Servants. 

I  Serv.  Such  as  we  are  Sir,  you  fhall  find  us  at  your 
Service. 

Clum.  Murder,  Murder,  Murder. 

MaL  Where  there  is  fuch  odds,  a  Man  may  with  Ho- 
nour retire  and  fleal  off.  [^x.  MaL 
Enter  Caper  and  Saunter. 

Caf.  Where  i.?  this  Rafcal?  this  Coxcomb?  this  Fop? 
how  dare  you  come  hither,  Sir,  to  aifront  Ladies  and  Per- 
ions  of  Quality  ? 

^Cium,  Sit,  your  humble  Servant:  did  you  fee  my  Per- 
fiwigf 

Caper.  Sir,  you  are  an  Afs;  and  never  wore  Perriwig 
in  your  Life:  Jemie  what  a  Bufh  of  Bryars  and  Thorns 
15  here?  The  Main  of  rtiy  Lady  Squeamijh's  Shock  is  a 
Chedreux  to  it. 

Clum.  Why,  Sir,  I  know  who  made  it.  He  was  an 
lioRefr  Fellow  and  a  Barber,  and  one  that  lov'd  Mu;;(k 
ind  Poetry, 

Sawi.  How  Sir ! 

Caper,  But,  Sir,  come  clofetc  the  Buimefs:  Howdurir 
Tou  treat  Ladies  i'o  rudely  as  v.'c  kw  you  but  now?  An- 
iv/er  to  that,  and  ttll  ro:  us  of  Mulick  and  Poerry. 
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Clum.  Why,  he  had  all  V/eftm'mfier  Drollery  and  Oxford 
Jefts  at  his  Fingers  ends.  And  for  the  Cittern,  if  ever  Troy 
Town  were  a  Tune,  he  mafter'd  it  upon  that  Inflrument, 
when  he  was  our  Butler  in  the  Country :  An  old  Maid  of 
my  Grandmother's  took  great  delight  in  him  for  it. 

Sam.  But,  Sir,  this  is  nothing  to  our  Bufinefs. 

Clum.  Buiinefs!  hang  Bufinefs!  I  hate  a  Man  of  Bulinefs : 
If  you'll  Drink  or  Whore,  break  Windows,  or  commit 
Murther,  I  am  for  you. 

Caper.  Sir,  will  you  fight  ? 

Clum.  Fight!  with  whom?  for  what? 

C^per.  With  me. 

Saun.  With  me. 

Clum.  Ay  Sir,  with  ill  my  Heart;  I  love  fig^.ting  Sir, 

Saun.  But  will  you  Sir,  dare  you  ? 

Caper.  Ay  Sir,  will  you  fight  ?  de  you  think  you  dare 

f:ght? 

Clum.  Why,  you  fweet  perfura'd  JeiTimine- Knaves! 
you  Rogues  in  Buckram!  were  there  a  Dozen  of  you  Yd 
beat  you  out  of  your  Artificial  Sweetnefs  into  your  own 
natural  Ranknefs ;  you  Stinkards !  fnall  I  draw  my  Cerbe- 
rus and  cut  you  off,  you  gaudy  Popinjaies  ? 

Caper.  This  Fellow's  mad,  Saunter  I  ilark  mad ,  by  ferico  : 
Dear  Knight,  how  long  haffc  thou  been  in  this  Pickle? 
this  Condition,  Knight  ?  hah  ? 

Clum.  What  Pickle?  what  Condition,  you  Worms? 

Saun.  Ay,  ay,  'tis  fo,  the  Poor  Dexal  mufl:  to  Bed- 
lam \  Bedta-m,  Knight,  the  Mad- man's  Hofpitai. 

Clum.  What  will  become  of  you  then,  you  Vermin? 
There's  never  a  Hofpitai  for  Fools  yet ;  Mercy  on  me  if 
there  were !  how  many  Handfomc  Fellows  in  this  Town 
might  be  provided  for  ?  [Fiddles  play  within. 

Caper.  Hey  day !  Fiddles ! 

Saun.  Madam  Gocdvile  hearing  we  were  here,  hath  fent 
for  'em  on  purpofe  to  regale  us. 

i  O  z  Infer 
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Enter  Mrs.  Goodvile,  Lady  Squeamifh  with  the  Ttddles  play- 
ing,  Saunter  falls  to  fing  the  Tune  mth  'em,  and  Caper 

Dances  to  it.     Lettice. 

Mrs.  Good.  Let  my  Servants  take  care  that  all  the  Doors 
ftand  open :  Til  have  Entrance  deny'd  to  no  one  Fool  in 
Town.  Mr.  Caper  and  iVlr.  Saunter  here  ?  then  v^^e  can 
never  v^^ant  Company.  Come,  Madam,  let  us  begin  the 
Revels  of  the  Day;  I  long  to  enjoy  the  Freedom  I  am 
Miftrefs  of.     Lettice,  try  your  Vow. 

L.  Squeam.  Oh  Madam !  this  gallant  Spirit  ravifhes  me. 
Dear  Mr.  Caper,  you  and  Mr.  Saunter  were  born  to  be 
happy !  Madam  Goodvile  has  refolv'd  to  Sacrifice  this  Day 
to  Pleafure what  fhall  we  do  with  our  felves? 

Cap.  Do,  Madam !  We'll  dance  for  ever. 

L.  Squeam.  Oh  ay  D^nce. 

Saun.  And  Sing. 

L.  Squeam.  And  Sing. 

Both.  And  Love. 

L.  Squeam,  Oh  ay,  Love !  but  Madam  Good'uile,  have 
you  refolved  to  wear  the  Willow,  and  be  very  Melan- 
cholly-T — ha,  ha,  ha Fiddles!  where  are  you  ?  I  can- 
not endure  you  out  of  my  fight. 

Mrs.  Good.  Willow !  hang  it,  give  it  to  Country  Girls 
that  figh  for  Clowns ;    and  Melancholy  is  a  Difeafc  for 
Bankrupt  Beauty.   I  have  yet    a  ftock   of    Youth    and 
Charms,  unfully'd  by  the  hands  of  Age  or  Care, 
And  vphilft  that  lap  what  M'dman  -would  defpair  ? 

Clum.  In  the  mean  time  I'll  fcout  out  for  a  Doxy  of 
iny  Acquaintance  hai'd  by,  return  in  Triumph,  and  let 
VicJoria  go  hang  and  defpair. 

''  -Sinc^ 
To  love  is  a  pleafure  Divine, 
ret  Til  never  figh  or  be  fad y 
■They  are  Coxcombs  that  languiflj.  and  pine. 
So  long  as  Wirjores  are  to  be-had.—-T(f  daroU,  darolda. 
L,  Squmm.  Oh  fecure  that  deform 'd  Monfter,  that  Re- 
bel of  mine:  Fellows  take  care  of  him,  and  keep  him  up 
till  I  talk  wiih  him,  and  make  him  feafible  of  his  Enor- 
mities 

Clum 
f 
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Cltm.  Slaves!  Avaunt!  if  my  Lady  will  have  it  fo,  I'll 
walk  foberly  into  the  Garden  and  confider  of  what  is 
paft.  To  Icrue  is  a  Fleafure,  Sec. 

[£a:.  Clum. 

Mr  s.G$o  J.  Lett  ice! 

Let.  Madam. 

Mrs.  Good.  Is  Mr.  Truman  come? 

Let.  He'll  be  here  prefently  Madam. 

Enter  Page  roith  a  Letter. 

^age.  A  Letter  for  your  Ladyfhip. 

Mrs.  Good.  Who  brought  it  ? 

Page.  A  Porter  brought  it  to  the  Door,  Madam.:  But 
faid,  he  had  no  Orders  to  Itay  for  an  Anfwer.    [Ex.Fage. 

Mrs. Good.  A  Woman's  Hand! 

Reads.  Mr.  Goodvile'j  journey  out  ofToton  is  but  a  Pre- 
tence: He  is  jealous  of  you  and  Mr.  Truman,  you  rpill  find 
him  anon  return' d  in  hopes  to  furprize  you  together.  Though 
he  has  trufied  me  roith  the  Secret,  and  oblsgd  me  to  ajjtfi  him 
in  it  i  yet  I  rcould  endeavour  by  this  Bifcovery  to  per/wade 
you  that  I  am  your  real  Seriant,  Vidtoria. 

Pojlfcript,  Be%varc  of  Malagene,  for  he's  appointed  the 
Spy  to  betray  you. 

This  is  generoufly  done,  Victoria,  and  I'll  ftady  to  de- 
ferve  it  of  Thee:  Now,  if  I  plague  not  this  wife  jealous 
Husband  of  mine,  let  all  Wives  curie  me,  and  Cuckolds 
laugh  at  me!  Fiddles!  lead  in!  Mr.  Caper  and  Mr.  Saun^ 
ter  pray  wait  on  my  Lady,  and  entertain  her  a  little:  Til 
follow  you  prefently. 

L.Squeam.  Come  Mr.  Caper,  will  you  walk  ? 

Caper.  A  Coranto  Madam  ? 

L.  Squeam.  Ay  ten  thoufand,  ten  thoufand,  Mr.  Saun- 
ter, I  would  be  always  near  you  Two  !  Oh  for  a  Gro\  e 
now,  and  a  purling  Brook  with  that  delightful  charming 
Voice  of  yours!  Come,  let  us  walk  andftudy  which  way 
to  divert  our  felves. 
^  Caper.  Allons!  for  Love  andPleafure:  By  thefc  Hands — 

Saun.  By  thofe  Eyes 

L. Squeam.  Oh  no  more!   no  more:  I  fhall  be  loft  in 

Happinefs!  [Exeunt. 

O  3  Mis.  Good. 
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Mrs.  Good.  So:  This  Confort  of  Fools  fhall  be  the  Cho- 
rus to  my  Farce ;  Now  all  the  Malice,  Ill-nature,  Falfliood 
and  Hypocrifie  of  my  Sex  infpire  me.  Lettke!  fee  Cor- 
miila  be  fent  for  iniiantly,  (he  fhall  join  with  me  in  my 
Revenge,  fne  has  Reafon  j  Mr.  Valmtine,  I  fuppofe,  will 
be  here  with  Mr.  Traraan. 

E?ner  Mr.  Truman. 

Trum,  And  think  you,  Madam,  he  durfi:  not  anfwer  a 
fair  Lady's  Challenge  without  a  Second  ? 

Mrs.GW.  You  would  pretend.  Til  warrant  you,  to  be 
very  llout.  You  Hedlors  in  Love  are  as  arrant  Cheats  as 
Hedors  in  fighting,  that  blufler,  rant,  and  make  a  noife 
for  the  prcfenCj  but  when  they  come  to  the  Bus'nefs, 
prove  errant  Daflards,  and  good  for  nothing. 

Trum.  But,  P>ladam,  you  fhould  find  I  dare  do  fomc- 
thing,  would  you  but  be  civil  and  ftand  your  Ground. 

Mrs. Good.  What  think  ycu  though  of  a  Cut-throat  Huf- 
band  now  behind  the  Hangings?  what  would  become  of 
you  then  ? 

Tmm.  Whilft  I  have  flich  Beauty  on  my  Side,  nothing 
can  hurt  me. 

Mr ^.. Good.  Then,  Sir,  prepare  your  felfj  Mr.  Goodvlk 
is  really  jealous,  and  miftrufts  all  or  more  than  has  paft 
between  us.  His  journey  out  of  Town  was  but  a  Pre- 
tence, but  we  fhall  fee  him  inftantly  in  Expectation  to 
catch  us  together. 

Trwn.  Fear  him  not  Madam  j  thele  Moles  that  work 
under  Ground  are  as  blind  as  they  are  bufie ;  Let  him  run 
on  in  his  dull  Jealouiie,  whilft  we  ftiil  find  new  Windings 
out,  and  lofe  him  in  the  Ma2.e. 

Mrs.  Good.  Then  if  you  wifh  to  preferve  me  yours, 
join  with  me  to  Day  in  my  Defign,  which  is,  if  pollible, 
to  make  him  Mad,  work  him  up  to  the  height  of  furious 
Sufplcion,  and  at  th^at  Moment  when  he  thinks  his  Jealou- 
fie  mofl:  juil,  baflle  him  cut  of  it  :  And  let  the  World 
know  how  dull  a  Tool  a  Husband  is,  compar'd  with  that 
triumphant  thing  a  Wife,  and  her  Guardian  Angel  Lover. 

Trum.  But  Mr.  Goodvile,  Madam,  has  Wit,  and  fo  good 
an  Opinion  of  it  too 

Mrs.  Good, 
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Mrs.GW.  'Tis  that  {hall  be  his  Ruin  :  Were  he  a  Fool, 
he  were  not  worth  the  Trouble  of  deceiving. 

Trum.  Dear  Jewel  of  my  Soul,  proceed  then  and  prc^ 
fper.     But  what  muft  be  my  Part  ?      ^       .^, 

Mts,Good.  Tofecure  Malagene.  That  ill-naturd  Vil^ 
lain  hasbctray'd  us,  and  is  appointed  by  Goodvde  chief  In- 
ftrument  in  the  Difcovery :  He  has  Cowardize  enough  to 
fell  his  Soul  to  buy  off  a  Beating:  He  never  to.d  Truth 
enough  to  be  believ'd  once  fo  long  as  he  lives.  Get  him 
but  in  your  Power,  and  he  (hall  own  more  Villanies  than 
ever  were  in  his  Thoughts  to  commit,  or  the  xNecciTity 
of  our  Affair  can  invent  to  put  upon  him. 

Trum.  And  I'U  be  fure  of  him,   or  may  I  never  tafte 
thofe  Lips  again,   but  be  condemned  to  caft  Islifirefies  m 
the  Side-box  at  the  Play-houfe,  or  what  is  worfe,  take  up 
with  a  Scmpftrefs,  and  drudge  for  Cuffs  and  Cravats. 
Enter  Malagene. 
Mrs.  Good.  Here  he  comes ! 
Trum.  Oh  Monfieur  Mahgene  welcome! 
Mai.  fack  Truman,  your  humble  Servant, 
Trum.  Whither  fo  fail  I  befeech  you  Sir  !  a  word  with 
you,  a  word  with  you.  ^ 

Mai.  Why!  can  I  do  any  thing  for  thee?  Halt  the  a 
any  Bufinefs  for  me?  Prithee  what  is  it? 
Trum.  Sir!  You  muft  lie  for  me. 
Mai.  Ha,  ha,  ha.     Is  that  all  ? 
Trum.  Nay  Sir  you  muft ! 

Mai.  Any  thing  in  a  civil  way  or  fo,  Jack !  but  no- 
thing upon  Compuliion,  Lad!  Prithee,  let  me  do  nothing 
upon  Compulfion,  prithee  now  / 

Trum.  Then  Sir  to  be  brief,  this  is  the  Bunnefs !  Good- 
'vile  I  hear  has  been  inform'd  by  you  of  what  paft  in  the 
Garden  laft  Night  j  how  durft  you  be  fo  impudent  as  to 
pry  into  my  Secrets,  where  I  was  concern  d  ? 

Mai.  Why  look  you  Jack,  Curiofity  you  know !  and  a 

natural  Inclination  which  I  have 

Trum.  To  Pimping. 

MaI.  Confound  me  J-ack  thou  art  much  in  the  right ' 

I  believe  thou  art  a  Witch.     I  knew  as  well  Man 

Trum.  What  did  you  know? 

O  4  Mai. 
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Mai.  Why  I  knew  thee  ro  be  an  arch  Vv^agg  and  an 
honeft  Fellow/  Ah  Rogue,  prithee  kifs  me!  the  Roguds 
out  of  Humour. 

Trum.  No  Sir!  I  dare  not  ufc  you  fo  hke  a  Friend, 
you  muft  deferve  it  better  firft. 

Md.  Look  you  J^ck,  the  truth  of  the  Bufinefs  \s.  I  am 
befpoke :  But  the  Love  I  have  to  fee  the  Bus  nefs  go  for- 
ward, may  perfwade  me  to  much 

Trum.  Then  prefencly  refolve  entirely  to  difown  and 
abjure  alUhe  Intelligence  you  gave  Goodvile,  or  promife 
to  your  felf  that  where-cver  next  I  meet  you,  I'll  cut 
your  Throat  upon  the  fpot. 

Mai.  But  hark  you,  Jack,  how  fhall  I  come  off  with 
the  Bufinefs?  I  fhall  be  kick'd  and  us'dvery  fcurvily  :  For 
the  Truth  is,  I  did  tell ■ 

Trurn.^  V/hat  did  you  tell?  ■ 

Mai.  Why  I  told  -him,  you  Knave,  I  won't  tell!  you 
little  cunning  Curr,  I  told  xhim  all,  Man ! 

Trum.  All,  Sir! 

Mai.  Ay  hang  me  like  a  Dog,  all.  But  Madam  you 
xnuft  pardon  me,  there  was  not  a  Word  of  it  true. 

Trum.  And  what  do  you  think  to  do  with  your  felf? 

Mai.  Do  ?  wliy  Til  deny  it  all  again  Man,  every  Word 
of  it,  as  impudently  as  ever  I  at  firfi  affirm'd  it:  May 
be  he'll  kick  me,  and  beat  me,  and  ufe  me.  like  a  Dog, 

Man. That's  nothings   nothing  at  all,  Man,  I  do  not 

value  it  this !  \yulls  out  a  Jercs  Trump,  and  plays. 

Trum,  And  this  Sir,  you'll  iland  to. 

Mai.  If  I  do  not,  hang  me  up  for  a  Sign  at  a  Bawdju 
houfe-door :  In  the  mean  time  I'll  retire  and  perufe  a 
young  Lampoon,  which  I  am  lately  the  happy  Father  of 

TrTim.  Nay  Sir!  yeu  are  not  to  ftir  from  me! 
Enter  Letticc. 

Let.  Oh  Madam !  fliift  for  your  felf.  Madam  Viaorifi 
fent  me  to  tell  you  that  my  Mailer  is  return 'd,  and  that 
he  pretends  to  come  a  Mafquerader. 

Mai.  Well!  fince  it  muft  be  fo,  I'll  deny  all  indeed! 
what  an  excellent  Fellow  might  I  have  been  ?  Some  Men 
now  with  my  ftock  of  Honefty,  and  a  little  more  Gr^- 
yity,  would  have  made  a  Fortune,     Well:  I.  have  beenl 

lazy. 
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lazy  Rogue  j  and  never  knew  'till  now  that  I  was  fit  for 
Bus'nefs. 

Mrs.  Good  Mr.  GooJvile  in  Mafqueradc,  fay  you  ? 

Let.  Yes,  Madam,  and  two  Women  with  him  j  Madam, 
they  are  juft  now  alighted. 

Mrs-  Good.  \Vomen  with  him  I  nay  then  he  comes  tri- 
umphantly indead.  Mr.  Triiman,  do  you  retire  withAf/st- 
hgene.  Til  flay  here  and  receive  th's  AUchia-jel  in  T>iC- 
guife.  Now,  once  more  let  me  invoke  all  the  Arts  of 
Aifedlation,  all  the  Revenge,  the  counterfeit  Paffions,  pre- 
tended Love,  pretended  Jealoufie,  pretended  Rage,  and 
in  Turn,  the  very  Genius  of  my  Sex  to  my  AfTiflancc. 

Enter  Good  vile  and  others  Mafqued. 
So!  here  they  come:  Now  this  Throw  for  all  my  future 
Peace.     Who  waits  there  ?  [Enter  Servants, 

Good.  Madam!  you'll  excufe  this  Freedom. 

Mrs.  ^ood.  You  oblige  me  by  ufmg  it:  Let  all  the  " 
Company  know  that  thde  Noble  Perfons  of  Qi-iality  have 
honour'd  me  with  their  Prefcnce:  Let  the  Fiddles  be 
ready,  and  fee  the  Banquet  prepar'dj  and  let  Mr.  Trur/ian 
come  to  me  inftantly,  1  cannot  live  a  xMinute,  a  Moment 
without  him. 

Good.  Delicate  Devil! 

Mrs.  Good.  Sii-!  let  me  beg  your  Patience  for  a  Mo-*'- 
mcnt,  whilfl  I  go  and  put  things  in -Order  fit  for  your.  - 
Reception.  [Exit^ 

Geod^  Footmen!  take  care  that  the  Engines  which  E 
have  order 'd  be  ready  when  I  call  for  'eni.  Truman,  I. 
fee,  is  a  Man  of  punctual  Aflignation-j-and  my  Wife  is  a 
Perfon  very  adroit  at  thefe  Matters  ^  forac  hot-brain'd, 
Horn-m_ad  Cuckold  now  would  be  for  cutting  of.Throatsj,. 
but  I  am  refolv'd  to  turn  a  civil,  fober,  oiicreet  Perfoa,..  - 
and  hate  blood- fl.ed:  No:  Til  manage  the  Matter  fo -tem- 
perately that  I'll  catch  her  in  his  very  Arms,  then  civilly 
d  fcard  her  Bag  and  Baggage,  whild:  you  my  dainty  Doxies 
take  Poffelfion  of  h^r  Privileges,  and  enter  the  TerriiO- 
ries  with  Colours  flying. 

I  Worn.  And  fnall  I  keep  my  Coach,  Mr.  Goodvilef 

Good.  Ay  and  Six.  my  lovely  Rampant.  Nay,  thou,-- 
ihaltevei)^  Morning -fwoop  the  Exchange  in  Triumph,  va'; 

O  j-  fee  ■ 
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fee  what  gavvdy  Bawble  thou  canft  firft  grow  fond  of  r 
And  after  Noon  at  the  Theatre  exalted  in  a  Box,  give 
Audience  to  ev'ry  trim  amorous  twiring  Fop  of  the  Cor- 
ner, that  comes  thither  to  make  a  noife,  hear  no  Play,  and 
fhow  himfelfi  thou  fhalt,  my  Bona  Roba. 

a  Wb?n.  But  Mr.  Goodvile,  what  fhall  I  do  then  ? 
Good.  Oh !  thou !  Thou  flialt  be  my  more  pecdiar  Punk, 
my  Houfe- keeper,  m.y  NecefTary  Sin  5  manage  all  th' Af- 
fairs of  my  Eftate  and  Family,  ride  up  and  down  in  my 
o^vn  Coach  attended  by  my  own  Footmen  3  Nofe  my 
Wife  where-e'er  you  meet,  and  if  I  had  any,  breed  my 
Children.     Oh  what  a  delicious  Life  will  this  be! 

1  Worn.  Hear  you  Sir^  the  Fiddles.?        [TiMes  wiihout. 
Good.  Oh  the  Procefiion's  coming,  put  on  your  Vifors, 
and  obfcrve  the  Ceremony. 

:Enter  Truman,  Mrs.  Goodvile,  Caper,  Saunter,  I.  Squeamifh, 
Camilla,  '^ith  Fiddles,  a  Letter. 
Mrs.  Good.  Mr.  Caper,  Mr.  Saunter,  you  are  the  Life 
and  Soul  of  all  good  Company  ^  command  me  any  thing, 
command  my  Houie,  that  and  all  Freedom  are  yours. 

Caper.  Maiques,  my  Life,  my  Joy,  my  Top  of  Happi- 
ncfs!  Sir  your  humble  Servant,  by  your  leave,  Madam 
fhall  you  and  I  toufe  and  tumJole  together  in  the  Draw- 
ing-room hard  by  for  half  an  Hour  or  fo?  Hah?  [ChPs, 
Saun  Fa  toldara,  toldara,  ^c.  Ah  Madam  what  do  you 
wear  a  Maique  for  ?  Have  you  never  a  Nofe,  or  but  one 
Eye?  Let  me  fee  how  you  are  furrifh'd? 

2  Uom.  Sir,  if  I  want  any  thing  "tis  to  be  doubted  you 
cannot  ftipply  me. 

Good,  So !  {lire  this  m/uft  come  to  fbmething  anon ! 
Mrs.  Good,  Ah  were  but  Mr.  GoodvHe  here  now,  what 
a  happy  Day.  might  this  be !  But  he  is  melancholy  and 
forlorn  in  the  Country,  fummoning  in  his  Tenants  and 
their  R:!nts,  that  {Lining  Pelf  that  muil  fupport  me  in  my 
Pleaflires. 

Good.  Is  he  then.  Madam,  fo  kind  a  Husband.? 
Mrs.  Good.   Oh   the  moft   indulgent  Creature   in   the 
World !  what  Husband  but  he,  Mr.  Truman,  would  have 
lb  feafcnably  v^ithdrawn  and  left  me  Mrs.  of  fuch  Free- 
dom r  To  Ipend  my  Days  in  Triumph  as  I  do,  to  Sacri- 

•   fice 
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fice  my  Self,  my   Soul,  and  all  my  Senib  to  you,   the 

Lord  ofall  my  Joys,  my  Conqueror  and  Proteaor:        ^ 

Cam.  Heav'ns,  JNIadam,  you'll  provoke  him  beyond  aa 

^  ^s.Gcod.Who,  Mr. Good-vile!  which  way  fhall  it  reach 
his  Knowledge  ?  no,  we'll  be  as  fecret 

Trum.  As  we  are  happy.  So  fubtily  lay  the  Scene  of 
all  our  Joys,  that  Envy  or  iMalice,  nay  the  very  Husband 
himfelf  and  Malagene  to  boot,  weU  hir'd  to  the  BufmeiS, 
fhall  ne'er  difcover  us.  ,      ,    ,.r  . 

Mrs  Good.  Oh  difcover  us!    a  Husband  difcover  us! 
were  he  indeed  as  jealous  as  he  has  Reafon    I  could  no  ■ 
more  apprehend  Difcovery  than  a  Kindnefs  from  him 

Good  This  Impudence  is  fo  rank,  that  I  can  hold  no 
longer.     Say  you  fo.  Madam?  [He  unm^^sks, 

Sirs.  Good.  Oh  a  Ghoft!  a  Ghoft/  fave  me,  fave  me.  - 
Mr.  Trmnan,  fee  fee  Mr.  Goodvde's  Spirit?  (lire  fome  bafe 
Villain  has  murder'd  him,  and  his  angry  Ghoft  is  come 
to  revenge  it  on  me.  i        i  r 

Good.  No  Madam,  fear  nothing.     I  am  a  very  harmlefs  - 
Goblin,  though  you  are  a  little  fhock'd  at  the  fight  of  me.  . 

C^ter.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  Goodvile  return'd  ?  Dear  Franr.  I 

Sam.  Honeft  Goodvile,  thou  feeft  dear  Sod  we  are  free 
here  in  thy  Abfence. 

Good  I  fee  you  are  Gentlemen,  and  Hiall  take  an  op- 
portunity to  return  the  Favour.     Footmen  be  ready. 

Mrs  Good.  But  is  it  really  Mv.Gooavde  then?  let  me 
receive  him  to  my  Arm.s  j  welcome  ten  thoufand  thou- 
fand,  thoufand  times.    Dear  Sir,  how  does  my  Pidure  la 

the  Gallery  do?  ,         .     i       t.  *.  t 

Good.  Oh  Madam,  it  look'd  fo  very  charmingly,  that^l 
had  no  power  to  flay  longer  from  the  dear  loving  On-  - 

ginal. 

Mrs.  Good.  So  now  begins  the  Battel, 

Good.  Well  Madam,  and  for  your  Sett  of  Fools  here; 
to  what  End  and  Purpofe  have  you  decreed  them  in  this 
new  Model  of  your  Family  ?  I  hope  you  have  not  de- 
fign'd  'em  for  your  own  Ufe  ? 

Mrs.  Good.  Why  Sir,  methinks  you  Oiould  not  grudge 
me  a  Coxcomb  or  two  to  pafs  away  the  time  withal, 
iinceyou  had  taken  your  dearer  Couverfation  from  me 
-■'  '  Coca* 
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Good,  No  Madam,  I  underftand  your  Diet  better:  ^ 
i^o  IS  too  fquob  and  tender  a  Bit  for  your  fierce  Av,. 
^tite:  you  are  for  a  f^ibftantial  Diih,  a  Man  of  Heat  and 
Honour,  fuch  as  Mr.  r^^^^  1  know  is,  and  I  doubt  n<,i2 
will  do  me  Reafon. 

'Trum.  Ay  Sir,  when  ever  you^il  demand  it. 

Mrs.  G^^^.  Nay  Sirs,  no  quarrelling  I  bcfeeGh  vou; 
what  would  you  be  at,  Sir  ?  ' 

Gocd.^  At  reii  .Madam,  hke  an  hojiefl  Snail  Ihrink  up 

ilu^^^S^^'1"'  '^^^  '^^  ^^^-^^^^  '''''  ^  -^ 

..?Ki'^"  ^'°^^i"g  Ma'^am,  nothing  in  the  leaft^  how  is  it 
poffible  that  any  thing  fhould  difturb  me!  a  Sot,  a  BeetV 
f  ^'°'"  ^^  Hu^sband,  a  meer  Utenfil,  a  Block  for  you  ^o' 
ralhion  all  your  Falfehood  on,  whilil:  I  mufl  ftiH  be  ftn, 
m    bear  my  Office  and  never  be  diilurb'd,  L 

,..,  ^'^'^t  ^^'  ^""^  >'°"''  ^^^^^  ^5  opening;  and  foij 
your  Eaferil  gne  it  a  little  Vent  my  felf:  You  are  jea- 
iqus,  alas !  jealcus  of  Truman,  are  you  ?  . 

Good.  And  I  have  no  reafon  Madam,  tho'  I  come  and 
catch  you,  m  his  Arms,  rowling  and  throwino-  your 
wanton  Eyes  like  Fife- balls  at  his  Heart?  oh  what^'an  i-i. 
dulgeru  Creatuie-s  Mr.  G.>^^t;//^!  fo  fcafonably  to  with- 
draw ana  ieave  you  Miftrefs  of  fuch  Freedom.  To  fper4 
your  Days  in  Triumph  as  you  do,  to  facrifice  vour  Sdf 
your  Soul,  and  Senfe  to  him  5  the  Lord  of  all  your  Tov/ 
your  Conqueror  and  Prcteaor.-  J  j  *^ 

Mis.Gccd.  I  am  glad  to  find  my  Plot  10  well  fucceed  • 
I  knew  of  your  Jealoufie  laft  Night,  knew  too  your  Tour^ 
neyout  of  Town  was  but  a  Pretence,  in  hope  to  return 
and  forpnze  me  with  Tmma??.  I  was  informed  too  o£ 
your  Return  but  now,  and  your  Difguiiej  I  knew  you 
through  It  io  foon  as  I  faw  you,  and  therefore  I  acled  all 
that  Fordnefs  to .  r^-z^r^ ;?»  before  your  Face.  It  was  all 
tJie  Revenge  I  had  within  my  Power. 

GW  Can  ycu  deny  your  being  vAih  Truman  in  tha 
Garuenlaft  Night?  were  you  not  there  fo  spenly,  that 
eycn  the  broad  Eyes  of  Fools  m-ght  fe?? 
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Mrs.Gecd.  What  Fool?  What  Villain  have  you,  dares 
accufe  me  ? 

Good.  One,  who  though  he  rarely  told  Truth  before, 
will  be  fure  to  do  it  now^    MaUgene,   your   Kinfman 
Malagene,  a  hopeful  Branch  of  your  own  Stock. 
Trum.  The  Rafcal  dares  not  own  it. 
Good.  But  he  Ihall  Sir,  though  you  prote^  him. 
Trum.  'Twas  bafely  done  to  feta  Spy  upon  your  Friend/ 
after  the  Trick  you  had  plaid  mc  witl:iVtcijnifi.. 
Good.  Bafely  done  I 
Tmm.  Yes,  bafely  Sir. 

Good.  Death,  you  lie  Sir !  why  do  I  trifle  thtis  whenr 
I  have  a  Sword  by  my  Side  ? 

Cafer.  Nay,  look  you  Irank!  you  had  better  be  pati- 
ent.   Here  fhall  be  nothing  done,  therefore  pray  put  up,  -. 
Enter  Valentine. 
Val.  What,  again  quarrelling  ?  Good-vile,   this  muft  not 
he.  Truman  is  my  Friend,  and  if  he  has  done  you  wrong, 
ITi  engage  ^Tiall  make  you  Satisfaction.. 

Saun.  Ay,  ay,  prithee  Man,  take  fome  othec  tim.e,  and 
don't  quarrel  now  and  fpoil  good  Company. 

Good.  Death!  you  dancing,   talking,   metled,    frisking 

Rogues  ftand  off!  Oh  I  had  forgot Footmen,  where 

are  ye  ? 

Enter  Footmen. 
Here,  take  away  thefe  Butterflies,   and  do  fpeedy  Ey^cu- 
tion  upon  cm  as  I  order'd ;  do  it  inftantly. 

'[They fei^e  them. 
Caper.  Nay  Jrmh  I  what's  all  this  for  ? 
Saun.  Nay  Gaodvile,  prithee  now,  as  I  hope -to  live^_ 

Enter  Malagcne. 
Good.  Away  with  'em.-r—[£^:.w/j  Caper  ^w^  Saunter. 
Now  for  Malagene  t-t—  Oh,  here  he  comes  Madam,  wha 
will  refrel"h  your  Memory !  Speak  Sir,  as  you  tender  Life 
and  Limb,  whom  did  you  f-e  together  in  the  Garden  lall 
Night? 

Mai.  Ha! no  body! 

Gccd..V/ ere  not  Trumar,  and  my  Wife-.tliere,  to  .ycur; 
Kaowledge,  privately  ? 
M.i/=^hX  ha;ha-^Child!  no. 
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Good.  Did  you  not  tell  me  that  you  overlieard  *era 
whifpering  in  the  Grotto  together  ? 

Mai.  No. 

Good.  Hell  and  Devils!  this  Fellow  has  been  tamTser'd 
withal  and  inftru^ied  to  abufe  me.  This  is  all  Contri- 
vance, a  ftudy'd  Scene  to  fool  me  of  my  Reafon. 

Enter  Footmen, 
Here,  take  him  hence  and  harnefs  him  with  the  other 
two,  'till  he  confefs  the  Truth. 

Mrs.  Good.  He  fhall  not  go,  touch  him  who  dares  : 
Muft  People  then  be  forc'd  and  tortur'd  to  accufe  me 
falfely?  Ah  Mr.  Goi)dvile,how  have  I  deferv'd  this  at  your 
Hands  ?  Let  not  my  good  Name  be  ravifli'd  from  me :  if 
you  have  refolv'd  to  break  my  Heart,  kill  me  nov7  quick- 
ly, and  put  me  out  of  pain [Mai .  runs  ayvay. 

Good.  Nay  Madam,  here  is  that  fhall  yet  convince 

fee  here  a  Letter  from  your  Lover  left  for  you  in  a  pri- 
vate Corner ;  hear  me  read  it.  And  if  you  have  Modeliy 
enough  left,  blufli. 

Reads,  if  Good  vile  ^oe^  out  ofT(r»n  this  Morning,  let  rm 
linovo  of  it,  that  I  may  vpait  on  you  and  tell  you  therefi  of  my 
Heart.    For  you  do  not  kne-w  hovo  much  I  love  you  yet. 

Truman. 

Mrs.  Good.  Death  and  Dellruftion !  it  was  all  my  own 
Contrivance:  madded  with  your  jealoufie,  I  fought  all 
ways  to  vex  you.  I  counterfeited  it  with  my  own  Hand, 
and  left  it  in  a  Place  where  you  might  be  fure  to  find  it. 
To  convince  you  farther,  fee  here  a  Caution  fent  me  juit 
before  by  one  whom  you  have  trufted  and  loved  too 
much  for  my  Quiet :  Peruie  it,  and  when  you  have  done, 
confider  how  you  have  ufed  me,  and  how  I  have  de- 
ferv'd it.    Oh!  [Gives  YiOion^: s  Letter 4 

Good.  Reads.  Journey  out  of  Town is  a  Pretence 

return  and  fur  prize — ■■ — believe  by  this  [Bifcovery Tour 

Servant  Viftoria. 

Victoria,  has  fhe  betray 'd  me  ?  nay  then,  I  pronounce  there 
is  no  Truft  nor  Faith  in  the  Sex.    By  Heav'n  in  every 

Condi- 
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Condition  they  are  aU  Jilts,  aU  falfe  from  the  Bawd  to  the 

Babe.  ^  ...  -      . 

Mrs.  Good,  Now  Sir,  I  hope  I  may  withdraw;  from- 
this  Minute  never  exped  I'll  fee  your  Face  again:  No, 
I'll  leave  you  to  be  happy  at  your  own  Choice.  Love 
where  you  pleafe,  and  be  as  free  as  if  I  neer  had  had 
Relation  to  you.  I  Ihall  take  care  to  trouble  you  no 
more,  but  wilh  you  may  be  happier  than  ever  yet  I 
made  you. 

Good.  Stay  Madam. 

Mrs.  Gm/.  No  Sir,  I'll  be  gone;  I  will  not  ilay  a  mo- 
ment longer;  inhuman,  cruel,  falfe  Traitor !  wer't  thou 
nowlanguilhmg  on  thy  Knees,  proftrate  at  my  Feet,  ready 
to  grow  Mad  with  thy  own  Guilt,  I  would  not  flop  nor 
turn  my  Face  to  fave  thee  from  Defpair, 
Good.  You  (hall. 
Mrs.  Good.  For  what? 

Good.  To  let  the  World  fee  how  much  a  Fool  I  can 
be  :  Art  thou  Innocent  ? 

Mrs.  Good.  By  my  Love  I  am;  I  never  wrong d  you  ; 
but  you  have  undone  me,  ruin'd  my  Fame  and  Quiet. 
What  Mouth  will  not  be  full  of  my  Dilhonour?  Hence- 
forth let  all  my  Sex  remember  me,  when  they'd  upbraid 
Mankind  for  Bafenefs:  Oh  that  I  could  difTemble  longer 
with  you,  that  I  might  to  your  Torment  periwade  you 
ftiU  all  your  Tealoulies  were  jufl,  and  I  as  infamous  as 
you  are  cruel.  [Ex.m^R^ge. 

Good  Get  thee  in  then  and  talk  to  me  no  more ;  there  s 
fomething  in  thy  Face  will  make  a  Fool  of  me,  and  there  s 
a  Devil  in  this  Bulinefs,  ^vhich  yet  I  cannot  dilcover. 
Trtmm,  if  thou  haft  enjoy 'd  her,  I  beg  thee  keep  it  ci0.e, 
and  if  it  be  poiTible  let  us  yet  be  Friends. 
Tmm.  'Tis  not  m.y  Fault  if  we  be  Foes. 
Good.  But  now  to  my  Fools;  bring  'em  forth  and  let 
us  fee  how  their  new  Equipage  becomes  'em.  Oh  dear 
r^/.'r4/«e  /  how  does  the  fair  C/W2///^  ? 

Vd.  Faith  Sir,  ihe  and  1  have  beend'fpatchmg  a  trifling 
Affair  this  Morning,  commonly  call'd  Matrimony. 

Good   Marry'd!  nay,  then  ihere  is  fome  Comfort  yet, 
that  thou  art  fallen  into  the  Snare Vdmtmet  look  to 
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hfer,keep  her  as  fecret  asthouwouMft  a  Murder,  hadftthou 
committed  one:  Truft  her  not_with  thy  deareft  Frienu^- 
fhe  has  Beauty  enough  to  corrupt  him.  ' 

Znter  Caper  and  Saunter,  their  Hands  tfd  behind  'em 
Tools  Cabs  on  their  Heads.  Caper  with/one  Le^  ty\l  up 
and  Ssiunter  gagg'd.  ^' 

See  here  thefe  Rogues  how  hke  themfelv^es  they  look 
Now,  you  paultry  Vermin,  you  Rats  that  run  fqueakin^ 
from  Houfe  to  Houfe,  up  and  down  the  Town  j    that  no 
Man  can  eat  his  Bread  in  quiet  for  you.    Take  warninc. 
ot  what  you  feel,  and  come  not  near  thefe  Doors  araiS 
on  peril  of  Hanging.     Here,  difcharge  them  of  their  Pu^ 
nifhment,  and  fee  'em  forth  the  Gates. 
Enter  Lady  Squeamifli,  Sir  Noble  Clumfey  andYiaorm. 
L.  Squeam.  Oh  Gallants  your  humble  Serv^ant      Dear 
Mr.  Goodvile  be  pleas'd  to  give  my  Kinfman,  Sir  Noble 
Joy:  He  has  done  hmifelf  the  Honour  to- marry  your 
Coufin  Viaoria,  whom  now  I  mufl:  be  proud  to  call  mv 
Relation,  fmce  ihe  has  accepted  of  the  Title  of  my  Ladv 
Clumfey.  ^  ■' 

Clum   Ay  Sir,  I  am  marry 'd,   and  will  be  dmnk  a^ain 
too  before  Night,  as  fimply  as  I  ftand  here.     , 

Good,  Sir  Woh  marry ^d.?  to  Vicioria  too*?   nay  then  in- 
fpight  of  Misfortunes '       ■ 

This  Day  fmll  be  a  Bay  of  Jubilee.  But  iixxt 

Good  Teffple  all  that  my  fad  Fortmefeey  '  ' 

I  beg  you  to  take  Teaming  here  by  me-y 

Marriage  a?id  Hanging  go  by  Defiiriy.. 
I:fpe daily  you  gay  Young  marrfd  Blades, 
B4wareand  keep  your  MHes  from  Balls' ^nd  Mafquerades^- 

[Ex.  omncs^ 
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EPILOGUE, 

Spoken  by  Mrs.  Barrey. 

WILL  Sirs,  if  r.ow  my  Spoufe  and  1  fl^ouU  part. 
To  which  kind  CritickJlmU  I  give  my  Heart  I 
Stay,  let  me  look ;  yiot  one  in  all  the  'Place 
But  has  a  fcHr'vy  froivard  damnmg  face. 
Have  you  refohJd  then  on  the  Toet's  Fall? 
Go ye're  ill-naturd,  ugly  Devils  all. 
The  Marr/d  Sparks,  llmw,  this  Flay  mil  curfe- 
Tor  the  V/ifes  fake;  but  fome  of  em  have  raorfe. 
Foets  themfches  their  own  ill  luck  ha.ve  wrought 
ToH  ne'er  h^d  learnt^  had  not  their  ^iarrels  taughu 
But  as  in  the  difturbance  of  a  State, 
Fach  faciioHs  Maggot  thinks  cfgrov^ing  greai : 
So  when  the  Foets  firfi  had  jarring  Fits, 
XoHcillfetupforCriticks,andforWits: 
Then  fir  aighi  there  came,  which  cefl  yon  Mothers  FmnSy 
Songs  and  La-mpoons  in  Litters  from  your  Brams: 
Libels,  Itke  fpurious  Brats,  run  up  and  down, 
Which  their  dull  Parents  were  aflmm'd  to  own  j 
But  lented  'em  in  others  names,  like  Whores 
That  lay  their  Baflards  down  at  honeft  Boors-, 
For  (Ijame  leave  off  this  higling  way  of  Wit ^ 
Railing  abroad,  and  roaring  in  the  Fit, 
Let  Poets  live  in  Peace,  in  ^iet  write, 
Fife  may  they  all  to  punifl}  you  unite  5 
Join  in  one  Force,  to  jiudy  to  abufe  ye, 
4j}d  teach  your  Wives  and  Miffes  how  to  ufe  ym^ 
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SolMers  Fortune, 


COMEDY- 


Quern  recitus  mens  eft,  0  Fidentine,  iihlluf^ 
Sed  male  cum  recitas  iyicipit  ejfe  tuns. 
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DEDICATION. 

Mr,  B  E  N  T  L  E  y, 

Have  often  (during  this  Play's  be- 
ing inthePrefs)  been  importun'd 
for  a  Preface;  wnich  you,  ifup- 
pofe,  would  have  fpeak  fome- 
thing  in  Vindication  of  the  Co- 
medy :  Now  to  pleafe  you,  Mr. 
Bentley^  1  will  as  briefly  as  i  can 
fpeak  my  Mind  upon  that  Occafion,  which  yoa 
may  be  pleas'd  to  accept  of,  both  as  a  Dedication 
to  your  felf,  and  next  as  a  Preface  to  the  Book. 

And  1  am  not  a  little  Proud,  that  it  has  hap- 
pen'd  into  my  Thoughts  to  be  the  firft  who  in 
thefe  latter  Years  has  made  an  Epiftle  Dedicatory 
to  his  Stationer  :  it  is  a  Complement  as  Reafon- 
able  as  it  is  Juft.  For,  h\:,Bentle)'^  you  pay  ho- 
neftly  for  the  Copy;  and  an  Epiftle 'to  you  is  a  fort 
af  an  Acquittance,  and  may  be  probably  welcome ; 
when  to  a  Perfon  of  higher  Rank  and  Order,  it 
looks  like  an  Obligation  for  Praifes,  which  he 
knows  he  does  not  deferve,  and  therefore  is  very 
unwilling  to  part  with  ready  Mony  for. 

As  to  the  Vindication  of  this  Comedy,  between 
Friends  and  Acquaintance,  1  believe  it  is  polTible, 
that  as  much  may  be  faid  in  its  behalf,  as  here- 
tofore has  been  for  a  great  many  others.  Buc  of 
all  the  Apifn  Qualities  about  me,  i  have  not  that  of 
being  fond  of  my  own  Illue ;  nay,  I  muft  confefs 
my  felf  a  very  unnatural  Parent,  for  when  it  is 
once  brought  Into  the  World,  E'en  let  the  Brat 
ihift  for  it  felf,  1  fay, 

-The 


The  Dedication. 

The  Objedions  made  againft  the  Merit  of  this 
poor  Play,  I  muft  confefs,  are  very  grievous. 

Fir  11,   fays  a  Lady  that  (liall  be  namelefs,  be- 
caufe  the  World  may  think  civilly  of  her;  Fogh! 
oh  Sherreu^  'tis  fo  filthy,  fo  bavi^dy,   no  modeft 
Woman  ought  to  be  feen  at  it :  Let  me  die,   it 
has  made  me  fick :   When  the  World  lies,  Mr. 
Bentley^  if  that  very  Lady  has  not  eafily  digefted 
a  much  ranker  Morfel  in  a  little  Ale-houfe  to- 
wards Paddwgton^   and  never  made  a  Face  at  it: 
But  your  true  Jilt  is  a  Creature  that  can  extra6l 
Bawdy  out  of  the  chafteft  Senfe,  as  eafily  as  a 
Spider  can  Poifon  out  of  a  Rofe :  They  know  true 
Bawdy,  let  it  be  never  fo  much  conceal'd,  as  per- 
fe6bly  as  Falftaff  did  the  true  Prince  by  Inftindi. 
They  will  feparatethe  true  Metal  from  the  Allay, 
let  us  temper  it  as  well  as  we  can;  fome  Women 
are  the  Touch-ftones  of  Filthinefs.     Though  I 
Ihave  heard  a  Lady  fthat  has  more  Modefty  'than 
•^tm  of  thofe  She-Criticks,   and  I  am  fure  more 
Wit)  fay,  She  wonder'd  at  the  Impudence  of  any 
of  her  Sex,  that  would  pretend  to    underiland 
the  thing  call'd  Bawdy.     So,   Mr.  Bentley^  for 
ought  I  perceive,  my  Play  may  be  innocent  yet, 
and  the  Lady  miftaken  in  pretending  to  the  Know- 
ledge of  a  Myftery  above  her;   though,  to  fpeak 
honertly,  fhe  has  had  befides  her  Wit  a  liberal  E- 
ducation;   and,  if  we  may  credit  the  World,  has 
not  buried  her  Talent  neither. 

This  is,  Mr.  Bentle\\  all  I  can  fay  in  behalf  of 
my  Play:  Wherefore' I  throw  it  into  Your  Arms; 
make  the  beft  of  it  you  can  ;  praife  it  to  your 
Cullomers ;  Sell  Ten  T,houfand  of  them,  if  pof- 
.libie,  and  then  you  will  compleat  theWifhes  of 

Tour  Frle-ftd  and  Servant^ 

Tho.  OtWz\y, 


Prologue,  by  the  Lord  Falkland. 

FOrfaken  Dames,  with  lefs  concern,  refleci 
On  their  inconjimt  Heroe's  cold  negleB^ 
Than  we  (provok'd  by  this  Ungrateful  Age,) 
JBear  the  hard  Tate  of  our  abandoned  Stagey 
With  Grief  -we  fee  you  ravifJidfrom  our  Arms, 
And  curfe  the  feeble  Virtue  of  our  Charms: 
Curfe  your  falfe  Hearts,  for  none  fo  falfe  as  they, 
And  curfe  the  Eyes  that  flole  thofe  Hearts  away. 
Remember,  Faithlefs  Friends,  there  was  a  time, 
{But  oh  the  fad  Remembrance  of  our  Frimel) 
When  to  our  Arms  with  eager  Joys  ye  flew,  p 

^ndwe  believ  d your  trench' reus  Hearts  as  true  S. 

As  e'er  was  Nymph  of  curs  to  one  of  you  :  ^ 

But  a  more  powerful  *  Saint  enjoys  ye  now ;  *Pope  Joan. 

Fraught  with  fweet  Sins  and  Abfolutions  too  : 
Te  her  are  all  your  pious  'Vows  addrefi,  f 

she's  both  your  Lozes,  and  your  Religion's  Tefi,  S 

The  fair  eft  Fr  elate  cfher  Time,  and  befi.     "  ^ 

We  own  her  m.cre  deferring  far  than  we, 
Ajuft  Fxcufe  for  your  Inconfiancy. 

yet  'twas  unkindly  done  to  leaie  u:  fo:  f 

Tirfl  to  betray  with  Love  and  then  undo,  ^ 

A  horrrid  Crime  fare  all  addicted  to.  X 

Toofoon,  alas!  your  Appetites  are  cloyd, 
And  Phillis  rtdes  no  more,  -when  once  erijoyd: 
But  all  raflo  Oaths  of  Love  and  Confiancy, 
With  the  too- floort forgotten  Tleafures  die; 
Uhilfi  fue,  poor  Soul,  robb\l  of  her  dearefl  Eafe, 
Still  drugges  on,  with  vain  Defire  to  pleafe;  ' 
.And  rsfilefs  follows  you  from  place  to  place. 
For  Tributes  due  to  her  Autumnal  Face: 
Heferted  thus  byfuch  ungrateful  Men, 

FioM>  can  we  hope  you'll  e'er  return  agen  ?  _ 

Here's  no  new  Chavm  to  tempt  ye  as  before,     .  ? 

■  Wit  -now's  our  only  Treafure  left  injiore,  r" 

Ahd  that's  a  Coyn  will  pafs  with  you  no  more:  ^ 

ToH  whofuch  dreadful  Bullies  would  appear,  7 

(True  Bullies !  ^Jet  when  there  s  Da-nger  near)  ^ 

Shw your  great  ^qhIs,  in  damning  Foets  here,  •^ 

Dra^ 
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Captain  Beaugard. 

Mr.  Betterton. 

Courtffie. 

Mr.  Smith, 

Sir  Davy  Dunce, 

Mr.  Nokes. 

Sir  Jolly  Jumble. 

Mr.  Leigh, 

Fourhin,  a  Servant  to  Beau-  7  y^^  '^evon. 

gard.  i       '*^ 

Bloody-Bones.  Mr.  RichArds. 

Vermin,     a    Servant  to  ?    *    p^^„ 


Sir 

D^iry. 

3  ^"  ^"J* 
WOMEN. 

Lady 

Sylvia 

Maid. 

X)^/wr^.                         Mrs.  B^rr^/ 
Mrs.  Trice. 

A  Conftablc  and  Watch. 
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THE 


THE 


Soldiers   Fortune. 


ACT    I.    SCENE    I. 


Enter  Beaugard,  Courtine,  and  Fourbin. 
B  EAUGAR  D. 

Pox  o'  Fortune!  Thou  art  always  tei- 

zing  me  about  Fortune:    Thou  rifeft 

in  a   Morning  with  ill    luck   in   thy 

Mouth}   nay,    never  eatefl:  a  Dinner, 

hit  thou  figheil:  two  Hours  after  it, 

with  thinking  where  to  get  the  next. 

Fortune  be  damn'd,  fince  the  World's 

fo  wide. 

Cour.  As  wide  as  it  is,  'tis  fo  throng'd  and  cramm'd 

with  Knaves  and  Fools,  that  an  honeft  Man  can  hardly 

get  a  living  in  it. 

Bsan,  Do,  rail,  Courtine,  do ;  it  may  get  thee  Employ- 
ment. 

Coiir,  Ar  you  I  ought  to  railj  'twas  your  fault  we  left 
our  Employnient  abroad,  to  come  home  and  be  Loyal : 
and  now  we  as  Loyally  ftarve  for  it. 

Beau.  Did  not  thy  Anceitors  do  it  before  thee,    Man  r 

I  tell  thee,   Lo^alty  and  Starving  aie  all  one-    The  old 
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Cavaliers  got  fuch  a  trick  of  it  in  the  King's  Exile,  that 
their  Pofterity  could  never  thrive  fince. 

Cour,  "Tis  a  fine  Equipage  I  am  like  to  be  reduc'd  to ; 
I  (hall  be  ere  long  as  grealie  as  an  uilfatia  Bully  j  this  a 
flopping  Hat,  pinn'd  up  on  one  fide,  with  a  fandy  wea- 
ther-beaten Perruque,  dirty  Linnen,  and  to  compleat  the 
Figure,  a  long  fcandabus  Iron  SwordjarringatmyHeelsj 
like  a 

Beau.  Snarling ,  thou  meaneft,  like  its  Mafier. 

Cour.  My  Companion's  the  worthy  Knight  of  themofl 
Noble  Order  of  the  Poll :  Your  Peripatetick  Philofophers 
of  the  Temple- walks,  Rogues  in  Rags,  and  yet  not  honeft : 
Villains  that  undervalue  Damnation,  ftill  forfwear  them- 
felves  for  a  Dinner,  and  hang  their  Fathers  for  half  a 
Cr©wn. 

Beau.  I  am  afham'd  to  hear  a  Soldier  talk  of  ftarving. 

Cour.  Why,  what  fhall  I  do  ?  I  cm't  fieal !  - 

Bern.  Though  thou  canll  not  fteal,  thou  hall:  other 
Vices  enough  for  any  Induftiious  young  Fellow  to  live 
comfortably  upon. 

Cour.  What,  wouldll  thou  have  me  turn  Rafcal,  and 
run  cheating  up  and  down  the  Town  for  a  livelihood  ? 
I  would  no  more  keep  a  Blockhead  company,  and  endure 
his  naufeous  Nonfenfe  in  hopes  to  get  him,  than  I  would 
be  a  Druge  to  an  old  Womaan,  with  rheumatick  Eyes, 
hollow  Teeth,  and  llinking  Breath,  for  a  Penfion :  Of  all 
Rogues  1  would  not  be  a  Foolmonger. 

■Bern.  How  well  this  Nicenefs  becomes  thee!  I'd  fain 
fee  thee  e'en  turn  Parfon  in  a  pet,  o'purpofe  to  rail  at  all 
thofe  Vices  which  I  know  thou  naturally  art  fond  of: 
Why  furely  an  old  Lady's  Penfion  need  not  be  fo  defpica- 
ble  in  the  Eyes  of  a  disbanded  Officer,  as  times^o,  Friend. 

Cour.  I  am  glad,  Bemgard,  you  think  fo. 

Beau.  Why  thou  fhalt  think  fo  too,  Man ;  be  rul'd  by 
nie,  and  I'll  bring  thee  into  good  Company,  Families, 
Ccurtine,  Families,  and  fuch  Families,  where  Formality's 
a  fcandai,  and  Pleafure  is  the  bus'nefs  j  where  the  Women 
are  all  Wanton,  and  the  Men  are  all  Witty,  you  Rogue, 

-Cour.  What  feme  of  your  Worfhip's  IVappm^  Acquain- 
taijce,  that  you  B:,ade  laiUJme  you  came  over  for  Recruits, 

to.d 
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ar.d  Spirited  away  your  Landlady's  Daughter,  a  Volunteer- 
ing  with  y<iVL  into  Trance. 

Beau.  I'll  bring  thee,  Courtim,  where  Cuckoldom's  in 
credit,  and  Lewdnefs  laudable,  where  thou  {halt  wallov^ 
in  Pleafures  and  Preferments,  revel  all  Day,  and  every 
Night  lie  in  the  Arms  of  melting  Beauty,  fwcet  as  Rofes, 
and  as  Springs  refrefbing. 

Cour.  Prithee  don't  talk  thus ;  I  had  rather  thou  would'ft 
tell  me  where  new  Levies  are  to  be  rais'd;  a  Pox  of 
Whores  when  a  Man  has  not  Mony  to  make  'em  Comfort- 

Beau.  That  fhall  fhower^ipen  us  in  abundance;  andfqr 
infrance,  kno.v  to  thy  everlafting  Amazement,  all  this 
dropt  out  of  the  Clouds  to  day. 

Cour.  Ha !  Gold  by  this  light !  — - 

Tour.  Out  of  the  Clouds! 

Bean.  Ay,  Gold !  does  rt  not  fmeli  of  the  fweet  Hand 
that  fent  it?  fmell fmell  you  Dog [To  Fourbin. 

[Fourbin  fmells  to  tke  handful  of  Gold,  and  gathers  uf 
fome  pieces  in  his  Mouth. 

Tour.  Truly,  Sir,  of  Heavenly  Swectnefsj  and  very  re- 
fr^fhing. 

Cour.  Dear,  Beaugard,  if  thou  haft  any  good  Nature  m 
thee  3  if  thou  would'ft  not  have  mc  hang  my  felf  before 
my  time,  tell  me  v/here  the  Devil  haunts  that  helpt  thee 
to  this,  that  I  may  go  make  a  Bargain  with  him  preient- 
ly:  Speak,  fpeak,  or  I  am  a  loft  Man. 

Beau.  Why  thou  muft  know  this  Devil  which  I  have 
given  my  Soul  to  already,  and  muft  I  fuppofe  have  my 
Body  very  fpeedily,  lives  I  know  not  where,  and  may  for 
ought  I  know  be  a  real  Devil ;  but  if  it  be,  'tis  the  beft 
nar-ur'd  Devil  under  Beelz.ebub'2,  Dominion,  thzt  I'll  fwear  to. 

Cour.  But  how  came  the  Gold,  then  ? 

Beau.  To  deal  freely  with  my  Friend,  I  am  lately  hap- 
pened into  the  Acquaintance  of  a  very  Reverend  Pimp, 
as  fine  a  difcreet,  fober,  grey-bearded  old  Gentleman  as 
one  would  wifh;  as  good  a  natur'd  publick-ipirited  Per- 
fon  as  the  Nation  holds;  one  that  is  never  To  happy  as 
when  he  is  bringing  good  People  together,  and  proma- 
tiQg  civil  Underilanding  betwixt  the  Sexe5 :  Nay,  rather 
Pa  than 
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than  want  Employment,  he  will  go  from  one  end  of  the 
Town  to  t'other,  to  procure  my  Lord's  little  Dog  to  be 
civil  to  my  Lady's  little  languiihing  Bitch. 
CoHY.  A  very  worthy  Member  of  the  Common- wealth ! 
Beau.  This  noble  Perfon  one  day— but  Tourbin  can 
give  you  a  more  particular  Account  of  the  matter.  Sweet 
Sir,  if  youpleafetell  us  the  Story  of  the  firft  Encounter  be- 
twixt you  and  Sir  Jolly  Jumble;  you  mull  know  that's 
his  Title. 

Tour.  Sir,  it  fhall  be  done Walking  one  Day  upon 

the  Viaz^za  about  three  of  the  Clock  i'  th'  Afternoon,  to 
get  me  a  Stomach  to  my  Dinner,  I  chanc'd  to  encounter 
a  Perfon  of  goodly  Prefence,  and  worthy  Appearance,  his 
Beard  and  Hair  white,  grave  and  comely,  his  Countenance 
ruddy,  plump,  fmooth  and  chearful;  who  perceiving  me 
alfo  equipt,  as  I  am,  with  a  Mein  and  Air  which  might 
well  inform  him  I  was  a  Perfon  of  no  inconfiderable  Quality, 
came  very  rcfpedfuily  up  to  me,  and  after  the  ufual  Ce- 
remonies betwen  Perfons  of  Parts  and  Breeding  had  paft, 

very  humbly  emjuired  of  me  what  it  was  a  Clock .. 

I  prefently  undqrflood  by  the  Queftion,  that  he  wasa  iVIan 
of  Parts  and  Bullinefs,  told  him,  I  did  prefume  it  was  at 
moft  but  nicely  Uirn'd  of  Three. 

Beau.  Very  Cciurt-like,  civil,  quaint,  and  nev/,  I  think. 

Tour.  The  freedom  of  Commerce  encrealing,  after  fome 
little  inconfiderable  Queftions  pur  pajfer  le  temps,  and  fo  j 
he  was  pleafed  to  offer  me  the  courtelie  of  a  Glafs  of 
Wine:  I  told  him  I  very  feldom  drank,  but  if  he  fo 
pleas'd,  I  would  do  my  felF  the  honour  to  prefent  him 
with  aDilh  of  Meat  at  an  Eating-Houfe  hard  by,  wliere  I 
had  an  Intereft. 

Cour.  Very  well:  I  think  this  Squire  of  thine,  £^^/^^4ri/, 
is  as  accomplilh'd  a  Perfon  as  any  of  the  Employment  I 
ever  faw. 

Beau.  Let  the  Rogue  go  on. 

Four,  In  fliort  we  agreed  and  went  together;  As 
foon  as  we  entered  the  Room,   I  am  your  moft  humble 

Servant,    Sir,    fays   he 1  am   the   meaneft  of  your 

Vaflals,    Sir,    faid   I 1  am  very  happy    in    lighting 

into  the    Acquaintance  of  fo  worthy  a  Gentleman  as . 
.     -  you 
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you  appear  to  be,  Sir,  faid  he  again -Worthy   Sir  foU 

I,  then  came  I  upon  him  again  on  t'other  nde  (for  you 
muft  know  by  that  time  I  had  groapd  out  his  Tule)  I 
kifs  your  Hands  from  the  bottom  of  my  Heart,  which  I 
fhall  be  always  readv  to  lay  at  your  Feet 

Cour   Well,  Toiirbrn,  and  what  reply'd  the  Knignt^then? 

Tour.  Nothing,  he  had  nothing  to  fay  ;  his  Seme  was 
tranfcorted  with  admiration  of  my  Parts  5  fo  we  fat  down, 
and  after  fome  paufe,  he  defired  to  know  by  what  Title 
he  was  to  diftinguiih  the  Perfon  that  had  fo  highly  honour- 

^  bI^h.  That  is  as  much  as  to  fay,  Sir,  whofe  Rafcal  you 

^%mr  Sir,  you  may  make  as  bold  with  your  poor  Slave 
as  you  pleafe— I  told  him  thofe  that  knew  me  well 
were  pleased  to  call  me  the  Chevalier  Yourbin,  that  I  was 
a  Cadet  of  that  ancient  Family  of  the  Tauromois^  and  that 
I  had  had  the  honour  of  ferving  the  great  Monarch  oiTrana 
in  his  Wars  in  lUnders,  where  I  contrafted  great  Falml^. 
arity,  and  Intimacy  with  a  gallant  Officer  of  the  B^gbjh 
.  Troops  in  that  Service,  one  Captam  Beaugard. 

Beau.  Oh,  Sir,  you  did  me  too  much  honour.     WHat 

a  tFue-bred  Rogue's  this ! ■ 

Conr.  Well,  but  the  Mony,  F(^Hr6m,  the  Mony. 

Tour.  Beaugard,  hum  Beangard,  fays  he! ^ay  it  muft 

be  fo a  black  Man,  is  he  not?— -ay,  fays  I,  blackiih-— 

adarkbrown--fullFac'd--yes--a  lly  fubtle  obiervmg 

Eye?. the  fame- — a  ftrong-built  well-made  Man---— - 

risht— -a  deviiii>.  Fellow  for  a  Wench,  a  devihih  FckovV 
for  a  Wench,  I  warrant  him;  a  thundring  Rogue  upon 
occafion,  Bemgfird\  a  thundring  fellow  for  a  Wench,  I 
muil  be  acquainted  with  him.  ^ 

Cc-ar.  But  to  the  Mony,  the  Mony,  Man,  that  s  the 
thine  I  would  be  acquainted  withal. 

Beau  This  civil  Gentleman  of  the  Chevalier  s  Acquaint- 
ance comes,  yefterday  Morning,  to  my  Lodging  and 
feeine  my  Picture  in  Minature  upon  the  Toylet,  told  me 
with  the  kreateftExtafie  in  the  World,  that  was  the  thing 
he  came  to  me  about:  He  told  me  there  was  a  Lady  oi 
bis  Acquaintance  had  fome  favourable  thoughts  of  me 
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^u^ul^^^'  ^^^^  ^^'  ^^'^  ^  Plummer,  fuch  a  B^?;?;!  R^^ 
^h-h-h.  So  without  more  ado  begs  me  to  lend  it  him 
till  Dinner  (for  we  concluded  to  eat  together  ^  fo  away 
if./^""^^^  with  as  great  joy  as  if  he  had  found  the 
Philofopher's  Stone. 
Cotir.  Very  well. 

Bern.  Ax  Locket's  WQ  met  again:  where  after  a  thou- 
^l^^  Grimaces,  to  fhcw  how  much  he  was  pleas'd/  in- 
itead  of  my  Picture,  prefents  me  with  the  Contents  a- 
torei^idi  and  told  me  the  Lady  defir'd  me  to  accept  of 
em  for  the  Pifture,  which  fhe  was  much  tranfportsd 
withal,  as  well  as  with  the  Original. 

O^r.  Hah! 

Beau,  Now,  whereabouts  this  taking  Quality  lies  in 
me  the  Devil  take  me  Ned  if  I  know:  But  the  Fates, 
Ised,  the  Fates! 

Cour  A  Curfaon  the  Fates.'  Of  all  Strumpets  Fortune's 
tlie  balefti  twas  Fortune  made  me  a  Soldier,  a  Ro^ue  in 
Kci^,  the  Grievance  of  the  Nation  j  Fortuae  made  the 
^eace  juft  when  we  were  upon  the  brink  of  a  War^  then 
Fortune  disbanded  us,  and  loft  us  two  Months  Pay:  For- 
tune gave  us  Debentures  inftead  of  ready  Mony,  and  by 
very  good  Fortune  I  fold  mine,  and  lofl  heartily  by  it  in 
hopes  the  grinding  ill-naturM  Dog  that  bought  it  will 

never  get  a  Shilling  for 't. 

W.  Leave  off  thy  railing  for  fhame,  it  looks  like  a 
Cur  that  barks  for  want  of  Bones.    Come,  Times  may 

mend,  and  an  honeft  Soldier  be  in  Fafhion  again 

Cour.  Thefe  greafie,  fat,  unweildy  wheezing  Rogues 
that  live  at  home,  and  brood  ov^r  their  Bags!  when  a 
ht  of  Fears  upon  'em,  then  if  one  of  us  pafs  but  by,  2X\ 
the  Familyis  ready  at  the  Door  to  cry,  Heav'ns  blefs  yoa, 
bir,  tiie  Laird  go  along  with  you. 

Bern.  Ah  good  Men,  what  pity  'tis  fuch  proper  Gen- 
tlemenfh.ould  ever  be  out  of  Employment 

O;/.  But  when  the  Bus'nefs  k  over,  then  every  Parifh 
Bawd  tha-  goes  but  to  a  Conventicle  twice  a  Week,  and 
pays  but  Scot  and  Lot  to  the  Parifli,  m\  roar  out,  Fough, 

Juf/'^c!|-     v'"''  ''^'■^'^^''  ^^"^  >'^  Caterpillars  yeL 
.uft.  o.  the  ^atlOIl,  you  are  the  Dogs  that  would  enlla^.e 
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MS  all,  plander  our  Shops,  and  ravilh  our  Daughters,  ye 

Scoundrels.  .^ .  »     ^    i.         „i--^;j 

Beau,  I  muft  confefs  ravifhmg  ought  to  be  regulated,  . 
it  would  deftroy  Commerce,  and  many  a  good  fober 
Matron  about  this  Town  might  lofe  the  fellmg  of  nei 
Daughter's  Maiden-head,  which  were  a  great  Grievance 
to  the  People,  and  a  particular  Branch  of  Property  .oft. 
Jour  bin. 

lour.  Your  Worlhip's  Pleafure. 

Beau.  Run  Uke  a  Rogue  as  you  are,  and  try  to  find  Sir 
Jolli  and  defire  him  to  meet  me  at  the  Blue  Fop  m  Ae 
HaV'Market  about  Twelve 5  we'll  Dine  together:  I  mtid 
inquire  farther  into  Yefterday's  Adventure  j  m  the  "lean 
time,  Ned,  here's  half  the  Prize  to  be  doing  withalj  old 
Friends  muft  preferve  Correfpondencej  we  have  ihar-d 
good  Fortune  together,  and  bad  Ihall  never  part  us. 

Cour  Well,  thou  wilt  certainly  die  in  a  Ditch  for  thts; 
haft  thou  no  more  Grace  than  to  be  a  true  Friend,  nay 
to  part  with  thy  Mony  to  thy  Friend?  I  grant  you/ a 
Gentleman  may  fwear  and  lie  for  his  Friend  pimp  tor 
his  Friend,  hang  for  his  Friend,  and  fo  forth  j  but  to  part 
with  ready  Mony  is  the  Devil. 

Beau.  Stand  ailde,  either  I  am  miftaken,  or  yonder  s 
Sir  folly  com.ing:  Now  Cotirtine,  will  1  fhew  thee  tiie 
Flower  of  Knighthood.  Ah,  Sir  Jolly  I 
Enier  Sir  Jolly. 
Sir  Jol.  My  Herol  my  Darling!  my  Ganimedel  how 
deft  thou?  Strong!  wanton!  lufty!  rampant!  hah,  ah,  ah! 
She's  thine  Boy,  odd  {he's  thine,  plump,  foft,  fmooth, 
wanton!  hah,  ah,  ah!  Ah  Rogue,  ah  Rogue!  here's 
Shoulders,  here's  Shape!  there's  a  Foot  and  Leg,  here 3  a 

Leg,  here's  a  Leg Qua-a-a-a-a. 

[Sqtieah  like  a  Cat,  and  ticklss  Beaugard  s  L'p\ 
Cour.  What  an  old  Goat's  this !  ,  ^  .      ,    r- 

Sir  Jol.  Child,  Child,  Child,  who's  that  ?  A  Friend  of 
thine?  a  Friend  o' thine?  A  pretty  Fellow,  odd  a  very 
pretty  Fellow,  and  a  ftrong  Dog  Til  warrant  him.  Hotvv 
doft  do,  dear  Heart?  prithee  let  me  kiis  thee,  I'll  fwear 
and  vow  I  will  kifs  theej  ha,  ha,  he,  he,  he,  he,  a  Toad,  a 

.    Toad,  oh  Toa-a-a-ad 

'  p  ^  Cour, 
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aur.  Sir  I  am  your  humWe  Servant 

T  ,/""'  ^V^^  ^^^y'  ^■'  y'^y-  '^^  Lady,  how  does  the 
Lady,  what  fays  the  Lady,  Sir V^ffy?      '  "* 

Sir  y./.  What  fays  the  Lady!   why  fl-e  fi„  (1,. 

%s  -  odd  (he  has  a  delicatelip.  fuc^h  a  Li7f;"T:7  fo 
tard  fo  plump,  fo  blub,  I  fancy^I  am  eating  Che  rVe's  e 
very  t,me  I  th.nk  on't  -and  /or  her  Neck  and  Breafe 
Kt  "^^t^Il^  -  --■  --Word  '^^l: 
Irnmrr  ^  '™  ^"c""^  ^°V^^'  ^'fh  all  my  Heart;  do  you 
blTdtyZo'ffa.tnT:iZ!"  ^"^  ^"^  ^^^  -^ 

■  1.  ^f/'^'  f '^^J'  ^"^^^  ^"^^'  ^^^e  a  carej  as  I  I,Ve  and 
breath  not  ,  alack  and  well-a-day,  I  am  poor  old  Fel- 
low,  decay  d  and  done:  All's  gone  with  me  Gendemen 
fcut  my  good  Nature,  odd  I  Le  to  know  how  S 
go  tho  now  and  then,  to  fee  a  pretty  Wench  and  a 
young  Fellow  touze  and  rouze  and  froJze  and  mouze: 
cJr^W  ^"""^f  ^'"r  ^'^'^y^  ^^'^  dearly  J!.  ' 
inatithlL "  "  ^'^  "'^  extraordinary  Ro/ue,  I  ever 

^.^/^.  But  Sir  JoUy,  in  the  firft  place,  you  muft  know 
i  have  fworn  never  to  marry.  * 

Sir  7^?/.  I  would  not  have  thee,  Man      I  am  -?  T\.,.\.^ 
lor  my  felf,  and  been  a  Whore-Mafter  all  m^  Life    be 
iides  fhe's  marry'd  already  Man,   her  Husbandt   n' old' 
greafie    untoward,  ill-natur'd,  flovenly,  Tobacco-taW 
Cuckoldj  but  plaguy  Jealous.  S 

£^^«.  Already  a  Cuckold,  Sir  JoUv 

Sirjol.  No,  tliat  fhall  be;  my  Bov   thnn  (U.\*.       i 
Wm  one,  and  I'll  pimp  for  thee  LarVar"-  and  fcnU 

^^fr;^/^nrti'lrthffi;:  f^^e  a"^{^-"L 

thee  m  my  own  Houfe;  doft  hear  old  Soul   in  mvf  wn 
Houfe;  (he  lives  the  very  ne.xt  Door  Man   ther?7l  T 
Wall  to  part  her  ChamLr  and  th'ef  "id  then  t  a' 

£em.  But  when,  Sir  :f<,Uj,;  I  am  in  haile,  impatient. 

Sir 
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Sir  Jol  Why  this  very  Night,  Man  5  poor  Rogue's  in 
Kafte,  poor  Rogue  i  but  hear  you 

Cour.  The  Matter  ? 

Sir  Jol.  Shan't  we  dine  together? 

Beau.  With  all  my  Heart. 

Sir  Jol  The  Maw  begins  to  empty,  get  you  before 
and  befpeak  Dinner  at  the  Blue-Fop;  while  1  flay  behind 
and  gather  up  a  Difh  of  Whores  for  a  Defert. 

Cour.  Be  fure  that  they  be  lewd,  drunken,  Gripping 
Whores,  Sir  Jolly,  that  won't  be  affeaedly  fqueamim  and 
troublcfome. 

Sir  Jol.  I  warrant  you. 

Cour.  I  love  a  well-difciplin'd  Whore,  that  fncws  all 
the  Tricks  of  her  Profeffion  with  a  Wink,  like  an  old  Sol- 
dier that  underflands  all  his  Exercife  by  beat  of  Drum. 

Sir  Jol.  Ah  Thief,  fay 'ft  thou  fo!  I  muft  be  better  ac- 
quainted with  that  Fellow 5    he  has  a  notable  Nofe  5  ^a 

hard  brawny  Carle true  and  trufty,  and  Mettle  I'll 

warrant  him. 

Beau.  Well,  Sir  Jolly,  you'll  not  fail  us  ? 

Sir  Jol.  Fail  ye!  am  I  a  Knight.?  hark  ye  Boys:  111 
mufter  this  Evening  fuch  a  Regiment  of  rampant,  roar- 
ing, royfterous  Whores,  that  fhall  make  more  Noife  than 
if  all  the  Cats  in  the  Hay-Market  were  in  Conjundlion : 
Whores  ye  Rogues,  that  fhall  fwear  with  you,  drink  with 
you,  talk  Bawdy  with  you,  fight  with  you,  fcratch  with 
you,  lye  with  you,  and  go  to  the  Devil  with  you.  Shan't 
we  be  very  m.erry,  hah! 

Cour.  As  merry  as  Wine,  Women  and  Wickednefs  can 
make  us. 

Sir  Jol.  Odd  that's  well  faid  again,  very  well  faid  3  as 
merry  as  Wine,  Women  and  Wickednefs  can  make  us:  I 
love  a  Fellow  that  is  very  wicked  dearly  ^  methinks  there's 
a  Spirit  in  him,  there's  a  fort  of  a  tantara  rara,  tantara 
rara,  ah,  ah-h-h  j  well,  and  won't  ye,  when  the  Women 
come,  won't  ye,  and  H-.all  I  not  fee  a  little  Sport  amongft 
you?  w^e'll  get  ye  gonej  ah  Rogues,  ah  Rogues,  da.  da, 

J11  be  with  you,  da,  da. [Exeunt  Beaug.  and  Court. 

Enter  federal  VVhores,  and  three  Bullies. 
I  Bui.  In  the  Name  of  Satan,  what  Whores  arc  thofe 

in  their  Copper  trim,  yonder? 

-        -     *^^    -  P  ^  I  more* 
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1  whore.  Well  ril  fwear,  Madam,  'tis  the  fineft  Everi^ 
ing:  I  love  the  Mall  mightily. 

2  Bui.  Let's  huzza  the  Bulkers. 

^  Whore.  Really,  and  fo  do  Ij  becaufe  there's  always 
good  Company,  and  one  meets  with  fuch  Civilities 
irom  every  Body. 

5  Bui.  Damn'd  Whores,  hout  ye  Filthies. 

j  inhere.  Ay,  and  then  I  love  cxtreamly  to  fhew  iry 
kJf  here,  wh^n  I  am  very  fine,  to  vex  thofe  poor  Devils 
that  call  themfelves  Virtues,  and  are  very  fcandalous  and 
crapifh,  ril  fv^rearj  O  crimine,  who's  yonder!  Sir  %//y 
Jumble,  I  vow.  "^    ^ 

I  Bui  Fogh !  let's  leave  the  naily  Sows  to  Fools,  and 
Difeafes, 

1  Whore.  Oh  Papa,  Papa!  where  have  you  been  thefs 
two  Days,  Papa? 

2  more.  You  are  a  precious  Father  indeed,  to  take  no 
more  care  of  your  Children:  We  might  be  dead  for  all 
you,  you  naughty  Dady,  you. 

Sir  Jol.  Dead,  my  poor  Fubfcs!  odd  I  had  rather  all  the 
Relations  I  have  were  dead,  a  dad.  I  had :  Get  you  gone 
you. little  Devils  Bubbles  ^  oh  Law  there's  Bubbles!  odd 
1 11  bite  'em,  odd  I  will. 

I  Whore.  Nay,  fie,  Papaj  I  fwear  you'll  make  me  an- 
gry, except  you  carry  us,  and  treat  us  to  Night  j  you  havs 
promis'd  me  a  Treat  t]^\%  Week,  won't  you  Papa? 

%  Whore.  Ay,  won't  you,  Dad? 

Sir  7^/,  Oddsfo,  odds  fo,  well  remember'd!  get  you 
gone,  don't  flay  talking  j  get  you  gone,  yonder's  a  great 
Lord,  the  Lord  Beaugard,  and  his  Coufiin  the  Baron,  tha 
Count,  the  Marquifs,  the  Lord  knov/s  what,  Monfieur 
Courtine  newly  come  to  Town,  odds  fo, 

3  Whore.  Oh  Law,  where  Dady,  where  ?  Oh  dear,  3 
Lord. 

I  Whore.  Well  you.  are-  the  pureft  Papaj  but  v/hen  bg 
cey  mun,  Papa 

Slvjol  I  won't  tell  you,  you  Gipfies,  fo  I  won't- 

except  you  tickle  me 'sbud  they  are  brave  Fellows,  a'l 

tall  and  not  a  Bit  fmallj  odd  one  of  em  h^iS  a  deviliili 
fleaJ  of  Mony, 

i  Whor9* 
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1  Hloore.  Oh  dear,  but  which  is  he.  Papa  ? 

2  liljore.  Shan't  I  be  in  love  with  him,  Dady? 
S\iJolWhatnoBodyttcklemel  no  Body  tickle  m?  not 

yet,  tickle  me  a  little  MaUy tickle  me  a  little  Jem^--"- 

L,  He  he  be  he  he  he-~  [r^!/  ^'^^^^  ^'^'^• 

No  more,  oh  dear,  oh  dear!  poor  Rogues,  fo  lo,  no  more, 
nay,  if  you  do,  if  you  d,o,  odd  TU  Fll  I'll — 
2  H'hon,  What  will  you  do  trow? 
Sir  Jol.  Come  along  with  me,  come  along  with  me, 
fheak  after  me  at  a  diflance,  that  no  Body  take  notice  5. 
fwinging  Fellows  M-3//7-— fwinging  Fellows  >2-^;a  a  de- 
viliih  deal  of  Mony:  get  you  afore  then  you  lirc.e  Dip- 
pappers,  ye  Wafps,  ye  Wagtails,  get  you  gone  3  I  %i wing- 
ing Fellows—  \_^^^mt  Sir  Jolly,  v^ith  the  mons, 
Inter  Lady  Dunce  fir,'d  Sylvia. 
UDuncB.  Die  a  Maid,  Syk/^:  fie  for  iliame!  what  a^' 
fcandalous  Refolution's  that  ?    five  thoufand  Pounds  to 
your  Portion,  and  leave  it  all  to  Hofpitals,  forthe  inno- 
cent Recreation  hereafter  of  leading  Apes  m  Heli  ?  he  xor 
fhame!  . 

Sylv.  Indeed  fuch  another  charming  Animal  as  you.~ 
Gonfbrt,  Sir  David,  might  do  much  with  me;  tis  an  un- 
fpeakable  Bleffing  to  lie  all  Night  by  a  Hone-load  ot  Di^- 
feafesi  a  beaftly,  unfavory,  old,  groanmg,  grunting,  whca- 
zing  Wretch,  that  fmells  of  the  Grave  he  is  gomg  to  ai-  • 
ready.  From  fuch  a  Curfe,  and  Hair- cloth  next  my 
Skin,  good  Heav'n  deliver  me!  •,   „  ,  • 

L.  Bmce.lihoM  miftakeft  the  Ufe  of  a  Husband,  Sylvt^. 
They  are  not  meant  for  Bedfellows;  heretofore  indeed 
'twas  a  fulfom  Fafiiion,  to  lie  o'  Nights  with  a  Husband^ 
but  the  World's  improv'd,  and  Cuftom's  altered.  ^ 

Sylv.  Pray  inftrua  me  then  what  the  Ufe  of  aHusband  is,  -, 
L  Bume.  Inflead  of  a  Gentleman-Ulher  for  Ceremo- 
nies fake  to  be  in  waiting  on  fet  Days,  and  parti4:ular  Oc^  - 
cafionsj  but  the  Friend,  Coufm,  is  the  Jewel  unvaluable. 

Sylv  But,  Sir  Tydvtd,  Madam,  will  be  difilcult  to  be  fo 
govern'd ;  I  am  milkken  if  his  Nature  is  not  t©o  jealous 
to  be  blinded.  •    1        r  ^%, 

L.  Bimc?,  So  much  the  better;  of  all,  the- jealous^Fool- 
is  eafieft  tQ  be  deceived  v  For  obfcrve,  wh«re^  thei^es 
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Jealoufie  there's  always  Fondnefs;  which  if  a  Woman   as 
Fear?£/l''.°r  "'"  T^^  *^  "^htufe  of.theHu^W 

is  f^  fo  veJyTn'j  ofM^"^"^  '"*  ^  '^°""g  ^°<^'"^' 

maS  h^m  r      ^r^™  "'^  '^°™  "^  Enjoyment,  which 
make  h,m  fo  loathfome  no  Woman  but  muft  hate  him. 
Syh.  His  private  Divertifements  I  am  a  Stranger  to 
L.  mnce.  Then  for  his  Perfon 'tis  incomparably  od^ois  • 
cure  thfr/  Yf"^  °k'  ^''■^  °'  f"™  ^"^  »o"gh  to 
S  Oh  hrJe'ousr"'"'    '■'  ^^°*  '''-  ^Z^/-'''''- 
L.  Da»«    Every  thing  that's  nafty  he  affefls  dean  Lin 
nen  he  lays  is  unwholfome;  and  to'make  hitn  mo"  cbr- 
>bfcco       ~""""^"^  ^"'"S  °f  Garlick  and  chewing 

inotyT  ^°^'"  "^'^ ''  ^°'''  '^  '■'  "•^  "^"■mg  of  Matri. 

^t\  h^^'A  "^f^""*,  '"""'"•f '"°"^%3gainilLove.  Syl^^U, 
vJ  ''^^'^'^^'t  freely,  and  acknowlldged  to  thee  the 
Paffion  I  have  for  Beaug»rd;  fo  methiSks,  5yW  need 
not  concea  her  good  Thoughts  of  her  Friend.  Vnot  I 
know  Courtme  fticks  in  your  Stomach  > 
Sylv.  If  lie  does,  V\\  affure  you  he  (hall  never  eet  to 

fo^h^'w-    '^"^  "°>'°"  ''"^  '^^  Conference  to  live  ^ 

no  her  Man  now  you  are  married?  What  do  you  thhik 

.  ivill  become  of  you  ?  '      """' 

vhZ'^'"'v'-^''\  *^«.,¥^«.  Iwasnever  married  to  that 

me^fiv  ^  ?^'  "  '?^'""S  °^'  ™7  Parents  indeed  made 
me  fay  fomethmg  to  him  after  a  Prieft  once  but  mv 
Heart  went  not  Jong  with  my  Tongue,  I  Snded  S 
what  It  was:  for  my  Thoughts,  Sylu,  forThefe  feven 
Years  have  been  much  betterlmplo/d_l/e<iW'  AK 
^    Sjfv.  Wl^  io,  I  befcech/ou? 
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L.  Dmce.  Had  he  flay'd  here,  I  had  not  been  facrifi. 
ced  to  the  Arms  of  this  Monument  of  Man,  ^  for  the  Bed 
of  Death  could  not  be  more  cold,  than  his  has  been; 
he  would  hav-c  delivered  me  from  the  Monfter,  for  even 
then  I  loved  him,  and  was  apt  to  think  my  Kindnefs  not 
neglefted. 

Sylv.  I  find  indeed  yourLadyfiiip  had  good  Thoughts  of 

L.  Bunce.  Surely  'tis  impoflible  to  think  too  well  of 
him,  for  he  has  Wit  enough  to  call  his  Good-nature  in 
quefiion,  and  yet  Good-nature  enough  to  make  his  Wit 
fufpeded. 

Sylv.  But  how  do  you  hope  ever  to  get  fight  of  him? 
Sir  David's  Watchfulnefs  is  invincible.  I  dare  fwear  he 
wou'd  fmell  out  a  Rival  if  he  were  in  the  Houfe,  only 
by  natural  Inftin£t,  as  fome  that  always  fweat  when  a 
Cat's  in  the  Room.  Then  again,  Beaugard's  a  Soldier, 
and  that's  a  thing  the  old  Gentleman,  you  know,  loves 
dearly. 

L.  Dunce.  There  lies  the  greatefl  Comfort  of  my  unealTe 
Life'j  he  is  one  of  thofe  Fools  forfooth,  that  are  led  by 
the  Nofe  by  Knaves  to  rail  againft  the  King  and  the  Govern- 
ment, and  is  mightily  fond  of  being  thought  of  a  Party. 
I  have  had  hopes  this  twelve-month  to  have  heard  of  his 
being  in  the  Gate-Houfe  for  Treafon. 

Sylv.  But  I  find  only  your  felf  the  Prifoner  all  this  while.. 
L.  Dmci.  At  prefent  indeed  I  am  fo ;  but  Fortune  1 
hope  will  fmile,  wouldft  thou  but  be  my  Friend,  Sylvia. 
Silv.  In-  any  mifchievous  defign  with  all  my  Heart. 
L.  Dnnce.  The  Conclufion,  Madam,  may  turn  to  your 
SatisVa6lion  5  but  you  have  no  thoughts  ofCeurtimr 
Sylv.  Not  I,  I'll  alTure  you,  Coulin. 
L.  Dunce.  You  don't  think  him  well  fhap'd,  ftraight 
and  proportionable  ? 

Sylv.  Confidering  he  eats  but  once  a  Week,  the  Man 

is  well  enough.  ,  •    ^i      ,  , 

L.  Duiice.  And  then  he  wears  his  Cloaths,  you  know 
•     filthily,  and  like  a  horrid  Sloven. 

Slyv.  Filthily  enough  of  all  Confcience,  with  a  thread- 
bare Red- Coat,  which  his  Taylor  duns  him  for  to  this 
-  day. 
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day,  over  which  a  great  broad  grcafie  Buff  Belt,  enough 
to  turn  any  ones  Stomach  but  a  disbanded  Soldier;  a  Per-^ 
ruque  ty  d  upm  a  knot,  toexcufe  its  want  of  Combing; 
and  then  bccaufe  he  has  been  a  Man  at  Arms,  he  muft 
wear  two  Tuffles  of  a  Beard  forfooth,  to  lodge  a  Dung^ 
hil  of  Snuff  upon,  to  keep  his  Nofe  in  good  humour 
"L.ptme   Nay,  now  I  am  furc  that  thou  loveft  him, 
Sylv,  So  far  from  it,  that  I  proteft  eternally  againft  the- 
whole  Sex.  ^    ^ 

L.  T>mcs.  That  time  will  bell  demonftrate,  ia  the  mean* 
while  to  our  buiinefs. 
Sylv.  As  how.  Madam? 

L.  mnce.  To  Night  muft  I  fee  Bemgard,  they  are  this 
minute  at  Dinner  in  the  Hay-market;  now  to  make  my 
evil  Genius,  that  haunts  m.e  every  where,  my  thing  call'd 
a  Husband,  himfelf  to  affill  his  poor  Wife  at  a  deadlift, 
1  think  would  not  be  unpleafant. 
Sylv.  But 'twill  be  impoffible. 

L  Dunce.  I  am  apt  to  be  perfwaded  rather  very  eafie  i . 
you  know  our  good  and  friendly  Neighbour,  Sir  foUv 

Sylv.  Out  on  him  Beaft,  he's  always  talking  filthily  to, 
a  body;  if  he  fits  but  at  the  Table  with  one,  he'll  be  mak- 
mg  nafty  Figures  in  the  Napkins, 

L.  Dunce.  He  and  my  fweet  Yoke-fellow  are  the  mod 
intimate  Friends  in  the  World,  fo  that  partly  outof  neigh= 
hourly  Kindnefs,  as  well  as  the  great  delight  he  takes  to 
be  medhng  in  matters  of  this  nature,  with  a  great  deal 
of  Pains  and  Induftry  he  has  procured  meBeaugard's  Pia» 
ure,  and  given  him  to  underftandhow  well  a  Friend  of  his 
m  Petticoats,  call'd  my  felf,  wifhes  him, 

Sylv  But  what's  all  this  to  the  making  theHushand  inftru^- 
mental,  for  I  muft  confefs  of  all  Creatures  a  Husband's 
the  thing  that  s^  odious  to  ms. 

L.  Dunce.  That  muft  be  done  this  Night:   I'll  in/iantly 
to  my  Chamber,  take  my  Bed  in  a  pet,   and  fend  for  Sir 
-^avta. 

Sylv.  But  which  way  then  muff  the  Lover  come? 

.J^PiA''"''^^r^'  ril  betray  P.^/.^W  to  him,  Ihew  him 

the  Pidure  he  fent  me,  and  beg  of  him  as  he  tenders  his 

^wn  Honour,    and  my  Quiet,    to  take  fome  courle  ta. 

,  '         fecure 


"the  Soldiers  Fortune*     3^27 

fecure  me  from  tke  {bandalous  Sollicitations  of  that  inno- 

^^%lv   S*  fo  make  him  the  Property,  the  Go-betweca, 
to  bring  the  Afeir  to  an  ilTue  the  more  decently. 

L.  Bmce.  Right,  Sylvia,  'tis  the  beft  Ofece  a  Husband 
can  do  a  Wife;  I  mean  an  old  Husband  3  blefi  us  to  be 
yok^d  in  Wedlock  with  a  paralitick  coughing  decrepid 
Dotrel,  to  be  a  dry  Nurfe  all  ones  life-time  to  an  old  Child 
of  fixty  five,  to  lie  by  the  Image  of  Death  a  whole  Night 
a  dull  Immoveable,  that  has  no  fenfe  of  Lite,  but  through 
its  pains ;  thePidgeon's  as  happy  that's  laid  to  a  fick  iMan  s 
Feet,  when  the  World  has  given  him  overj  for  my  part 
this  {hall  henceforth  be  my  Prayer, 

Curft  be  the  Memory,  nay  double  curfi, 
Of  her  thM  wedded  Age  for  Inter efl  firfi ; 
-Ihough  worn  with  Tears,  with  fruitlefs  WifhesfuU, 
'Tts  all  Day  troublefome,  and  all  Night  dull. 
Who  wed  with  Fools  indeed  lead  happy  Lives, 
Tools  are  the  fittefl  finefl  things  for  iVtves; 
ret  old  Men  Frofit  bring,  as  Tools  bring  -Eafe, 
Jnd  both  m,^ke  loath  and  Wit  much  better  pleafe. 

[Exeunt 


A  C  T    II.      SCENE!. 

-Enter  Sir  Jolly,  Beaugard,   Courtine,  a?7d  Fourbin.- 

Cour.C  I R  J'^^)  ^^  ^^^  ^W  ^^  ^^^  ^^'  r 

O     Sir  >/.  Nay,  now  Sir,  you  honour  me  too  tar. 

Beau.  He's  the  Delight  of  the  young,  and  Wonder  ot 

the  old.  .  , ,   - 

Sir  JoL  I  fwear  Gentlemen  you  make  me  blufii. 
Cour.  He  deferves  a  Statue  in  Gold,   at  the  charge  cf 

tlie  Kinedom. 

Sir  fol.  Outupon't,  fie  for  ihame:   I  protefll  il  leave 

vour  Company  if  youtalkfo;  but  faiththey  were  Whores, 

daintily  dutiful  Strumpets,  hal  udds-bud,  theyd-^-bave 

ilript  for  t'other  Bottle. 
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BeaHr.  Truly,  Sir  Jolly,  you  are  a  Man  of  very  extra- 
ordinary Difcipline,  I  never  faw  Whores  under  better 
command  in  my  life. 

Sir  Jel  V\[\  tWs  nothing  Man,  nothing;  I  can  fend 
for  forty  better  when  I  pleafe.  Doxies  that  will  skip,  ftrip 
leap,  tnp,  and  do  any  thing  in  the  World,  any  thine  old 
Soul.  '         ° 

Cour.  Dear,  dear  Sir  JoUy,  where  and  when? 
Sir  fd.  Odd  as  iimple  as  I  ftand  here,  her  Father  was 
•a  Knight. 

Bmu.  Indeed  Sir  Jolly,  a  Knight  fay  you  ? 
S\Tjol  Ay,  but  a  little  decay 'd  3  111  alTure  you  flie's  a 
very  good  Gentlewoman  born. 
Cour.  Ay,  and  a  very  good  Gentlewoman  bred  to© 
Sir  Jol.  Ay,  and  fo  fhe  is. 

BenH  But  Sir  Jolly,  how  goes  my  bufmefs  forward, 
when  fhall  I  have  a  view  of  the  Quarry  I  am  to  fly  at? 

Sir  Jol,  Alas-a-day,  not  fo  hafly,  fofc  and  fair  I  befeech 
you.  Ah  my  little  Son  of  Thunder,  if  thou  hadft  her  in 
thy  Arms  now  between  a  pair  of  Sheets,  and  I  under  the 
Bed  to  fee  fair  play.  Boy,  Gemini!  what  wouM  become 
pf  me?  What  wou'd  become  of  me?  there  wou'd  be  do- 
ings, oh  Lawd,  I  under  the  Bed ! 

Beau.  Or  behind  the  Hangings,  Sir  Jolly,  would  not 
that  do  as  well? 

%\tJoI.  Oh  no,  under  the  Bed  againll  the  World,  and 
then  it  wou'd  be  very  dark,  hah! 
Bmu.  Dark  to  chufe! 

Six  Jol.  No,  but  a  little  Light  would  do  weU,  afmall 
glimmering  Lamp,  juft  enough  for  me  to  ileal  a  peep  by ; 
oh  lamentable!  oh  lamentable,  I  won't  fpeaka  Word  m^ore  • 
there  would  be  a  trick !  oh  rare !  you  Friend,  oh  rare '  odds  fo' 
not  a  word  more,  oddsfo,  yonder  comes  the  Monfter  that 
ipuft  be,  the  Cuckold  Elcft^  ftep,  ftep  afide,  and  obferve  him  i 
it  1  fhou  d  be  feen  in  your  Company,  'twou'd  fpoil  all. 

Beau.  For  my  part  I'll  ftand  the  meeting  of  him  3  one 

way  to  promote  a  good  Underflanding  with  a  Wifb,  is 

tmx  to  get  acquainted  with  her  Husband. 

Bnter  Sir  David.. 

Sir  mv.  Well,  ©f  all  Bleffings  a  difcrect  Wife  is  the 

greatefl  that  can  light  upon  a  Man  of  Years:  Had  I  beea 


mar- 
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married  to  any  thing  but  an  Angel  now,  what  a  Bead: 
had  I  been  by 'this  timej  well,  I  am  the happicfl old  t oo. ! 
'tis  an  horrid  A^e  that  we  live  in,  fo  that  an  honed  Man 
can  keep  nothing  to  himfelfi  if  you  have  a  good  Efiate 
e/ery  covetous  Rogue  is  longing  for't  (truly  Hove  a  good 
Eftatedearlv  my  felt;)  if  you  haveahandiome  Wife,  every 
fraooth-fac'd  Coxcomb  will  be  combing  and  cocking  at 
heri  flelli- flies  are  not  fo  troublefome  to  the  Shambles, 
as  ihofe  fort  of  InfecTis  are  to  the  Boxes  inthePlay-houfe : 
But  Virtue  is  a  great  B'.elTing,  an  uavaluable  Treaiure;  to 
tell  me  her  felf  that  a  Villian  had  tempted  her,  and  give 
me  the  very  Pidure,  the  Inchantment  that  he  fent  to  be- 
witch her,  it  ftrikes  me  dumb  with  admiration  ^  here  s 
the  Villain  in  Etfigie.  {?dU  oat  the  Tidure-]  Odd  a  very  hand- 
fome  Feliov/,  a  dangerous  Rogue  I'll  warrant  him^iucti 

Fellows  as  thefe  now  Ihould  be  fetter'd  like  unruly  Colts, 
that  they  may  not  leap  into  other  Mens  Paftures^  here  s  a 
Nofe  now,  1  cou'd  find  in  my  Heart  to  cut  it  offj  damn  d 

Do2   to  dare  to  prefume  to  make  a  Cuckold  ot  a  K^nigtit. 

Blefs  us  what  will  this  V/orld  come  to!   well  poor  Sir 

m-v'td,  down,  down  upon  thy  Knees,  and  thank  tne  Stars 

for  thy  deliverance. 
B^aH  ^Sdeath  what's  that  I  fee?  Sure  'tis  the  very  Pia- 

ure  which  1  fent  by  Sir  foUy,   if  fo,  by  this  light  I  am 

damnably  Jiked. 

Sir  B!i.v,  But  now  if 

Bern.  Surely  he  does  not  fee  us  yet. 

Tour.  See  you,  Sir,  why  he  has  but  one  Eye,   and  we 

are  on  his  blind  fide  j  111  dumb  found  him. 

\_Strikes  hm  on  the  Shoulaer, 
Sir  Dav.  Who  the  Devil's  this?   Sir,   Sir,  Sir,  who  are 

Bern,  Ay,  ay,  'tis  the  famej  now  a  pox  of  all  Amo- 
rous Adventures  j  'sdeath  ril  go  beat  the  impertment  Pimp 
that  drew  mc  into  this  foohng. 

Sir  D;i.  Sir,  methinks  you  are  very  curious. 

Bean   Sir,  perhaps  I  have  an  extraordinary  Reafon  to 

be  fo. 

Sir  Da.  And  perhaps,  Sir,  I  care  not  for  you,  nor  your 

Reafon  neither.  ^^^ 
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to  %l  %^]Z  '"  ''  '"'^"'  '  wouIdbegtheHoncr 

It^T  '^'^}^^^^^'  Sir?  What's  your  bufinefs  with  me? 
i^fvTr  .'^''^'^  "^u."^^  ^'"Sly  be  troublefome,  though  it 
may  be  I  am  fc.  ct  this  time.  ^ 

Sir  D^x;.  It  may  be  fo  too,  Sir. 

5^/»«.  But  to  be  known  to  fo  worthy  a  Pcrfon  as  van 
pwrr'.f /T  ^"  ^r  ^"  '^"°"^'  ^^  e^xtraor^nary    h^ap- 

r^^l^''R;^^Q'''°'^  Rogue,  who  the  Devil  h  this  Fellow? 

iinels.  Sir,  that  I  may  go  about  my  bufinefs. 
^i.a'T'-  c'  ^^I  ^'g^t  with  good  manners,  I  fhould  be 
glad  to  mform  my  felf,  whofe  Pidhire  that  i  ,  whhrh  you 
have  m  your  Handj  methinks  it  is  very  fine  Painting/ 
SirD^^.  Pifture,  Friend,  Pidure!    Sir^  'tis  a  Rlfem- 

^1^ 5^?'^;"^?"^""'^"^^^^'  '^^y  call  him  Captain 
f^^'^'^fforfooth   but  he  is  in  fhort  a  Rakeheli,  a  poar 

Fdend?--?!'^^  '^''^'''^'^  ^'^^'    ^^  y°"  know  him 

trufh^'o;'.^-'^"^-^  ^'"'  ^^'''^  ^^^"^^  ^  Vagabond:  the 
trutii  on  t  IS  he  is  a  very  impudent  Fellow. 

Sir  D^x,,  Ay,  a  damn'd  Rogue. 

Beau.  Oh  a  notorious  Scoundrel. 

Beau^Th  ^  f  ^1^ '°  ^'''  he's  hanged  by  the  next  SefTions. 

Beau  The  truth  on  t  is,  he  has  deferved  it  long  ago. 
but  did  you  ever  fee  him.  Sir  D^x;;V?  ^    ^' 

Sir  D^z;.  Sir does  he  know  me  ?  r^/?^ 

Beau.  Becaufe  I  fancy  that  Mignature  is  very  mu^' 
]ike  him.     Pray  Sir,  whence  had  it  you?—    ^ 

Sir  D^x-.  Had  it,  Friend  ?  had  it !  whence  had  it  I ' - 

blefs^us!   what  have  I  done  now?    this  the   vfry  TrakX' 
1  h^ve  Sr  T^^'^^^  "^l  ^°^^  ^^^"  ^^  ^^  bad  as  that. 

tt  buX^^"<\''°^'^^°.f  ^^^^'^  ^^^^  remember'd,  fledare 
•Wktour^^"'^    ril  try  to  out-huff  him.    Whence 
^      '  Bean, 
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B««.  Ay,  Sir,  whence  had  it  you?  that's  B>gUf.  in  my 
^Tr  £r.' Go,  Sir,  you  are  a  Rafcal. 

fkD«"7r'  I  fay,  you  are  a  Rafcal,  a  very  impudent 
RafcaUrynWyou»beaRafca^,^g.ugotothat.-- 

-r,         c  ,-   T  om  ^  rientleman  ind  a  Soldier. 
™   so  much?he  '™rfe,  Soldiers  have  beenCuck- 
oll-m?ke^;    from  the  beginning.   S,r    I  care  not^wh^t 

^r.^-S"^\/XerC^;^iw3 

vou>  for  ought  I  know  you  may  be  a  Jefuit,  there  were 
more  in  the  laft  Army  belides  you 

s,f  rtoT=ed^^'  ^— -  ^7"'  ?i 
rf  rtSe^nt^of^s  ^Ti:^i^ 

^-rot^t^emTNlght^in  a  D.tch,  and  fancyd  him  a  Wo- 

"^riffl'.Sf  ;- ra"  ■  V^Uain  of  MP.  that 
p-Jr-is  mllie  an^  I  '""'^  Jjale  it  or  I  iWl  take  anOj, 
portunity  to  kick  your  Wortop  moft  inhumanely. 

iLfXy'^Sir  lick,  'tis  a  Recreation  I  can  il,ew  yo.. 
It  n-^  ^Sir   I  ar^i  a  free-born  Subjed  of  ^ngUnd,  and 

^'ir  In'dLl^brfea  Jilt?  hasi^e  praaifed 

niISf:S! 'humph,  what  Trade?  what  Trade? 

^"I^fa  Why  the  Trade  of  Whore  and  no  Whore,  Cat- 
terSinlin'jeft,  putting  out  Chriftian  Colour,  when 
Ihe's  a  Turk  under  Deck:  A  curfe  upon  all  honelt  Wo 
xnon  in  the  Flefo,  that  are  Whores  m  the  Spirit.  ^^  ^^^^ 


53X     The  Soldiers  Fortune. 

Sir  Dav.  Poor  Devil,   how  he  raik    h.    I,,    u      it 
youf.eet  Soul    a.  I  told  yl  befo   ',  'h'er/W/'L  ws 

ptisislilgi 

Boy;    I  have  mj   Belly  full  of  her  every  Nigh         ' 

isiiiiaSi 

.        ^.^^«.  By  this  light  the  Bea/i  weeps. 

^f-^w.  I  am  glad  on't. 

■  b^e^l^Sl' An  '^''' "'''  ^''  t^^^'  ^^^^  70U  would  trou. 
t>.e  }our  leit  no  more  about  the  Matter 

^f^».  With  all  my  Heart 

DS:;f  becor  ^gThI^^^  ^°- '"^'^ -"'^  ^-^ 

Beau,  Oh  to  be  fure  moft  evaaiy  ' 
Beau.  As  how,  1  befeech  you 


^f/r/y. 
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"Beau.  Then  all  the  Curfes  I  fhall  think  on  this  Twelve- 
month light  on  her,  and  as  many  more  on  the  next  Fool 
that  gives  Credit  to  the  Sex. 

Sir  Bav.  Well,  certainly  I  am  the  happleft  Toad  j  how 
melancholly  the  Munky  ftands  now  ?  Poor  Pug,  haft  thou 
loft  her  ? 

'Beau.  To  be  fo  fordid  a  Jilt,  to  betray  me  to  fuch  a 
Beaft  as  that !  can  fne  have  any  good  Thoughts  of  fuch  a 
Swine  ?  Dam  her,  had  fhe  abus'd  me  handfomly  it  had 
never  vext  me. 

Sir  D^x'.  Now  Sir,  with  your  PermiiTion  I'll  take  my 
leave. 

Beau.  Sir,  if  you  were  gone  to  the  Devil,  I  fliould 
think  you  very  well  difpos'd  of. 

^wDanj.  If  you  have  any  Letter,  or  other  Commenda- 
tion to  the  Lady  that  was  fo  charm'd  with  your  Refem- 
blance  there,  it  Ihall  be  very  faithfully  convey'd  by 

Bern.  Fool. 

SirD^x^.  Your  humble  Servant,  Sir,  I'm  gone,  I  fliall 
difturb  you  no  further,  your  moil  humble  Servant  Sir.[£A;. 

Beciu.  Now  Poverty,  Plague,  Pox  and  Prifon  fall  thick 
upon  the  Head  of  thee,  lour  bin. 

Four.  Sir! 

Bean.  Thou  haft  been  an  extraordinary  Rogue  in  thj 
time. 

Four.  I  hope  I  have  loft  nothing  in  your  Honour's  Ser- 
vice, Sir; 

Beaa,  Find  out  fome  way  to  revenge  me  on  this  old 
Rafcal,  and  if  I  do  not  make  thee  a  Gentleman • 

Four.  That  you  have  been  picas'd  to  do  long  ago,  I 
thank  you  ^  for  I  am  fure  you  have  not  left  me  One  Shil- 
ling in  my  Pocket  thefe  two  Months. 

Beau.  Here,  here's  for  thee  to  Revel  withal. 

Fouf.  Will  your  Honour  pleafe  to  have  his  Throat  cut? 

Beau.  With  ail  my  Heart. 

Four.  Or  would  you  have  him.  decently  hang'd  at  his 
own  Door,  and  then  give  out  to  the  World  he  did  it  liim- 
idf.? 

Beau.  That  would  do  very  well. 

Four.  Or  I  think  (to  proceed  with  more  Safety)  a  good 
Hale  Jakes  were  a  w^vy  pretty  Expedient. 

Bern, 
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Beau.  Excellent,  excellent,  Yourb'm. 

¥mr.  Leave  matters  to  my  Difcretion,  and  if  I  do 
Jnot— —  [Exit. 

Beau.  I  know  thou  wilt;  go,  go  about  it,  profper  and  be 

fa-mous :   now  er-e  I  dare  venture  to  meet  Courtin  again, 

will  I  go  by  my  felf,  rail  for  an  Hour  or  two,  and  then 

be  good  Company.  [Zxit, 

Enter  Courtine  and  Sylvia. 

Sylv.  Take  my  word,  Sir,  you  had  better  give  this  Bu- 
finefs  over.  I  tell  you  there's  nothing  in  the  World  turns 
my  Stomach  fo  much  as  the  Man,  that  Man  that  makes 
love  to  me.  I  never  faw  one  of  your  Sex  in  my  Life 
make  love,  but  he  look'd  fo  like  an  Afs  all  the  while, 
that  1  bluiVd  for  him. 

Cour.  I  am  afrakl  your  Ladyfhip  then  is  one  of  thofe 
dangerous  Creatures  they  call  She-wits,  who  are  always 
fo  mightily  taken  with  admiring  themfelves,  that  no- 
thing elfe  is  worth  their  notice. 

Sylv.  Oh !  who  can  be  fo  dull  not  to  be  ravifh'd  with 
tha?  royfterous  Mein  of  yours  ?  that  ruffling  Air  in  your  Gate, 
that  feems  to  cry  where-e'er  you  go,  make  room,  here 
comes  the  Captain :  That  Face,  the  which  bids  defiance 
to  the  Weather.  Blefs  us!  if  I  were  a  poor  Farmer's 
Wife  in  the  Country  now,  and  you  wanted  Quarters, 
how  would  it  fright  me?  But  as  1  am  young,  not  very 
ugly,  and  one  you  never  faw  before,  how  lovingly  it 
looks  upon  me ! 

Ccur.  Who  can  forbear  to  figh,  look  pale  and  languifh, 
where  Beauty  and  Wit  unite  both  their  Forces  to  enflave 
a  Heart  fo  tradable  as  mine  is?  Firft,  for  the  modifh 
fwim  of  your  Body,  the  vidlorious  Motion  of  your  Arms 
and  Head,  the  tofs  of  your  Fan,  the  glancing  of  the  Eyes; 
blefs  us!  If  I  Vv^ere  a  dainty  fine  drefi:  Coxcomb,  with  a 
great  Eftat^,  and  a  little  or  no  Wit,  Vanity  in  abundance, 
and  good  for  nothing,  how  would  they  melt  and  ibften 
me  ?  but  as  I  am  a  fcandalous  honeft  Rafcal,  not  Fool  e- 
nough  to  be  your  Sport,  nor  rich  enough  to  be  your  Prey, 
how  glotingly  they  look  upon  me : 

Sylv.  Alas,  alas!  what  pity  'tis  your  Honefty  fhould 
ever  do  you  hurt,  or  your  Wit  fpoil  your  Preferment. 

^  '  Convx 
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Cour.  Juflas  much,  fair  Lady,  asthat  your  Beauty  fhouM 
tnake  you  be  envied  at,  or  your  Virtue  provoke  ScandaL 

Sylv.  The  more  I  look,  the  more  I'm  in  love  with  you. 

Cmr.  The  more  I  loot,  the  more  I  am  out  of  love 
with  you. 

Sih.  How  my  Heart  fwells  when  I  fee  you! 

Cour.  How  my  Stomach  rifes  when  I  am  near  you! 

Sylv.  Nay,  then  let's  bargain. 

Cour.  With  all  my  Heart j  what? 

Sylv.  Not  to  fall  in  love  with  each  other,  I  afllire  you, 
Monfieur  Captain. 

Cour.  But  to  hate  one  another  conftantly  and  cordially. 

Sylv.  Always  when  you  are  drunk,  I  defire  you  to  talk 
fcandaloufly  of  me. 

Cour.  Ay,  and  when  I  am  fobertoo3  in  return  where- 
of, whene'er  you  fee  a  Coquet  of  your  Acquaintance,  and 
I  chance  to  be  named,  be  fure  you  fpit  at  the  filthy  Re- 
membrance, and  rail  at  me  as  it  you  lov'd  me. 

Sylv.  In  the  next  place,  whene'er  we  meet  in  the  Mall, 
I  delire  you  to  humph,  put  out  your  Tongue,  make  ugly 
Ivlouths,  laugh  aloud,  and  look  back  at  me. 

Cour.  Which  if  I  chance  to  do,  be  fure  at  next  Turning 
to  pick  up  fom.e  taudry  fluttering  Fop  or  another. 

Sylv.  That  I  made  Acquaintance  v/ithal  at  the  Mufick- 
ineeting. 

Cour.  Right,  Jull  fuch  another  Spark  to  faunter  by  your 
fide,  with  his  Hat  under  his  Arm. 

Silv.  Hearkning  to  all  the  bitter  things  I  can  fay  to  be 
revenged . 

Cour.  Whilft  the  dull  Rogue  dare  not  fo  much  as  grin 
to  oblige  you,  for  fear  of  being  beaten  for  it,  when  he 
is  out  of  his  waiting. 

Sylv.  Counterfeit  your  Letters  from  me. 

Cour.  And  you  to  be  even  with  me  for  the  Scandal, 
publilh  to  all  the  World  I  offer'd  to  inarry  you. 
Sylv.  Oh  hideous  Marriage! 

Cour.  Horrid,  horrid  Marriage! 
Sylv.  Name,  name  no  more  of  it. 

Cour.  At  that  fad  Word  let's  part. 

4>/v.  Let's  wifh  all  Men  decrepid,  dull  and  filly, 

Cqw, 
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Cour.  And  every  Woman  old  and  ugly. 

Sylv.  Adieu! ' 

Cour.  Farcwel! 

"Enter  a,  young  felloyv,  affe^iedly  drefi,  fever al  others  rp'ithhlm, 

Silv.  Ah  me,  Mr.  Frisk  I 

Frisk.  Madamoifel,  Syhial  fincerely  as  I  hope  to  be 
iav'd,  the  Devil  take  me,  Dam  me  Madam,  who's  that? 

Syh.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  hea.  [Exit  mth  Frisk. 

Cour.  True  to  thy  Failings  always,  Woman  j  how  natu- 
rally is  the  Sex  fond  of  a  Rogue !  What  a  Moniler  was 
that  for  a  V/oman  to  delight  in!  now  mull  Iloveherftll, 
tho'  I  know  I  am  a  Blockhead  for't,  and  fhe'U  ufe  me 
like  a  Blockhead  too,  if  I  don't  prevent  her:  What's  to 
be  done  ?  Til  have  three  Whores  a  day,  to  keep  Love  out 
of  my  Head. 

Enter  Beaugard. 
Beaugard,  well  met  again,  how  go  matters  ?  Handfomly ! 

Beau.  Oh  very  handlomely !  had  you  but  feen  how 
handfomely  I  was  us'd  juft  now,  you  would  fwear  fo.  I 
have  heard  thee  rail  in  my  time,  wou'"d  thouwou'dil  ex- 
ercife  thy  Talent  a  little  at  prefent. 

Cciir.  At  what? 

Beau.  Why  canft  thou  ever  want  a  Subjed?  rail  at  thy 
felf,  rail  at  me,  I  deferve  to  be  rail'd  atj  fee  there,  what 
thinkeft  thou  of  that  Engine,  that  moving  lump  of  filthi- 
nefs,  mifcall'd  a  Man? 
ACltiwJieFelloTv  marches  over  the  Stage  dreji  like  an  Officer. 

Cour.  Curfe  on  him  for  a  Rogue,  I  know  him, 

Beau.  So. 

Cour.  The  Rafcal  was  a  Retailer  of  Ale  but  yefterday, 
and  now  he  is  an  Officer  and  be  hang'dj  'tis  a  dainty  fight 
in  a  Morning  to  fee  him  with  his  Toes  turn'd  in,  drawing 
his  Legs  after  him,  at  the  head  of  a  hundred  liifly  Fellows  j 
ibme  honefi:  Gentleman  or  other  flays  now,  becaufe  that 
Dog  had  Mony  to  bribe  fome  corrupt  Colonel  withal. 
Enter  another  gravely  dreji. 

Beau.  There,  there's  another  ot  my  Acquaintance,  he 
was  my  Father's  Footman  not  long  fince,  and  has  pimpt 
for  me  oftner  than  he  pray 'd  for  himfelfi  that  good  Quality 
recommended  him  to  a  Nobleman's  Service,  which,  to- 
gether 
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gether  with  flattering,  fawning,  lying,  Spying  and  infor- 
ming, has  rais'd  him  to  an  imployment  of  Truft  and  Re- 
putation, though  the  Rogue  can't  write  his  Name,  nor 
read  his  neck  Verfe,  if  he  had  occafion. 

Cour,  Tis  as  unreafonable  to  expert  a  Man  of  Senfe 
fhould  be  preferred,  as  'tis  to  think  a  Hedlor  can  be  flout, 
a  Priefl:  religious,  a  fair  Woman  chaft,  orapardon'd  Rebel 
loyal. 

Znur  two  more  feem'mg  eamejily  in  difcourfe. 

Bern.  That's  ieafonably  thought  on^  look  there,  obferve 
but  that  Fellow  on  the  right  hand,  the  Rogue  with  the 
bufieft  Face  of  the  two,  I'll  tell  thee  his  Hiftory. 

Cour.  I  hope  hanging  will  be  the  end  of  his  Hiilory,  fo 
well  I  like  him  at  the  tirft  fight. 

Beau.  He  was  born  a  Vagabond,  and  no  Parifh  own'd 
him  i  his  Father  was  as  obfcure  as  his  Mother  publick  j 
every  body  knew  her,  and  no  body  could  guefs  at  him. 

Cour.  He  comes  of  a  very  good  Family,  heav'n  be 
prais'd. 

Beau,  The  firft  thing  he  chofe  to  rife  by,  was  Rebel- 
lion i  fo  a  Rebel  he  grew,  and  flourifh'd  a  Rebel,  fought 
againft  his  King,  and  helpt  to  bring  him  to  the  Block, 

Cour.  And  was  he  not  Religious  too  ? 

Beau.  Moft  devoutly !  He  could  Pray  till  he  cry'd,  and 
Preach  till  he  foam'd,  which  excellent  Talent  made  him 
popular,  and  at  laft  preferr'd  him  to  be  a  worthy  Member 
of  that  never-to-be-forgotten  Rump  Parliament. 

Cour.  Pray  Sir  be  uncover'd  at  that,  and  remember  it 
with  Reverence. 

Beau.  In  fnort,  he  was  a  Committee-man,  Sequeflra- 
ter  and  Perfecutor  General  of  a  whole  County,  by  which 
he  got  enough  at  the  King's  Return  to  fecure  himfelf  in 
the  general  Pardon. 

Com.  Naufeous  Vermin :  That  fuch  a  Swine  with  the 
Mark  of  Rebellion  in  his  Forehead,  fhould  wallow  in  his 
Luxury,  whilfl  honeft  Men  are  forgotten ! 

Bean.  Thus  forgiven,  thus  rais'd,  and  madrthus  happy, 
the  ungrateful  Slave  difowns  the  Hand  that  heal'd  him, 
cherifhes  Faitions  to  affront  his  Mafter,  and  once  more 
would  rebel  againft  che  Head,  which  fo  lately  fav'd  his 
from  a  Pole,  ,  Q^  cour. 
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Cour.  What  a  dreadful  Beard  and  fwinging  Sword  he 
wears ! 

Beau,  'Tis  to  keep  his  Cowardice  in  countenance ;  the 

Rafcal  will  endure  kicking  moft  temperately  for  all  that: 
I  know  five  or  fix  more  of  the  fame  ftamp,  that  never 
-come  abroad  without  terrible  long  Spits  by  their  fides, 
with  which  they  will  let  you  bore  their  own  Nofes  if 
you  pleafe;  but  let  the  Villain  be  forgotten. 

Cour.  His  Co-Rogue  I  have  fome  knowledge  of;  he's 
.a  tatter'd  worm-eatea  Cafe-putter,  fome  call  him  Lawyer, 
one  that  takes  it  very  ill  he  is  not  made  a  Judge. 

Beau.  Yes,  and  is  always  repining  that  Men  of  Parts 
are  not  regarded. 

Cour.  He  has  been  a  great  Noife-maker  in  fa(Slious  Clubs 
thefe  feven  Years,  and  now  I  fuppofe  he  is  courting  that 
worfhipful  Raicai  to  make  him  Recorder  of  fome  facti- 
ous Town. 

Beftu.  To  teach  Tallow-Chandlers  and  Cheefe-mongers 
how  far  they  may  rebel  againfl  their  King  by  vertue  of 
.  Magna  Charta, 

Cour.  But  Friend  Beay.gard,  methinks  thou  art  very 
fplenatick  of  a  fudden :  how  goes  the  Afiair  of  Love  for- 
ward, profperoudy,  hah! 

Btau.  Oh  I  alTare  you  moft  triumphantly,  juft  now 
you  mull;  know  I  am  parted  with  the  fweet  civil  inchanted 
.Lady's  Husband. 

Cour.  Well,  and  what  fays  the  Cuckold,  is  he  very  kind 
and  good-natur'd  as  Cuckolds  ufe  to  be  ? 

Bean.  Why  he  fays,  Court'me.  in  fhort,  that  I  am  a  ve- 
ry filly  Fellow,    (and  truly  I  am  very  apt  to  believe  him) 
and  that  I  have  been  jilted  in  this  Atiair  moft  unconfcio- 
nably;  a  Plague  on  aii  Pimps,  I  fay,  a  Man's  bufinefs  never 
tlirives  fo  well,  as  when  he  is  his  own  Soliicitor. 
Unter  Sir  Jolly  and  a  Boy. 
Sir  JoL  Hiit,  hift,  Capr.  Capt.  Capt.     Boy. 
Boy.  Sir. 

Sir  Jol.  Run  and  get  two  Chairs  prefently ;  be  furc  you 
•get  two  Chairs  Sirrah,  do  you  hear?  here's  luck,  here's 
'  luck,  ;novv  or  never  Captain,  never  if  not  now  Captain! 
llmx's  luck. 

Beat*. 
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Beau.  Sir  Jolly,  no  more  Adventures  fweet  Sir  folly, 
I  am  like  to  have  a  very  fine  time  on't  truly. 

Sir  Jol  The  beft  in  the  World  dear  Dog,  the  very  beft 
in  the  World  :  'sbud  (he's  here  hard  by  Man,  fcays  on  pur- 
pofe  for  thee  finely  diiguis'd.  The  Cuckold  has  loft  her 
too ;  and  no  body  knows  any  thing  of  the  matter  but  I, 
no  body  but  I,  and  I  you  muft  know,  I  am  I,  hah!  and 
I  you  little  Toad,  hah  ! 

-Be^K.  You  are  a  very  fine  Gentleman. 

Sir  Jol.  The  beft-natur'd  Fellow  I  believe  in  the  World 
of  my  years !  now  does  my  Heart  fo  thump  for  fear  this 
bufinefs  fhould  mifcarry;  why  I'll  warrant  thee,  the  Lady 
is  here  Man,  (he's  all  thy  own,  'tis  thy  own  fa'ilt  if  thou 
art  not  in  terra  incognita  within  this  half  hour  :  Come  a- 
long,  prithee  come  a!ong,  fie  for  fhame.     What,   make 

a  Lady  lofe  her  longing !  come  along  I  fay,   you out 

upon't. 

Beau.  Sir  your  humble.     I  fhan't  ftir. 

Sir  7^/.  What?  not  go! 

Beau.  No  Sir,  no  Lady  for  mc. 

Sir  Jol.  Not  go!  I  lliculd  laugh  at  that  Faith. 

Beau.  No,  I  will  afilire  you,  net  go,  Sir. 

Sir  Jol.  Away  you  Wag,  youjeft,  you  jeft  you  V/ap-; 
not  go,  quotha  ? 

Beau.  No  Sir,  not  go  I  tell  you,  what  the  Devil  would 
you  have  more  ? 

Sir  Jol.  Nothing,  nothing  Sir,   but  I  am  a  Gentiemaiu 

Beau.  With  all  my  Heart. 

Sir  Jol.  And  do  you  think  then  that  I'll  be  us'd  thus? 

Beau.  Sir! 

Sir  Jol.  Take  away  ray  PvCputation,  and  take  away 
my  Life,  I  fhall  be  diigrac'd  for  e^'cr. 

Beau.  I  have  not  wrong 'd  you,  Sir  Jclh. 

Sir  Jol.  No-t  wrong'd  rael  But  you  Ihali  find  ycu  have 
wrong'd  me,  and  wrong'd  a  fweet  Lady,  and  a  fine  La- 
^y- 1  fhall  never  be  trufted  again.'  ne/er  have  Em- 
ployment more!   I  fhall  dye  of  the  Spleen, prithee 

now  be  good-natur'd,  prithee  be  perfwaded,  odd  I'll  give 
thee  this  Ring,  I'll  give  thee  this  Watch,  'tis  Gold.  I'll 
give  thee  any  thing  in  the  World,  go. 
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BeAH.  Not  one  Foot,  Sir. 

Sir  Jol.  Now  that  I  durft  but  murder  him Well, 

fnall  I  fetch  her  to  thee?  What  fhall  I  do  for  thee? 

Enter  Lady  Dunce. 
'Odds  fifli  here  fhe  comes  her  felf  j   now  you  ill-natur'd 
Churl,  now  you  Devil,  look  upon  her,  do  but  look  upon 
her,  what  fliall  I  fay  to  her? 
Beau.  E'en  what  you  pleafe,  Sir  foUy. 
Sir  fol.  'Tis  a  very  ftrangeMonfter  this--- -Madam,  this  is 
the  Gentleman,  that's  he,  though  (as  one  may  fay)  he's 
fomething  bafhful,  but  I'll  tell  him  who  you  are.  [Goes  to 
Beaugard.]  If  thou  art  not  more  cruel  than  L?o;)^r^;,  Lyons y 
Timers,    Wolves ^     or   Tartars^    don't    break    my  Heart, 
don't  kill   me,    this  Unkindnefs  of   thine  goes  to  the 
Soul  of  me.  [Goes  to  the  Lady.]   Madam,   he  fays,   he's 
fo  amazed  at  your  Triumphant  Beauty,    that  he  dares 
not  approach  the  Excellence  that  fhines  from  you. 
L.  Dunce.  What  can  be  the  Meaning  of  all  this  ? 
Sir  ^oL  Art  thou  then  refolv'd  to  be  remorfelefs  ?  canft 
thou  be  infenfible?  haft  thou  Eyes?  haft  thou  a  Heart?  haft 
thou  any  thing  thou  Ihouldft  have  ?  odd  Til  tickle  thee, 
get  you  to  her  you  Fool,  get  you  to  her,  to  her,  to  her, 
to  her,  ha,  ha,  ha. 
L.  Dunce.  Have  you  forgot  me,  Beaugard? 
Sir  yol.  So  now,  to  her  again.     I  fay,   to  her,  to  her 
and  be  hang'd.     Ah  Rogue!   Ah  Rogue!   nov/,   now, 
have  at  her,  no  .v  have  at  her,  there  it  goes,  there  it  goer, 

Hey — Boys ! 

L.  Dmce.  Mcthinksthis  Face  {houldnot  £0  much  be  al- 
tered, as  to  be  nothing  like  what  once  I  thought  it,  the  Object 
of  your  Pleafure,  and  Subje6l  of  your  Praifes. 

Sir  Jol.  Cunning  Toad  !  Wheedling  jade!  you  fhall  fee 
now  how  by  degrees  fhe'll  draw  him  into  the  Whirl-Pool 
of  Love  J  now  he  leers  upon  her,  now  he  leers  upon  her. 
Oh  law !  there's  Eyes !  there's  your  Eyes !  I  muft  pinch 
him  by  the  Calf  of  the  Leg. 

Bean.  Madam,  I  muft  confefs  I  do  remember,  that  I 
nadonce  Acquaintance  with  a  Face,  whofe  Air  and  Beau- 
ty much  refembled  yours,  and  if  1  may  truft  my  Heart, 
you  arc  call'd  Clar'mda. 

L.  Dmce. 
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L.  Dunce.  ClmrM  I  was  call'd,  till  my  ill  Fortune 
Wedded  me:  Now  vou  may  have  heard  of  me  by  another 
Title :  Your  Friend  there,  1  fuppofe,  has  made  nothmg  a 

Secret  to  you.  ,  .    ,  .     ,         ,  r  • 

Bean.  And  are  you  then  that  kmd  mchanted  tair  one 
who  was  fo  paffionately  in  Love  with  my  Piaure,  that 
rou  could  not  forbear  betraying  me  totheBeaft  yourHui- 
feand,  and  wrong  the  PafTion  of  a  Gentleman  that  langiiiHi  d 
for  you,  only  to  make  your  Monfter  merry?  Hark  you 
Madam!  had  your  Fool  been  worth  it,  I  had  beaten  htm, 
and  have  a  Months  mind  to  be  exercifmg  m.y  Parts  that 
wav  upon  your  Go-between,  your  Male-Bawd  there. 

Sir  fo/.  Ah  Lord!  Ah  Lord !  All's  fpoil'd  again,  alls 
ruin'd,  I  ihall  be  undone  for  ever!  why  what  the  Devil 
is  the  matter  now.'  what  have  I  done?  whatSms  have  i 

committed?  ,        ^  *,  r       c     > 

L  Dunce.  And  are  you  the  pailionate  Adorer  ot  our  bex  r 
who  cannot  live  a  Week  in  London,  without  loving?  are 
you  the  Spark  that  i"ends  your  Pidure  up  and  down  ro 
longing  Ladies,  longing  for  a  Pattern  ot  your  Perion? 
Beau.  Yes  Madam,  when  I  receive  fo  good  Hoftages 

asthefeare,  ^    ,^  .  f^'^'V  t  ""l    .' 

That  it  Ml  be  well  us'd.  Cou  d  you  find  no  body  but 
me  to  play  the  Fool  withal  ? 

SkfoL  Alack  a  day!  .     ,   ,       ,  u 

L.  Dunce.  Could  you  pitch  upon  no  body  but  that  wre.ch  - 
ed  Woman,  that  has  loved  you  too  well,  to  abufe  thus  ? 

Sir  fol.  That  ever  I  was  born ! 

Beau.  Here,  here  Madam,  I'll  retum  you  your  Dirt,  I 
fcorn  your  V/ages,  as  I  do  your  Service. 

L.  Dunce.  Fyc  for  fhame,  what,  refund?  That  is  not  like 
a  Soidier  to  refund  j  keep,  keep  it  to  pay  your  Sempflrefs 

Sir  fol.  His  Sempftrefs,  who  the  Devil  is  his  Sempflrefs  ? 
Odd  what  wou'd  I  give  to  know  that  now ! 

L.  Dunce.  There  was  a  Ring  too,    which  I  fent  you 
this  Afternoon  ;  if  that  fit  not  your  Finger,  you  may  di- 
fpofe  of  it  fome  other  way,   where  it  may  give  no  0€- 
cafion  of  Scandal,  and  you'll  do  well. 
Beau.  A  Ring,  Madam ! 

Q  I  L.  Dunce, 
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L.  Jymcs,  A  fmal]  TriFiC  j  I  fuppofe  Sir  Ba'vU  deliver'd 
It  to  you  when  he  return'd  you  your  Mignature. 

Benu.  I  befeech  ycu  Madam ! 

L.  Dunce.  Farewel  you  Traitor. 

Beau.  As  I  hope  to  be  fav'd,  and  upon  the  Word  of  2 
Gentleman. 

L.  Bttnce.  Go,  you  are  a  falfe  ungrateful  Brute,  and 
trouble  me  no  more.  {Exit 

Beau.  Sir  Jolly,  Sir  folly,  Sir  foUy, 

Sir  JoL  Ah  thou  Rebel! 

Beau.  Some  advice,  fome  advice,  dear  Friend,  ere  Vm 
ruin'd. 

Sir  Jel.  Ev'n  two  pennyworth  of  Hemp  for  your  Ho» 
ncur's  Supper,  that's  all  the  Remedy  that  I  know. 

Bsdu.  But  prithee  hear  a  little  Reafon. 

Sir  Jol.  No  Sir,  1  ha'  done,  no  more  to  be  faid,  I  ha' 
done,  1  am  afham'd  of  you.  Til  have  no  more  to  fay  ta 
you.  Til  never  fee  your  Face  again,  good  bV  y. 

[Exit  Sir  Jolly, 

Beau.  Death  and  the  Devil,  what  have  my  Stars  been 

doing  to  day?  a  Ring!  delivered  by  Sir  David what 

can  that  mean? Pox  on  her  for  a  Jilt,  llie  lies,  and 

has  a  mind  to  amufe  and  laugh  at  me  a  day  or  two  longer, 
Hifl,  here  comes  her  Beaft  once  more:   Til  ufe  him  civil- 
ly, and  try  what  Difcovery  I  can  make. 
Enter  Sir  David  Dunce. 

SivDav.  Ha,  ha,  ha!  Here's  the  Captain's  Jewel  i  very 
well:  In  troth  I  had  like  to  have  forgotten  it,  Ha,  ha, 

ha! how  damnable  Mad  he'll  be  now,   when  I  fhall 

deliver  him  his  Ring  again,  ha,  ha! Poor  Dog,  he'll 

hang  himfelf  at  leaft,  ha,  ha,  ha! Faith  'tis  a  very  pret- 
ty Stone,   and  finely  fet:   Humph!    if  I    fhould  keep  it 

nov/! rilfay  I  have  loft  itj   no  I'll  give  it  him  a- 

gain,  o'purpofe  to  vex  him,  ha,  ha,  ha! 

Beau.  Sir  David,  I  am  heartily  forry. 

Sir  Dav.  Oh  Sir,  'tis  you  I  was  feekingfor,  ha,  ha,  haf 
what  fhail  I  fay  to  him  now  to  terrific  him  ? 

Bern.  Me,  Sir! 

Sir  Dav.  Ay,  you  Sir,  if  your  Name  be  Captain  Beau- 

gard:  How  like  a  Fool  he  looks  already? 

Beafu 
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Beau.  What  you  pleafe,  Sir. 

Sir  T>i!f>v,  Sir,  1  would  fpeak  a  word  with  you,   it  you 
think  fit  ;    what  ihall  I  do  now   to  keep  my  Counte= 

nance?  .  ,       11         r 

Beau.  Can  I  be  fo  happy,  Sir,  as  to  be  ^ble  to  lervs 

you  in  any  thing? 

SirD^i;.  No  Sir,  ha,  ha,  ha,  I  have  Commands  ot  ler= 
vice  to  you,  Sir,  oh  Lord,  ha,  ha,  ha. 

Beau.  Me,  Sir !  .      , 

Sir  Bav.  Ay  Sir,  you  Sir,  but  put  on  your  Hat,  Fnenu, 
put  on  your  Hat,  be  cover'd. 

Beau.  Sir,  will  you  pleafe  to  fit  down  on  this  Bank  ? 
SirD^x'.  No,  no,  there's  no  need,  no  needj  for  all  I 
have  a  young  Wife,   I  can  ftand  upon  my  Legs,  Sweet- 
heart. 

BeAiL  Sir,  I  befeech  you! 

Sir  Barj,  Ev  no  means ,  I  th.'nk  Friend,  we  had  feme 
hard  words  juVt  now,  'tvv-as  about  2  paukry  Baggage,  but 
fhe's  a  pretty  Baggage,  and  a  witty  Baggage,  and  a  Bag- 
gage that ^     ,       ^, 

Beau.  Sir,  I  am  heartily  afiiam'd  of  all  Mifdemeanorv 
on  my  Side. 

SixDav.  You  do  v/ellj  though  are  not  you  a  damnd 
Whore-Mafter,  a  devililh  Cuckold-making  Fellov/  ?  here, 
here,  do  you  fee  this?  here's  the  Ring  you  fent  a  Ro- 
guin^j  Sir,  do  you  think  my  Wife  wsnts  any  thing  thai 

you  can  help  her  to? Why  Fll  warrant  ypu  this  Rin^ 

coH  Fifty  Pounds:  What  a  prodigal  Fellow  are  you  to 
throw  away  fo  much  iVIony ;  or  didil  thou  fteal  it,  old 
Boy?  I  believe  thou  may'fl  be  poor,  Fl!  lend  thee  Many 
upon't,  if  thou  think'il  fit,  at  thirty  in  the  hundred,  be- 
caufe  1  love  thee,  ha,  ha,  ha. 

Beau.  Sir,  your  humble  Servant,  I  am  forry  'tv/as  not 
worth  your  Lady's  Acceptance.  Now  what  a  Dcg 
am  I ! 

Sir  Bav.  I  fnould  have  given  it  thee  before,  but  faith  I 
forP'ot  it,  though  it  was  not  my  Wife's  Fault  in  the  leaft,: 
for^fhe  fays  as  thou  likeft  this  Uiage,  Hie  hopes  to  have  thy 
Cuftom  again  Child  j  ha,  ha,  ha. 

0^4  Bean. 
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Beau.  Then  Sir,  I  befeech  you  tell  her,  that  you  have 
snade  a  Convert  on  me,  and  that  I  am  fo  fenfible  of  my 
miolent  Behaviour  towards  her — 

S;r  Dav.  Very  well,  I  fhaJl  do  it. 

Beau.  That  'tis  im_poffibIe  I  fhall  ever  be  at  peace  with 
sny  lelt;  'till  I  find  Ibme  way  how  to  make  her  Repa- 
ration. ^ 

Sir  Bav.  Very  good,  ha,  ha,  ha. 

Beau.  And  that  if  ever  fhe  find  me  guilty  of  the  like 
Offence  again 

SirD^t;.  No  Sir,  you  had  not  beftj  but  proceed,  ha 
hsL,  ha.  I  >      > 

Bean.  Let  her  banifh  all  good  Opinion  of  me  for  ever. 
Sir  Dav.  No  more  to   be  faid,   your    Servant,   eood 
b'w'y.  ° 

Beau.  One  word  more,  I  befeech  you.  Sir  Davy 
SivDfiv.  What's  that.? 
Beau.  I  beg  you  tell  her,   that  the  generous  Reproof 

Me  has  given  me  has  fo  wrought  upon  me 

Sir  Va^,  Well,  I  will. 

Bern.  That  I  ef^eem  this  Jewel,  not  only  as  a  Wreck 
Tedccm'd  from  my  Folly,   but  that  for  her  fake  I  will 
preferve  it  to  the  utmoft  Moment  of  my  Life. 
Sir  Bav.  With  all  my  Heart,  I  vow  and  fwear. 
Beau.  And  that  I  long  to  convince  her  I  am  not  the 
Brute  fhe  might  miftake  me  for. 

Sir  Ba-u.  Right;  well,  this  will  make  the  pureft  fport 
lAjUe.']  Let  me  feej  firft  you  acknowledge  your  felf  to 
be  a  very  impudent  Fellow. 
Bemt.  I  do  fo.  Sir. 

Sir  Bav.  And  that  you  fhall  never  be  at  rcil,  'till  you 
have  fatisfy'd  my  Lady. 
Beau.  Right,  Sir. 

SivBav.  Sarisfy'd  her,  very  good,  ha,  ha,  ha,  and  that 
you  will  never  play  the  Fool  any  more.     Be  fure  yoa 
keep  your  word,  Friend. 
Beau.  Never,  Sir. 
Sir  Bav.  And  that  you  will   keep  that  Ring  for  her 

fake,  as  long  as  you  live,  hah ! 

Beau,  To  the  Day  of  my  Death,  I'll  afllire  you. 

Sir  Bav. 
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Sir  Bav.  I  proteft  that  will  be  very  kindly  done  — - 
and  that  you  long  mightily,  long  to  let  her  undeiftand 
that  you  are  another-gucfs  Fellow  than  fhe  may  take  yoa 
for. 

Bern.  Exadly  Sir,  that  is  the  Sum  and  End  of  my 
Defires. 

Sir  Bav.  Well,  I'll  take  care  of  your  Bufinefs,  I'll  do 
your  Bufinefs,  I'll  warrant  you  j  thi^  will  be  the  pureft 
fport  when  I  come  home!  {Afide.'\  Well  your  Ser- 
vant, remember,  be  fure  you  remember.  Your  Servant.r£>r. 

Beau.  So,  now  I  find  a  Husband  is  a  delicate  Inllru- 

ment  rightly  made  ufe  ofi To  make  her  old  jealou.- 

Coxcomb  pimp  for  me  himfelf,  I  think  'tis  as  worthy  an 
Employment  as  fuch  a  noble  Confort  can  be  put  to. 

yih  "Were  ye  all  fuch  Husbands  and  fuch  WinjeSf 

We  younger  Brothers  f^uld  lead  better  Lives.  [Ex, 


A  C  T  HL     S  C  E  N  E  L 

SCENE  Covefjt'Gardeff. 

Enter  Sylvia  Oi'id  Courtine. 
Syhrr^  O  fall  in  love,  and  to  fall  in  love  with  a  Soldier! 
X     nay  a  disbanded  Soldier  too,  a  Fellow  with  the 
Mark  of  Cain  upon  him,  which  every  Body  knows  him 
by,  and  is  ready  to  throw  Stones  at  him  for. 

Cour.  Dam  her,  I  fhall  never  enjoy  her  without  Ra- 
vifhing  j  if  fhe  were  but  very  rich  and  very  ugly,  I  would 
marry  her  ;  Ay,  'tis  fhe,  I  know  her  mifchievous  Look 
too  well  to  be  miftakenin  it-^ — Madam  1- 

Syh.  Sir. 

Cour.  'Tis  a  very  hard  Cafe,  that  you  have  refolv'd  not 
to  let  me  be  quiet, 

Syh,  'Tis  very  unreafonably  done  of  you,  Sir,  to  haunt 
me  up  and  down  every  where  at  this  fcandalous  Rate, 
the  World  wiil  think  we  are  acquainted,  Ihortly, 
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Cour.  But,  Madam,  I  fhall  fairly  take  more  care  of  my 
Reputation,  and  from  this  time  forward  Ihun  and  avoid 
you  moft  watchfully. 

Sylv.  Have  you  not  haunted  this  Place  thefe  two  Hours! 

Cour.  'Tvvas  becaufe  I  knew  it  to  be  your  Ladyfhip's 
Home  then,  and  therefore  might  reafonably  be  the  Place 
you  leaft  of  all  frequented  5  one  would  imagine  you  were 
gone  a  Coxcomb-hunting  by  this  time,  to  fome  place  of 
publick  Appearance  or  other,  'tis  pretty  near  the  Hour, 
^twill  be  Twilight  prefently,  and  then  the  Owls  come  all 
abroad. 

Sylv.  What  need  I  take  the  Trouble  to  go  fo  far  a 
Fowling,  when  there's  Game  enough  at  our  own  Doors  ? 

Cour.  What,  Game  for  your  Net,  fair  Lady? 

Sylv.  Yes,  or  any  Woman's  Net  elfe,  that  will  Ipread 
it. 

Cour.  To  fliew  you  how  defpicably  I  think  of  the  Bu- 
ilnefs,  I  v/ill  here  leave  you  prefently,  though  I  lofe  the 
Pleafure  of  railing  at  you. 

Sylv.  Do  fo,  I  would  advife  you ;  your  Raillery  betrays 
your  Wit,  as  bad  2.s  your  clumfey  Civility  does,  your 
Brcedirg. 

Cour.  Adieu! • 

Sylv.  Farewel! 

Cour.  Why  do  not  you  go  about  your  Bufinefs  ? 

Sylv.  Becaufe  I  would  be  fure  to  be  rid  of  you  firfl,  that 
you  might  not  dog  me. 

Cour.  Were  it  but  polTible  that  you  could  anfwcr  me 
©ne  Quellion  truly,  and  then  I  fhould  be  fatisfy'd. 

Sylv.  Any  thing  for  compoiition  to  be  rid  of  youhand- 
fomly. 

Cour.  Are  you  really  very  honed  ?  Look  in  my  Face 
and  tell  m^e  that. 

Sylv.  Lock  in  your  Face  and  tell  you,  for  what?  To 
fpoil  my  Stomach  to  my  Supper? 

Cour.  No,  but  to  get  thee  a  Stomach  to  thy  Bed, 
Sweet- hearty  I  would  if  poflible  be  better  acquainted 
with  thee,  becaufe  thou  art  very  ill-natur'd. 

Sylv.  Your  only  way  to  bring  that  bulinefs  about  ef- 
fedually,  k  to  be  more  troubielbme  j  and  i^  you  think  it 

Vv'orth 
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worth  your  while  to  be  abus'd  fubftantially,    you  may 
make  your  perfonal  Appearance  this  Nigar, 

CoJ.  How?  where?  and  when?  and  what  hour,  I 

^|TJ!  'under  the  Window,between  the  Hours  of  Etemi 

and  Twelve  exadlly.  u^„.  ^^r 

Ccur.  Where  fhall  thofe  lovely  Eyes  and  Ears  hear  my 
Plaints,  and  fee  my  Tears.  ,^ 

Syh.  At  that  kind  hour  thy  Griefs  (hall  end,  if  tjioa 
c^nft  know  thy  Foe  from  thy  Friend.  l^^/' 

clur.  Here's^nother  trick  of  the  Devil  now.  under 
that  Window,  between  the  Hours  ot  Eleven  and  Tvvdve 
exaaiv.  I  am  a  damn'd  Fool,  and  muft  gc-  3  le.  me  iee , 
Lpofe  I  meet  with  a  lufty  beating!  pUl.,  that's  nothmg 
fofa  Man  that's  in  love,  or  fuppofe  Or.c  contrive  fome 
way  to  make  a  publick  Coxcomb  of  me,  and  expole  me 
to  the  Scorn  of  the  World,  for  an  Example  to  all  amo^ 
rous  Block-heads  hereafter?  why  if  fne  do  I'll  l\vear  I 
have  lain  with  her,  beat  her  Relations  if  they  F^e  end  o 
vindicate  her,  and  fo  there's  one  love  Intrigue  P^'^tty  weU 


over 


Enter  Sir  Davy  Dunce  and  Vermin. 
SirD^v.  Go,  get  you  m  to  your  Lady  now,  and  teii  • 

^'Ferl^"HerLal;n-.:p,  Right-woriV.ipful,  is  pleas'd  not : 

to  be  at  home.  t       ^1   v„« 

SivDav.  How's  that?    my  Lady  not  at  home!  run, 

run  in  and  ask  when  fne  went  forth,  whither  ihe  is  gone, 

and  who  is  with  her ,  run  and  ask,  Vermrn. 
Verm.  She  went  out  in  her  Chair  preiently  after  you,  . 

^'lif  ^r  Then  I  may  be  a  Cuckold  M  for  ougl.  I 
know  :  what  will  become  of  me  ?  I  have  Purely  loft  ^A 
ne'er  ihall  find  her  more,  fte  promis'd  "^^  ^f  ^^^J^^ ^.^^ 
at  home  'till  I  came  back  again,  tor  ought  I  know  flie 
may  be  up  three  Pair  of  Stairs  in  the  Temfe  now. 
Ven72.  Is  her  LadyfVnp  in  Law  then  Sir? 
SirD^'v.  Or  it  may  be  taking  the  Air  as  fkr  as  K,:,ghts^ 
Bridge  with  fome  fmooth-fac'd  Rog^ae  or  another :  lis  a 
daiWdHouib,  thatS^..,  that^.^^^^  ^  "^'^''"^'i'J 
a  confounded  Houfe,  VrrmPh  ^^'^  ' 
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Verm.  Do  you  think  {he  is  there  then  > 

^vc\^?T  ^°'  \'^°"«t  think  fhe  is  there  neither^  but 
^^tln}^%^^^^''  you  know,  wou'd  that  i?.r«-W 
I^Sr.  p  ^^f  'T'  '^"'"'^  ^  ^^°"^^"d  Cuckolds  a  Year 
Ihou  d  be  there  this  Evening,  my  Heart's  broke. 

ha  h/t  """^  K^''.  ^^^>''  ^y'  '^^''^  ^^'  that's  he, 

■^If  ■°''.^;  '""  ^'^^  ''^''  "P  Afee  Days,  and  three  Kiehts 
»™hont  Meat,  Drink,  or  Light;  I'll  humble  her  in  & 


='  ^^Jfu  Well  cou'd  I  but  meet  my  Friend  Sir  Davy. 
..  wou  d  be  the  joyfulleft  News  for  him ^ 

TMii^l?  ""^  ^"""^  "f  f"""^''  f"^h  News,  fuch 

Sir  Dav   I  have  loft  my  Wife,  Man. 
S;r  J»l.  Loll  her !  (lie's  not  dead,  I  hope' 

^Ir  T^wI^'t^'''  ?''^1""'''  i^^«°«'ably  loft. 

S  r  it^n^}  P^"^  ^'"'  l^?  "«hin  this  half  Hour. 
v-aTir^  ini?  '°"  ^"i'  "f  >'°"  '"'•«  ''  """  flie?  where 
^o^bliStly"^  ''"''  ^'^f-J"«'-'^  W--nt  and  , 

-onno.-^'V"'',^'*  "l^"^^  *^  P""'^  Spo«  now.  With  a 
'   sS'oh  ^""'.^t  "'.^  "«  ™"'''  accident;i!y 
Fe^o«^  ^?vi'  =''"/  """"-i^  ^"^  «'Off«!  a  young 

W^L'T"?,'' v^*  "''^'"g  SF°«  with  a  younepi 
^rm°d  I'lf  1-  T  r  '^'""2=^^"=  are  Vagarief !  I'll 
n^n  m«d,    111  climb  Bow-sieepU  prefentlr    beftride  tC 

an  iS/r  u"*.  "'^ '"  ^"  ""''  '''"  «  l^appen'd  to  be 

NelK"'"''  ""'^"''^'^  '°^«=  '•"  iovl  with  her! 

Fprenenu  him  for  Treafon  upon  the  StmiQ  of  Edw,ig, 


wont 
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won't  you  tell  me  what  young  Fellow  it  wasj  was  it  a 
very  handlbme  young  Fellow,  hah 

Sir  fol.  Handfome,  yes  hang  him,  the  Fellow's  hand- 
fome  enough ;  he  is  not  very  hand&me  neither,  but  he 
has  a  devilifti  leering  black  Eye, 

Sir  Bav.  Oh  Lord ! 

Sir  Jol.  His  Face  too  is  a  good  riding  Face,  *tis  no 
foft  effeminate  Complexion  indeed,  but  his  Countenance 
is  ruddy,  fanguine,and  chearfulj  adevilifh  Fellow  in  a  Cor- 
ner, ril  warrant  him. 

Sir  Dav.  Blefs  us !  what  will  become  of  me  !  why  the 
Devil  did  I  marry  a  young  "Wife  ?  Is  he  very  well  (hap'd 
too,  tall,  ftraight,  and  proportionable,  hah! 

Sir  Jol.  Tall  ?  No,  he's  not  very  tall  neither,  yet  he  is 
tall  enough  too,  he's  none  of  your  overgrown  lubberly 
Flanders  Jades,  but  more  of  the  true  E?igliJJj  Breed,  well 
knit,  able  and  fit  for  Service,  old  Boy  j  the  Fellow  is  well 
fliap'd  truly,  very  well  proportion'd,  flrong  and  a£live, 
I  have  feen  the  Rogue  leap  like  a  Buck. 

Sir  Dfiv.  Who  can  this  be?  Well,  and  what  think  )^ou. 
Friend,  has  he  been  there  ?  Come,  come,  I'm  feniible 
fhe's  a  young  Woman,  and  I  am  an  old  Fellow,  troth  a 
very  old  Fellow,  I  lignifie  little  or  nothing  now  j  but  do 
you  think  he  has  prevail'd?  am  I  a  Cuckold,  Neighbour  ? 

Sir  Jol.  Cuckold !  what,  a  Cuckold  in  Covent-Gardai? 
No,  ril  allure  you,  I  believe  her  to  be  the  moft  vertii- 
ous  Woman  in  the  Worlds  but  if  you  had  but  feen 

Sir  T>av.  Ay,  wou'd  I  had,  what  was  it? 

Sir  J0I.  How  like  a  Rogue  fhe  us'd  him :  Firft  of  all 

comes  me  up  the  Spark  to  her.  Madam,  fays  he and 

then  he  bows  down,  thus How  now,  fays  flie,  what 

would  the  impertinent  Fellow  have  ? 

Sir  T>av.  Humph  ?  ha !  well,  and  what  then  ? 

Sir  fol.  Madam,  fays  he  again  (bowing  as  he  did  be- 
fore) my  Heart  is  fo  entirely  yours,  that  except  you  take 
Pity  of  my  Sufferings  I  muft  here  die  at  your  Feet. 

Sir  Dstv.  So,  and  what  faid  fhe  again,  Neighbour? 
hah! 

Sir  Jol.  Go,  you  arc  a  Fop. 

Sir 
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Sir  TiAv.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  did  fhe  indeed  ?  Did  fhe  fay  To 
indeed  ?  I  am  glad  on't,  troth  I  am  very  glad  on*t ;  well, 
and  what  next?  And  how,  and  well,  and  what:  ha! 

Sir  Joh  Madam,  fays  he,  this  won't  do,  I  am  your 
humble  Servant  for  all  thisj  you  may  pretend  to  be  as 
ill-natur'd  as  you  plcafe,  but  I  fliall  make  bold. 

Sir  Bnv,  Was  there  ever  fuch  an  impudent  Fellow? 

Sir  JoL  With  that.  Sirrah,  fays  (he,  you  are  a  faucy  Jaka- 
napes,  and  I'll  have  you  kickt. 

Sir  Bav.  Ha,  ha,  ha!  Well,  I  wou'd  not  be  unmar- 
ry'd  again  to  be  an  Angel. 

Sir  Jol,  But  the  beft  Jeft  of  all  was  who  this  fhould  be 
at  laft. 

Sir  T>civ.  Ay,  who  indeed  /  I'll  warrant  you  fbme  filly 
Fellow  or  other,  poor  Fool ! 

Sir  Jol.  E'en  a  fcandalous  Rake-hell,  that  lingers  up  and 
down  the  Town  by  the  Name  of  Captain  Beau^ard-y 
but  he  has  been  a  bloody  Cuckold-making  Scoundrel  in 
his  time. 

Sir  Dav.  Hang  him  Sot,  is  it  he?  I  don't  value  him 
thus,  not  a  wet  Finger  j  Man  j  to  my  Knowledge  fhe  hates 
him,  fhe  fcorns  him  Neighbour,  I  know  it,  I  am  very 
well  fatisfy'd  in  the  Point ;  befides  I  have  feen  him  fincc 
that,  and  have  out-heftor'd  him :  I  am  to  tell  her  from 
his  own  Mouth,  that  he  promifes  never  to  affiront  her 
more. 

Sir  Jol.  Indeed! 

Sir  D^x;.  Ay,  ay 

Enter  Lady  Dunce,  paying  her  Chairmm. 

Chairman,  God  blefs  you.  Madam,  thank  your  Ho- 
nour. 

Sir  Jol.  Hufii,  huHi,  there's  my  Lady,  I'll  be  gone,  I'll 
not  be  feen,  your  humble  Servant,  God  b'w'y. 

Sir  Dav.  No  Faith,  Sir  Jolly,  e'en  go  into  my  Houfe 
now,  and  flay  Supper  with  me,  we  han't  fnpp'd  together 
a  great  while. 

Sir  Jcl.  Ha!  fay  you  fo:  I  don't  care  if  I  do,  Faith 
withal  my  Heart  ^  this  may  give  me  an  Opportunity  to 
fct  all  things  right  again,  '[Afide, 

Sir  Dav.  My  Dear 

r|:  l,.  T)mce, 
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lu.Bmce.  Sir! 

Sir  Ditv.  You  have  been  abroad,  my  Dear,  I  fee! 

L.  Dunce.  Only  for  a  little  Air,   truly  I  was  almofl  fti- 

fled  within  Doors,  I  hope  you  will  not  be  angry.  Sir  Da^ 

ltd,  will  you?  ,        ,       «      ,3 

Sir  Bav.  Angry  Child!   no  Child,  not  Ij   what  Ihould 

I  be  angry  for? 

L.  Bwice.  I  wonder,  Sir  David,  you  willlervemeat  this 
rate.  Did  you  not  promife  me  to  go  in  my  behalf  to 
Beaugxrd,  and  correct  him  according  to  my  Inftrudtions 
for  his  Infolence? 

Sir  Dav.  So  I  did,  Child;  I  have  been  with  him,  Sweet- 
heart, I  have  told  him  all  to  a  tittle,  I  gave  him  back  a- 
gain  the  PLdure  too,  but  as  the  Devil  would  have  it,  I  for- 
got the  Ring,  faith  I  did. 

L.  Dunce.  Did  you  purpofe.  Sir  Scdow,  to  render  me 
ridiculous  to  the  Man  I  abominate?  what  fcandalous  In- 
terpretation, think  you,  mufl  he  make  of  my  retaining 
any  Trifle  cf  his,  fent  me  on  fo  difhooourable  terms  ? 

Sir  Dav.  Really,  my  Lamb,  thou  art  in  the  right;  yes 
I  went  back  afterwards,  dear  Heart,  and  did  the  bufinefs 
to  fome  purpofe. 

L.  Dimce.  I  am  glad  that  you  did,  with  all  my  Heart. 
Sir  Dav.  I  give  him  his  LeiTon,  I'll  warrant  him.  _ 
L.  Dir>7ce.  LeiTon!  what  Lefibn  had  you  to  give  him? 
Sir  Dav.  Why,    I  told  him  as  he  lik'd  that  Ufage  he 
might  come  again;  ha,  ha,  ha. 
L.  Dunce.  Ay,  and  fo  let  him. 

Sir  Dav.  With  all  my  Heart,  I'll  give  him  free  leave^ 
or  hancT  me;  though  thou  wou'dd  not  imagine  how  the 
poor  Devil's  alter'd.  La  you  there  nov/,  but  as  certainly 
as  I  (land  here,  that  Man  is  troubled  that  he  Avears  he 
"  11-all  not  reft  Day  nor  Night  'till  he  has  fatisfied  thee ; 
prithee  be  fatishe^i  with  him  if  it  is  poiTible,  my  Dear, 
prithee  do ;  I  promis'd  him  before  I  left  him  to  tell  thee 
as  much :  for  the  poor  Wreich  looks  fo  f^mply,  I  cou'd 
not  chuie  but  pity  hrm,  I  vow  and  fwear,  ha,  ha,  ha. 

Sir  fo'l.  Now,  now,  you  Uttle  Witch,  now  you  Chits- 
face;  odd  I  cou'd  find  in  my  Heait  to  put  my  little  Fin- 
ger in  your  Bubbles. 

L.  Dmce, 
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L.  Dunce.  Sir  David,  I  muft  tell  you,  that  I  cannot  but 
refent  your  fo  foon  Reconcilement  with  a  Man  that  I 
hate  worfe  than  Death,  and  that  if  you  lov'd  me  with 
half  that  Tendernefs  which  you  profefs,  you  wou'd  not 
forget  an  Affront  fo  palpably  and  fo  bafely  offer'd  me. 

Sir  Dav.  Why  Chicken,  where's  the  Remedy  ?  what's 
to  be  done  ?  how  wouldfl:  thou  have  me  deal  with  him  ? 
L.  Dunce.  Cut  his  Throat. 

Sir  Ddv.  Blefs  us  for  ever  ?  cut  his  Throat  ?  what,  do 
Murder? 

L.  Dunce.  Murder,  yes,  any  thing  to  fuch  an  incorrigible 
Enemy  of  your  Honour,  one  that  has  refolv'd  to  perfift  in 
abuling  of  you  j  fee  here  this  Letter,  this  I  receiv'd  fince 
I  laft  parted  with  you ;  juft  now  it  was  thrown  into  my 
Chair  by  an  impudent  Lacquey  of  his,  kept  o'purpofefor 
fuch  Imployments. 

Sir  Dav'.  Let  me  fee :  A  Letter  indeed ! for  the  Lady 

Dunce damn'd  Rogue,  treacherous  Dog,  what  can  he 

fay  in  the  Infide  now?  here's  a  Villain. 

L.  Dunce.  Yes  you  had  beft  break  it  open,  you  had  £o  y 
'tis  like  the  reft  of  your  Difcretion. 

Sir  Dav.  Lady,  if  I  have  an  Enemy,  it  is  beft  for  me 
to  know  what  Mifchief  he  intends  me  j  therefore,  with 
your  leave,  I  will  break  it  open. 

L.  Dunce.  Do,  do,  to  have  him  believe  that  I  was 
pleas'd  enough  with  it  to  do  it  my  k\i;  if  you  have  the 
Spirit  of  a  Gentleman  in  you,  carry  it  back,  and  dafh  it, 
as  it  is,  in  the  Face  of  that  audacious  Fellow. 
Sir  J-ol.  What  can  be  the  Meaning  of  this  now? 
Sir  Dav.  A  Gentleman,  yes,  Madam,  I  am  a  Gentle- 
man, and  the  World  fhall  find  that  I  am  a  Gentleman,- — 
I  have  certainly  the  beft  Woman  in  the  World. 

L.  Dunce.  What  do  you  think  muft  be  the  end  of  all 
this?  I  have  no  refuge  in  the  World,  but  your  Kindnefsj 
had  I  a  jealous  Husband  now,  how  miferable  muft  my 
Life  be! 

Sir  yol.  Ah  Rogues  Nofe !  ah  Devil !  ah  Toad !  cunning 
Thief,  wheedling  Slut,  Til  bite  her  by  and  by. 

Sir  Dav.  Poor  Fool !  no  Dear,  I  am  not  jealous,  nor 
aever  will  be  jealous  of  thee:  Do  what  thou  wilt  thou 

Ihalt 
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{halt  not  make  me  jealous:  I  love  thee  too  well  to  fuf- 
pedl  thee. 

L.  Dunce.  Ah  but  how  long  will  you  do  lo? 

Sir  Bxv.  How  long!   as  long  as  I  live  I  warrant  thee, 

I don^t  talk  to  a  body  fo:  1  cannot  hold  if  thou  doflr, 

my  Eyes  will  run  over,  poor  Fool,  poor  Birdfnies!  poor 
Lambkin !  p 

L  Dunce.  But  will  you  be  fo  kind  to  me  to  aniwer 
my  defires  will  you  once  more  endeavour  to  make  that 
Traytor  fenfible  that  1  have  too  juft  anEfteemof  you,  not 
to  value  his  Adrefles  as  they  deferve? 

Sir  Dav.  Ay,  ay,  I  will. 

h.  Dunce.  But  don't  flay  away  too  long  Dearj  m.ake 
what  haile  vou  can,  I  (hall  be  in  Pain  till  I  fee  youagam. 

Sir  D;iv.'Uy  Dear,  my  Love,  my  Babby,  I'll  be  with 
thee  in  a  moment:  Howhappy  am  I  above  the  reft  of  Men! 
Neighbour,  dear  Neighbour,  walk  in  with  my  Wife,  and 
keep  her  Company,  till  I  return  again.  Child  don't  be 
troubled,  prethee  don't  be  troubled,  was  there  ever  luch 
a  Wife-  well,  da,  da,  da,  don't  be  troubled,  prithee  don  t 
be  troubled,  prithee  dovit.  be  troubled,  da,  da.  [£*• 

L.  Dwice.  Sir  Jolly,  Sir  JoUy,  Sir  foUy. 

Sir  Jol.  Don't  be  troubled,  prithee  don't  be  troubled, 

da,  da.  ^     ,        i      ^ 

L.  Dunce.  But  Sir  JcUy,  can  you  guefs  whereabout  my 
wandring  Officer  may  be  probably  found  now? 

Sir  foL  Found,  Lady?  he  is  to  be  found.  Madam,  he 
is  to  be  at  my  Houfe  prefently  Lady,  he's  certainly  one ot 
the  fineft  Fellows  in  the  World. 

L.  Dunce.  You  fpeak  like  a  Friend,  Sir  Jolly. 

Sir  Jol.  His  Friend,  Lady;  no  Madam  his  Foe,  his  ut- 
ter Enemy,  I  fhall  be  his  Ruin,  I  fhall  imdo  him. 

L.  Dunce.  You  may,  if  you  pleafe;  then  come  both  and 
play  at  Cards  this  Evening  with  me  for  an  hour  or  two  i 
for  I  have  contriv'd  it  fo,  that  Sir  David  is  to  be  abroad 
at  Supper  to  night,  he  cannot  poffibly  avoid  it ;  I  long  to 
win  fome  of  the  Captain's  Mony  ftrangely. 

Sir>/.  Doyoufo,  my  Gamefter?  Well,  I'll  be  fure 
to  bring  him,  and  for  what  he  carries  about  hJm  I'll  war- 
rant you odd  he's  a  pretty  Fellow,  a  very  pretty  Fel- 
low, he  has  only  one  fa-olt,  L.  Dunce. 


3S4    ^he  Soldiers  Fortune. 

L.  Bmce.  Aiid  what  is  that  I  befeech  you,  Sir? 
^    Sir  Jol  Only  too  loving,  too  good-natur'd,    that's  all ; 
tis  certainly  the  beft-natur'd  Fool  breathing,that's  all  his  fault 
L.  -p^^^^.  Hift^  hift,  I  think  I  fee  Company  coming  i  if 
you  pleafe.  Sir  Jolly,  we'll  go  in.  ^ 

£;?/^r  Beaugard,  follow^  by  Sir  David,  and  Vermin. 
Sir  Jol.  Mum,  mum,  'tis  he  himfelf,  the  very  fame ; 
odds  fo,  Sir  Davy  after  him  too,  hufh,  hufh,  hufli, 
let  us  be  gone,  let  us  retire  3  do  but  look  upon  him  now, 
mind  him  a  little,  there's  a  Shape,  there's  an  Air,  there's 
a  Motion!  Ah  Rogue,  ah  Devil,  get  you  in, get  you  in.  I 
fay  there's  a  Shape  for  you.  [Exit.  L.  Dunce. 

Beau.  What  the  Devil  ihail  I  do  to  recover  this  dayslofs 
again?  my  honourable  Pimp  too,  my  Pander  Knight  has 
torlakenmej  methinks  I  am  quandary 'd  like  cndgoing 
with  a  Party  to  difcover  the  Enemies  Camp  ^  but  had  lo£ 
his  Guide  upon  the  Mountains :  Curfe  on  him,  old  Argos 
IS  here  again :  there  can  be  no  good  Fortune  towards  me 
when  he's  at  my  Heels. 

^  SirD^x;.  Sir,  Sir,  Sir,  one  word  with  you,   Sir!   Cap- 
tain, Captain,  noble  Captain,  one  word  I  befeech  you. 
Beau.  With  me.  Friend  ? 
Sir  Dav.  Yes  with  }ou,  my  no  Friend. 
Beau.  Sir  David,  my  Intimate,  myBofomPhyfician— 
Sir  Dav.  Ah  Rogue !  damn'd  Rogue ! 

Beau.  My  ConfelTor,  my  deareil  Friend  I  ever  had 

Sir  Dav.  Dainty  Wheadle,  here's  a  Fellow  for  ye. 
Beau.  One  that  has  taught  me  to  be  in  love  with  Vir= 
tue,  and  fhewn  me  the  ugly  Infide  of  my  Follies. 
Sir  Dav.  Your  humble  Servant. 

Beau.  Is  that  all?  if  you  are  as  cold  in  your  Love  as  you 
are  in  your  Friendfhip,  Sir  David,  your  Lady  has  the  worft 
time  on't  of  any  one  in  Chriflcndom. 

Sir  Dav.  So  ihe  has,  Sir,  when  fhe  cannot  be  free  from 
the  infolent  Sollicitations  of  fuch  Fellows  as  you  are,  Sir. 
Beau,  As  me,  Sir?  why  who  am  I,  good  Sir  Domice 
Doddle-pate? 

Sir  Dav.  So,  take  notice  he  threatens  me,  I'll  have  him 
bound  to  the  Peace  inftantly  i  will  you  never  have  remorfe 
of  Confcience,  Friend  ?  have  you  banifli'd  all  Shame  from 

yoUr 
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your  Soul?  Do  you  confider  my  Name  is  Sir  David  Dunce  ? 
tl;at  I  have  the  moft  virtuous  Wife  living  ?  Do  you  con- 
(ider  that?  Now  how  like  a  Rogue  he  looks  again  j  what 
a  hang-dog  Leer  was  that  ? 

Beau.  Your  virtuous  Wife,  Sir!  you  are  always  harp- 
ing upon  that  String,  Sir  David. 

Sir  Dav.  No,  'tis  you  wou'd  be  harping  upon  that 
String,  Sir  3  fee  you  this  ?  caft  your  Eyes  upon  this,  this 
Letter  Su-  j  did  not  you  promiie  this  very  day,  to  aband- 
on all  manner  of  Proceedings  of  this  Nature,  tending  to 
the  Difhonour  of  me  and  my  Family? 

Bean.  Letter,  Sir?  what  the  Devil  does  he  mean  now? 
Let  me  fee.  For  the  Lady  Dunce^  this  is  no  Scrawl  of 
mine,  Til  be  fworn  j  by  fove,  her  own  Hand !  What  a 
Dog  was  I !  forty  to  one  but  I  had  play'd  the  Fool,  and 
fpoird  all  again ;  was  there  ever  fo  charming  a  Creature 

breathing, Did  your  Lady  deliver  this  to  your  hands. 

Sir? 

Sir  Dav.  Ev'n  her  own  felf  in  Perfon,  Sir,  and  bad  me 
tell  you.  Sir,  that  (lie  has  too  juft  an  Efteem  of  me.  Sir, 
not  to  value  fuch  a  Fellow  as  you  are,  as  you  deferve. 
Beau.  Very  good :  [Reads  the  Leiter]  I  doubt  not  but 

this  Letter  v/ill  furprizc  you (in  troth,  and  fo  it  does 

Extreamly)  but  refledl  upon  the  manner  of  conveying  it 
to  your  Hand  as  kindly  as  you  can. 

Sir  Dav.  Ay  a  damn'd  Thief,  to  have  it  thrown  into 
the  Chair  by  a  Footman. 

Beau.  [Reads]  Would  Sir  David  were  but  half  fa  kind 
to  you  as  I  am. 

Sir  Dav.  Say  you  fo,  you  inlinuating  Knave. 
Beau.  But  he,  I  am  latisfy'd,  is  fo  feverely  jealous,  that 
except  you  contrive  fome  way  to  let  me  fee  you  this  Even- 
ing :  I  fear  all  will  be  hopelefs. 

Sir  Dav.  Impudent  Tray  tor,  I  might  have  been  a  Men- 
{l:er  yet  before  I  had  got  my  Supper  in  my  Belly. 

Beau.  In  order  to  which  either  appear  your  felf,  or 
fome  body  for  you,  half  an  hour  hence  in  the  Tiaz^za^ 
when  more  may  be  coniidered  of.     Adieu, 

Sir  D^v, 
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Sir  Dav.  Thanks  to  you,  noble  Sir,  with  all  my  Heart ; 
you  are  come  I  fee  accordingly,  but  as  a  Friend  I  am 
bound  in  Confcience  to  tell  the  bufinefs  won't  do,  the 
Trick  won't  pafs.  Friend  j  you  may  put  up  your  Pipes, 
and  march  oflP:  Oh  Lord!  he  lye  with  my  Wife,Pughhh, 
he  make  Sir  David  Dunce  a  Cuckold,poor  Wretch,  ha,  ha,  ha. 
Sir  Jol.  Hift,  hift,  hift. 

Enter  Lady  Dunce,  and  Fourbin  difguis'd. 
L.  Dunce.  That's  he,  there  he  is !  fucceed,   and  be  re-j 
warded. 

Tour.  Other  People  may  think  what  they  plcafe  j  bat 
in  my  own  Opinion,  I  am  a  very  pretty  Fellow  now  3  if 
my  defign  but  fucceed  upon  this  old  Baboon,  I'll  be  ca- 
noniz'd.  Sir,  Sir,  Sir. 

SirD^t;.  Friend!,  with  me?  Wou'd  you  fpeak  witk 
nic.  Friend? 

Four.  Sir,  my  Commands  were  to  attend  your  Worfhip. 
Sir  Jol.  Bedugard^Beaugnrdy  hift,  hift,  here,  here,  quick- 
ly, hift. 

Sir  Duv,  Where  do  you  live  Sweet-heart,  and  who  do 
you  belong  to  ? 

Tcur.  Sir,  I  am  a  fmall  Inftniment  of  the  City,  I  fefve 
the  Lord  Mayor  in  his  Office  there. 
Sir  Dav.  How,  the  Lord  Mayor ! 
Tour.  Yes,  Sir,  who  defircs  you  by  all  means  to  do  him 
the  Honour  of  your  Company  at  Supper  this  Evening. 

Sir  Dav.  It  will  be  the  greateft  Honour  I  ever  receiv'd 
in  my  Life;  what,  my  Lord  Mayor  invite  me  to  Supper? 
I  am  his  Lordfhip's  moft  humble  Servant. 

Tour.  Yes,  Sir,  if  your  Name  be  Sir  David  Dunce,  as  I 
have  the  honour  to  be  inform'd  it  is;  he  delires  you  more- 
over to  make  what  hafte  you  can,  for  that  he  has  fome 
matters  of  Importance  to  communicate  to  your  Honour, 
which  may  take  up  fbme  time. 
L.  Dunce.  I  hope  it  will  fucceed. 
Sir  Dav.  Communicate  with  me  I  he  does  me  too  no- 
ble a  Favour;  I'll  flye  upon  the  Wings  of  Ambition  to 
lay  my  felf  at  his  Footftool :  My  Lord  Mayor  lends  him- 
felf  to  invite  me  to  Supper,  to  confer  with  me  too :  I 
fhall  certainly  be  a  great  Man. 

Four 


The  Soldiers  Fortune*     35-7 

Jour.  What  Anfwer  will  your  Worfhip  charge  me  back 
withal? 

Sir  'Da,v.  Let  his  Lordfhip  know,  that  I  am  amaz'd 
and  confounded  at  his  Generolity  j  and  that  I  am  lb  tran- 
fported  with  the  Honour  he  does  me,  and  that  I  will  not 
fail  to  wait  on  him  in  the  roalHng  of  an  Egg. 
lour.  I  am  your  Worlhip's  lowly  Slave. 
Sir  T>civ.  Vermin,  go  get  the  Coach  ready  5  get  me  the 
Gold  Medal  too  and  Chain,  which  I  took  from  the  Ro- 
man Catholick  Officer  for  a  Popifh  Relick:  Til  be  finei 
Til  fhine,  and  drink  Wine  that's  divine  j  my  Lord  Mayor 
invite  me  to  Supper,' 

L.  T>unce.  My  deareft,  I'm  glad  to  fee  thee  returned  in 
Safety,  from  the  bottom  of  my  Heart  :  Hall  thou  fecn 
the  Traitor? 

Sir  T)civ.  Seen  him!  hang  him,  I  have  feen  him 3  Pox 
on  him,  feen  him! 

L.  Trnnct,  Well,  and  what  is  become  of  him  ?  Where 
is  he? 

Sir  Bdv.  Why  doft  thou  ask  me  where  he  is  ?  What  a 
Pox  care  I  what  becomes  of  him  j  prithee  don't  trouble 
me  with  thy  Impertinence,  I  am  bulie. 

L.  Himce.  You  are  not  angry,  my  Dear,  are  you? 
Sir  Dav.  No,  but  I  am  picas 'd,  and  that's  all  one  ^  very 
much  pleas'd  let  me  tell  you,  but  that  I  am  only  to  fup 
with  my  Lord  Mayor,  that's  all  3  nothing  ell'e  in  'Cos. 
World,  only  the  Bufmefs  of  the  Nation  calls  upon  me, 
that's  all  J  therefore  once  more,  I  fay,  don't  be  troubie- 
fome,  but  Hand  oi£ 

L.D««fe,You  always  think  my  Company  troublelbmej 
you  never  flay  at  home  to  comfort  me  j  what  think 
you  I  ihall  -.0  alone  by  my  i^^S  all  this  E\  ening  ?  Moping 
in  my  Chamber  3  'Pray,  my  Joy,  fcay  with  me  for  once. 
I  hope  he  won't  take  me  at  my  Word.  \Afih. 

Sir  Tiau.  I  fay  ^gain  and  again,  Tempter  ftand  otij    I 
will  not  lofe  my  Pieferment  tor  my  Pieafure3  Honour  is 
towards  me,  and  Flefh  and  Blood  are  my  Averhon. 
L.  Bance,  But  how  long  will  you  ftay  then  ? 

jfc  Sir 
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sir  Dav.  I  don't  know,  may  be  not  an  Hour,  may  be 
all  Night,  as  his  Lordfhip  and  I  think  fit  j  what's  that  ter 
any  Body?' 

L.  Dunce.  You  are  very  cruel  to  me. 

Sir  Dav.  I  can't  help  it ;  go,  get  you  in,  and  pafs  a- 
way  the  time  with  your  Neighbour,  I'll  be  back  again- 
before  I  diej  in  the  mean  time  be  humble  and  confor- 
mable, go.     Is  the  Coach  ready  > 

Verm.  Yes,  Sir. 

Sir  Ddv.  Well,  your  Servant  i  what,  nothing  to  my 
Lady  Mayorefs !  you  have  a  great  deal  of  Breeding  indeed, 
a  great  dcah  nothing  to  my  Lady  Mayorefs? 

L.  Dunce.  My  Service  to  her,  it  you  pleafe. 

Sir  Dav.  Well,  Da,  Da,  the  poor  Fool  cries,  o'  my 
Confcience  !  Adieu,  do  you  hear,  Farewcl.  [Exit, 

L.  Dunce.  As  well  as  what  I  love  can  make  me. 
Enter  Sir  Jolly. 

Sir  ^ol.  Madam,  is  he  gone  ? 

L.  Dunce.  In  Poll:  hafte,  I  aiTure. 

Sir  Jo!.  In  troth,  and  Joy  go  with  him. 

L.  Dunce.  Do  you  then,  Sir  Jolly,  conduct  the  Captain 
iiither,  v/hilfl:  I  go  and  difpole  of  the  Family,  that  we 
may  be  private.  [Exu. 

Enter  Sir  Davy. 

Sir  Dav.  Troth,  I  had  forgot  my  Medal  and  Chain, 
quite  and  clean  forgot  my  Relique^  I  was  forc'd  to  come 
up  thefe  Back-Stairs,  for  "fear  of  meeting  my  Wife  again  j 
it  is  the  troublefom'ft  loving  Fool ;  I  muft  into  my  Clo- 
fet,  and  write  a  fhort  Letter  too  ^  'tis  Poft  Night,  I  had 
forgot  that :  Well,  I  wou'd  not  have  my  Wife  catch  me 
for  a  Guinea.  [Exit, 

Enter  Beaugard  and  Lady  Dunce. 

Beau.  Are  you  certain,  Madam,  no  Body  is  this  way? 
I  fancy  as  we  enter'd,  I  faw  the  glimpfe  of  fomcthing 
more  than  ordinary. 

L.  Dunce.  Is  it  your  Care  of  me?  or  your  perfonal 
Fears,  that  make  you  fo  fufpicious  ?  Whereabouts  v/as  the 
Apparition  ? 

Beau.  There,  there,  jud  at  the  very  Door. 

L.  Dnnce. 
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h.  Dunce.  Fie  for  fliame,  that's  Sir  D^r/s  Clofet ;  and 
he,  I'm  fatisfy'd,  is  far  enough  off  by  this  time.  I'm  fure 
I  heard  the  Coach  drive  him  away.  But  to  convince 
you,  you  fhall  fee  row :  Sir  T>aiy,  Sir  Duty,  Sir  Bazy, 
[knocking  at  the  Clofet  Door.']  Look  you  there  j  you  a  Cap- 
tain, and  afraid  of  a  Shadow !  Come,  Sir,  fhall  we  call  for 
the  Cards  ? 

Beau.  And  what  fhall  we  play  for,  pretty  One? 

L.  Dunce.  E'en  what  you  think  beft.  Sir. 

Beau.  Silver  Kifles,  or  Golden  Joys !  Come,  let  us  make 
Stakes^a  little. 

Enter  Sir  Jolly. 

Sir  Jol.  Ah  Rogue,  ah  Rogue!  are  you  there?  Have  I 
caught  you  in  Faith,  now,  now,  now ! 

L.  Dunce.  And  who  fhall  keep  them? 

Beau.  You,  'till  Sir  Davy  returns  from  Supper. 

L.  Dunce.  That  may  be  long  enough  j  for  our  Engine 
Tourbin  has  Orders  not  to  give  him  over  fuddenly,  1  af- 
fure  you. 

Beau.  And  is't  to  your  felf  then  I'm  oblig'd  for  this 
bleft  Opportunity  ?  Let  us  improve  it  to  Love's  befl  Ad- 
vantage. 

Sir>/   Ah,h,  h,  h!  Ah,h,  h,  h,  h! 

Beau.  Let's  vow  Eternal,  and  raife  our  Thoughts  to 
Ej^dation  of  immortal  Pleafures :  in  one  anothers  Eyes 
let's  read  our  Joys,  'rill  we've  no  longer  Power  o'er  our 

Deiires,  drunk  with  this  diiTolving,  oh ! 

Enter  Sir  Dgvy  from  his  Clofet. 

L.  Dunce.  Ah.'  [S^jieaks. 

Beau.  By  this  Light,  the  Cuckold:  Frep^  nay,  then 
halloo.  [Gets  up,  and  runs  a-way. 

Sir  Dav,  O  Lord,  a  Man!  a  Man  in  my  Wife's  Cham- 
ber!   Murder,    Murder  !  Thieves,   Thieves,   fhut  up   my 
Doors  !  Madam!  Madam!  Madam! 
Bnter  Sir  Jolly. 

Sir  Jol.  Ay,  ay.  Thieves,  Thieves,  Murder,  Murder, 
where  Neighbour,  where,  where  ? 

L.  Dunce.  Pierce,  pierce  this  wretched  Heart,  hard  io 
the  Hilts,  dye  this  in  the  deepeft  Crimfon  of  my  Blood  ; 
fpare  not  a  miferable  Woman's  Life,  whom  Heav'n  de- 

lien'd 
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Cgn'd  to  be  the  unhappy  Objea  of  the  moft  horrid  Ufage 

Man  e'er  afted.  i    j  j  r.  ,  j  -  j 

[Catches  up  BeaugardV  S-fferd,  whtch  he  had  left  behind 

him  in  the  hurry,  and  prefents  it  to  Sir  Davy. 
Sir  Dav.  What,  in  the  Name  of  Satan,  does  fhe  mean 

°L.  Dunce.  Curfe  on  my  fatal  Beauty!  blafled  ever  be 
thefe  two  baneful  Eyes  that  couM  infpire  a  barbarous 
Villain  to  attempt  fuch  Crimes  as  all  my  Blood's  too  lit- 
tle to  atone  for:  Nay,  you  (hall  hear  me 

Sir  Dav.  Hear  you,  Madam!  No,  I  have  feen  too 
much,  I  thank  you  heartily;  hear  you.  Quotha  I-— 

L  Dunce.  Yes,  and  before  I  die  too,  Til  be  juitify  d. 

Sir  Jol.  Juftify'd,  oh  Lord,  Juftif/d! 

L.  Dunce.  Notice  being  given  me  of  your  Return,  I 
came  with  fpeed  to  this  unhappy  Place,  where  I  have  oft 
been  bleft  with  your  Embraces,  when  from  behind  the 
Arras  our  Harts  Beaugard  j   how  he  came  there  Heav'n 

S\\'Dav.  I'll  have  him  hangd  for  Burglary;  he  has 
broken  my  Houfe,  and  broke  the  Peace  upon  my  Wife  : 
Very  good!  ^ 

L.  Dmce.  Streight  in  his  Arms  he  grafp'd  me  faft  ; 
with  much  a-do  I  plung'd  and  got  my  Freedom,  ran  to 
your  Ciofet-door,  knock'd  and  implor'd  your  Aid,  call'd 
on  your  Name;  but  all  in  vain 

Sir  Dav.  Hah! 

h.Dmcs.  Soon  again  he  feiz'd  me,  flopp'd  my  Mouth; 
and,  with  a  Conqueror's  Fury 

Sit  Dav.  Oh  Lor4!  oh  Lord!  no  more,  no  more,  I 
befeech  thee,  I  fliall  grow  mad,  and  very  mad ;  Til  plough 
up  Rocks  and  Adamantine  Iron -bars;  I'll  crack  the  Frame 
of  Nature,  fally  out  Hke  Tamberlain  upon  the  Trojan 
Horfe,  and  drive  the  Pigmies  all  hke  Geefe  before  me. 
Oh  Lord,  flop  her  Mouth!  Well,  and  how  ?  and  what 
then!  ftop'd  thy  Mouth!  Well!  Hah! 

L.  Dunce.  No,  though  unfortunate,  I  ftill  am  innocent; 
hiscurfed  Purpofe  could  not  be  accompiiih'd ;  but  who 
will  live  fo  injur'd?   No,  I'll  die  to  be  reve-ng'd  on  my 

felt: 
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ielf  ■.  I  ne'er  can  hope  that  I  msy  fee  his  ftreaming  Gore  i 

and  thus  I  let  out  my  own 

[Offers  u>  run  upon  the  S-aord. 

Sir  Ddv.  Ha!  what  would'ft  thou  do,  my  Love?  pri- 
thee don't  break  my  Heart:  If  thou  wilt  kill,  kill  mej  I 
know  thou  art  innocent,  I  fee  thou  art  3  though  I  had 
rather  be  a  Cuckold  a  thoufand  times,  than  iofe  thee, 
poor  Lc'/e,  poor  Dearee,  poor  Baby. 

Sir  70/.  Alack-a-day {M'sefs. 

L. Dunce.  Ah  me! 

SirD^x*.  Ah,  prithee  be  comforteci  now,  prithee  do; 
why,  I'll  love  tliee  the  better  for  this,  for  all  this,  Mun :  Why 
ihould'ft  be  troubled  for  another's  ill  Doings  I  I  know  it 
was  no  fault  of  thine, 

Sirfol.  No,  no  more  it  wasTiot,  I  dare  fwearc 

Sir  Dav.  See,  fee,  my  Neighbour  weeps  too,  he  is 
troubled  to  fee  thee  thus. 

L. Dunce.  Oh,  but  Revenge! 

Sir  D;iv.  Why,  thou  fi:alt  have  Revenge;  ITi  havehing 
murder'dj  I'll  have  his  Throat  cut  before  to-morrow- 
morning.  Child :  Rife  now,  prithee  rife. 

Sir  yoL  Ay,  do.  Madam,  and  fmile  upon  Sir  Davy. 

L.  Dunce.  But  will  you  love  me  then  as  well  as  e'er  yois 
did? 

Sir  Dav.  Ay,  and  the  longeft  Day  I  live  too. 

L.  Dunce.  And  fhall  I  have  Juftice  done  me  on  tint 
prodigious  Monftcr? 

SirDav.  Why,  he  fliall  be  Crov/s-meat  by  to-morrow 
night  i  I  tell  thee  he  fhall  be  Crows  meat  by  midnight. 
Chicken. 

L.  Dunce.  Then  I  will  livej  fince  fo,  'tis  fomething 
pleafant : 

"Whence  I  in  Peace  may  lead  a  happy  Life 
With  fuch  a  Husband 

^ir  D^v.  I  with  fuch  a  Wife. 
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ACT    IV.    SCENE    I. 

SCENE     T&e  Tavern. 

Enter  Captain  Beaugard,  Courtine  and  Drawer, 

Dm».\T7EIcome,    Gentlemen,  very    welcome,    Sir; 
will  you    pleafe  to  walk  up  one  pair  of 


Stairs  ? 

Beau.  Get  the  great  Room  ready  prefently ;  carry  up 
too  a  good  Stock  of  Bottles  before-hand,  with  Ice  to  cool 
our  Wine,  and  Water  to  refrefh  our  GlaiTes. 

Drato.  It  fhall  be  done,  Sir.  Coming,  coming  there, 
coming;  Speak  up  in  the  Dolphin,  fome  Body. 

Beau.  Ah,  Courtine,  mufl:  we  be  always  idle !  Muft  we 
never  fee  our  glorious  Days  again!  When  fhall  we  be 
fowling  in  the  Lands  of  Milk  and  Honey,  encampt  in 
large  luxuriant  Vineyards,  where  the  loaded  Vines  cluftcr 
about  our  Tents,  drink  the  rich  Juice,  juft  prefl:  from 
the  plump  Grape,  feeding  on  all  the  fragrant  Golden  Fruit 
that  grow  in  fertile  Climes,  and  ripen'd  by  the  earlieft 
vi^^our  of  the  Sun? 

Cour.  Ah,  Beaugard!  thofe  Days  have  been,  but  now 
we  muft  refolve  to  content  our  felves  at  an  humble  Rate : 
Methinks  it  is  not  unpleafant  to  coniider  how  I  have  fcen 
thee  in  a  large  Pavillion  j  drowning  the  Heat  of  the  Day 
in  Champaine  Wines,  fparkhng  fwcet  as  thofe  charming 
Beauties,  whofe  dear  Remembrance  every  Glafs  recorded, 
v/ith  half  a  dozen  honeli  Fellows  more,  Friends,  Beau- 
gard; faithful  hearty  Friends;  things  as  hard  to  meet 
with,  as  Preferment,  here:  Fellows  that  would  fpeak  Truth 
boldly,  and  were  proud  on't;  that  fcorn'd  Flattery,  lov'd 
Honefty,  for 'twas  their  Portion  ^  and  never  yet  learn'd 
the  Trade  of  Eafc  and  Lying;  bat  now 

Beau,  Ay,  now  we  are  at  home  in  our  natural  Hives, 
and  ilecp  like  Drones ;  but  there's  a  Gentleman  on  the  o- 
ther  iidc  the  Water,  that  i^ay  make  work,  tor  us  all  one 
Day. 

Cour, 
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Ccur.  But  in  the  mean  while 

Beau.  In  the  mean  while  Patience,  Comrtine;  that  is  the 
Engljfi  Man's  Virtue :  Go  to  the  Man  that  owes  you  Mo- 
ny,  and  tell  him  you  are  neceffitated,  his  Anfwer  iliall  be, 
A  little  Patience,  I  befeech  you,  Sir :  Ask  a  cowardly 
Rafcal  S2tisfa<fLion  for  a  fordid  Injury  done  you  j  he  fhall 
cry,  Alas-a-day,  Sir,  you  are  the  ftrangeft  Man  living, 
you  won't  have  Patience  to  hear  one  fpeak :  Complain  to 
a  Great  Man  that  you  want  Preferment,  that  you  have 
forfaken  confiderable  Advantages  abroad,  in  Obedience  to 
publick  Edids}  all  you  fhall  get  of  him,  is  this,  You  muft 
have  Patience,  Sir. 

Cour.  But  will  Patience  feed  mc,  or  cloath  me,  or  keep 
me  clean  ? 

Beau.  Prithee  no  more  hints  of  Poverty  :  'Tis  fcanda- 
lousi  'sdeath,  I  would  as  foon  chufe  to' hear  a  Soldier 
brag,  as  complain :  Doll  thou  want  any  Mony  ? 

Cour.  True  indeed,  I  want  no  NecelTaries  to  keep  me 
alive  J  but  I  do  not  enjoy  my  felf  with  that  freedom  I 
would  do  3  there  is  no  more  Pleafure  in  living  at  ftint, 
than  there  is  in  living  alone.  I  would  have  it  in  my 
Power  (when  he  needed  me)  to  ferve  and  iaiTift  my 
Friend  j  I  would  to  my  Ability  deal  handfomely  too,  by 
the  Woman  that  pleas'd  me.  ' 

Beau.  Oh  fie  for  fhame !  you  would  be  a  Whore^ 
mailer.  Friend  j  go,  go,  I'll  have  no  more  to  do  with 
you. 

Cour.  I  would  not  be  forc'd  neither  at  any  time  to  a- 
void  a  Gentleman  that  had  oblig'd  me,  for  want  of  Mony 
to  pay  him  a  Debt  CGntradledin  our  old  Acquaintance:  it 
turns  m.y  Stomach  to  wheadle  with  the  Rogue  I  fcorn, 
when  he  ufes  me  fcurvily,  becaufe  he  has  my  Name  in 
his  Shop-Book. 

Beau.  As  for  Example,  to  endure  the  Familiarities  of  z 
Rogue,  that  fhall  cock  his  greafie  Hat  in  my  Face,  when 
he  duns  me,  and  at  the  fame  time  vail  it  to  an  overerov/n 
Deputy  of  the  Ward,  though  a  frowzy  Fellmonger 

Cour.  To  be  forced  to  concur  with  his  Non-fenife  too, 
and  laugh  at  his  Parilh-jefls. 
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Beau.  To  ufe  Refpe£ls  and  Ceremonies  to  the  Milch- 
tCow  his  "Wife,  and  praife  her  pretty  Children,  though 
they  ftink  of  their  Motho*,  and  are  uglier  than  the  IfTue  of 
.a  Baboon, ;  yet  all  this  muft  be  endured. 

Cour.  Muft  it,  Beaugard} 

Be(Ui.  And  iince  'tis  fo,  let's  think  of  a  Bottle. 

Cour.  With  all  my  Heart,  for  railing  and  drinking  do 
much  better  together  than  by  themfelves ;  a  private  Room, 
a  trufty  Friend  or  two,  good  Wine  and  bold  Truths,  are 
my  Kappinefs^  but  where's  our  dear  Frieiid  and  Intimate, 
•Sir  Jolly,  this  Evening? 

Beau.  To  deal  like  a  Friend,  Caurtine,  I  parted  with 
■him  but  juft  nowj  he's  gone  to  contrive  me  a  Meeting, 
if  pofiible,  this  Night,  with  the  Woman  my  Soul  is  m(5t 
fond  .of :  I  v/as  this  Evening  juft  entering  upon  the  Pa- 
lace of  all  Joy,  when  I  met  with  fo  damnable  a  Difap- 

pointment in  (hort,  that  Plague  to  all  well-meaning 

Women,  the  Husband,  came  unfeafonably,  and  forc'd  a 
pocM-  Lover  to  his  Heels,  that  was  fairly  making  his  Pro- 
grefs  another  way,  Court'mej  the  Story  thou  llialt  hear 
imoTC  at  large  hereafter, 

Cohr.  A  Plague  on  him,  why  didft  thou  not  murther 
the  -prefumptuous  Cuckold  ?  Sawcy  intruding  Clown  ! 
To  dare  to  difturb  a  Gentleman's  Privacies!  I  would  have 
beaten  him  into  Senfe  of  his  TranfgreiTion,  injoy'd  his 
^ife  before  his  Face,  and  taught  the  Dog  his  Duty. 

Beau.  Look  you,  Courtine,  you  think  you  are  dealing 
with  the  Landlord  of  your  Winter-Quarters  in  Alfatia 
tiow?  Friend,  Friend,  there  is  a  Difference  between  a 
Free-born  Znglifh  Cuckold,  and  a  fneaking  Wittal  of  a 
Conquer'd  Province. 

Cour.  Oh,  by  all  means!  there  ought  to  be  a  Difference 
K)bferv'd  between  your  Arbitrary  Whoring,  and  your  Li- 
irited  Fornication. 

Beau.  And  but  reafon:  For  though  we  may  make  bold 
with  another  Man's  V/ife  in  a  Friendly  way  ^  yet  nothing 
ypon  CompuUion,  dear  Heart. 

Xlou>r.  And  n  ow.  Sir  'felly,  I  hope,  is  to  be  the  Inftru- 
3Dent  of  fome  immortal  Piotj  fome  Contrivance  for  the 
_goed   of  the  Body,    and  the   old  Fdlow's  Soul,    Beau- 
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%AfA-^  for  all  Cuckolds  go  to  Heav'n,    that's  moil  cer- 
tain. 

Bern.  Sir  Jolly  I  Why,  on  my  Confcience,  he  thinks  it 
as  much  his  undoubted  Right  to  be  Pimp-Mafter  Gene- 
ral to. London  and  MMlefex,  as  tlie  Eftate  he  poffeffes  is  : 
By  my  confent  his  Woii"hip  ihould  e'en  have  a  Patent 
for  it. 

Cour.  He  is  certainly  the  fitteft  for  the  Employment  in 
Chriftendom;  he  knows  more  Families  by  their  Narne^ 
and  Titles,  than  all  the  Bell-men  within  and  without  the- 
Walls. 

Benu,  N^ay,  he  keeps  a  Catalogue  of  the  choicefl  Be2U= 
ties  about  Town,  iliuftrated  with  a  particular  Account  of 
their  Age,  Shape,  Proportion,  colour  of  Hair  and  Eyes^ 
degrees  of  Complexion,  Gun-powder  Spots  and  Moles. 

Cour.  I  wifh  the  old  Pander  were  bound  to  fatisfie  my 
Experience  i  what  Marks  of  good  Nature  my  Svlvia  has 
about  her. 

Enter  Sir  Jolly  Jumble. 

Sir  Jol.  My  Captains!  my  Sens  of  Mars,  and  Imps  of 
Venus  I  well  encountered;  what,  lliall  we  have  a  fparkling 
Bottle  or  two,  and  ufe  Tor.tnmWk^  a  Jade?  Beaitgard,  you 
are  a  Rogue,  you  are  a  Dog,  I  hate  you  3  get  you  gone, 
go- 

Bern.  But  Sir  Jolly,  what  News  from  Faradfs,  Sir 
Jolly  ?  Is  there  any  hopes  I  fhall  come  there  to  Night .? 

Sir  Jol,  xMay  be  there  is,  may  be  there  is  notj  I  fay  let 
us  have  a  Bottle,  and  I  will  fay  nothing  elfe  without  a 
Battle:  After  aGlafs  or  two  my  Heart  may  open. 

Cour.  Why  then  w^  will  have  a  Bottle,  Sir  Jolly, 

Sir  Jol.  Will?  we'll  Jiave  dozens,  and  drink  'rill  we  are 
wife,  and  fpeak  well  of  no  body,  'till  we  are  lewder 
than    Midnight  Whore«,    and  out-rail    disbanded   Offi- 
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Beau.  Only  one  thing  more,  my  noble  Knight,  and  therh 
we  are  entirely  at  thy  difpofal. 

Sir  Jel.  Well,  and  what's  that?  What's  the  Bufinefs? 

Beau.  This  Friend  of  mine  here  ftands  in  need  of  thy 
AflTii^ance,  he's  damnably  in  Love,  Sir  Jcliy. 

R  3  Sir  7^7. 
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sir  Jol.  Tn  Love!    is  he  fo!  In  Love!  Ods  my  Life!  Is 
fhe'  \vhars  her  Name?  Where  does  ihe  live?  I  virarrant      ,| 
voii  1  know  her^  (he's  in  my  Talsle-Book  I'll  waiTant      - 
yoiK  Vb-^n,  Wife,  or  Widow!    [Tuils  out  a  Table-book. 

Cour.  in  troth,  Sir  Jolly,  that's  fomething  a  difficult 
Queftionj  but  as  Virgins  go  now,  ftie  may  pafs  for  one 

Sir  Jol  Virgin,  very  good:  let  me  fee;  Vjrgin,  Virgin, 
Vir^hi;  oh,  here  are  the  Virgins;  truly,  I  meet  with  the 
fevveft  of  tills  fort  of  any;  Well,  and  the  firfl  Letter  of 
her  Name  now\  For  a  Wager  I  guefs  her. 

Cour.  Then  you  muft  know,  Sir  Jolly,  that  I  love  my 
Love  with  an  5".  ,       ^      ,  r  j 

Sir  Jol.  S.  S.  S.   O  here  are  the  ElTesj  let  me  coniider 

nov/ S.'ipho. 

Cour.  No,  Sir. 
Sir  Jol.  Selimla. 
Cour.  Neither. 
iSir  Jol.  Sophroma. 

Cour.  You  muit  guefs  again,  I  aflurc  you. 
Sir  JoL  Sylv'm.  ^ 

Cour,  Ay,  ay.  Sir  Jolly,  that's  the  fatal  Name;  Syi-via, 
the  Fair,  the  Witty,  the  Ill-natur'd ;  do  you  knov/  her, 
my  Fnend?  ^      ,  j  x 

'^vjol  Know  her!  Why  (he  is  my  Daughter,  and  I 
have  auopicd  her  thefe  feven  Years:  Sylvt(t\  letme  lookj 
iieht  brown  Hair,  her  Face  oval  and  roman,  quick  fpark- 
!ing  Eyes,  plump  pregnant  ruby  Lips,  with  a  Mole  on  her 
Breaft,  and  the  perfed  likenefs  of  a  Heart-Cherry  on  her 
left  Knee:  Ah  Villain!  Ah  fly  Cap!  have  I  caught  you?  ^ 
Are  you  there,  i'faith?  Well,  and  what  fays  flie?  Is  ihe  j 
coming?  Do  her  Eyes  betray  her?  Does  her  Heart  beat,     1 

and  her  Bubbles  rife,  when  you  talk  to  her,  hah? 

Beau.  Look  you.  Sir  Jolly,  all  things  confider'd,  it  may 

make  a  fhift  to  come  to  a  Marriage  in  time 

Sir  Jol.  I'll  have  nothing  to  do  in  it;  I  won't  be  fcen 
in  the  bufinefs  of  Matrimony;  Make  me  a  Match-maker  ? 
a  filthy  Marriage- Broker !  Sir  I  fcorn,  I  know  better  things : 
look  you,  Friend,  to  carry  her  a  Letter  from  you  or  io, 
upon  good  Terms,  though  it  be  in  a  Church,  I'll  deliver 

III 
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it;  or  when  the  bulmefs  h  come  to  an  iiTue,  if  I  may 
bring  you  handfomcly  together,  and  fo  forth,  I'll  ferve 
thee  with  all  my  Soul,  and  thank  thee  into  the  bargain ; 
thank  thee  heartily,  dear  Rogue  j  I  will  you  litde  Cock 
Sparrow,  f^ith  and  troth  I  will  3'  but  no  Matrimony,  Friend, 
rir  have  nothing  to  do  with  Matrimony;  'tis  a  damn'd 
Invention,  worfe  than  a  Monopoly,  and  a  Deihoyer  of 
Civil  Correipondence. 

'Entsr  Drawer. 
Vravfi.  Gentlemen,  your  Room  is  ready,  your  Wine  and 
Ice  upon  the  Tfible,  will  your  Honours  picaie  to  v/alk  in  ? 
SItJoL  Ay,   Wine,   Wine,  give  us  Wine:    a  Pox  on 
Matrimony  ;  Matrimony  in  the  Devil's  Name. 

Cour.  But  if  an  honeft  Harlot  or  two  chxance  to  enquire 
for  us.  Friend. 

Sir  Jol.  Right.  Sirrah,  if  Whores  c©me never  fb  many, 
give 'em  Reverence,  and  Reception,  but  nothing  clfe;  let 
nothing  but  Whores  and  Eottks  come  near  us,  as  you 
tender  your  Ear's. 

[They  go  with:?}  the  Scene,  Tphere  is  difco^je/d  uibk  md 

Bottles, 
Bern.  Why,  tiierc';-,  there's  the  Land  of  Canaan  now 
in  little;  hark  you  Drawer,   Dog,   fhut,    fhut  the  Door, 
Sirrah,  do  you  hear.?   t^hut  it  (b  clofe  that  neither  Cares 
nor  Neceffities  may  peep  in  upon  us. 

Enter  Sir  Davy,  Fourbin,  Bioody-Boiies,  /?«</Drawer. 
Tour.  Bloody-Bones,  be  fure  to  behave  your  felf  hand- 
fomly,   and  like  yojr  Profefiion ;  fhew  your  {qH  a  Cut- 
Throat  of  Parts,  a:;d  we'll  fleece  him. 

Blood,  My  Lady  lays,  we  mull  be  expeditious;  Sir  JoU 
ly  has  given  notice  to  the  Captain  by  this  time,  fo  that  no- 
thing is  wanting  but  the  Management  of  this  over-grown 
Gull  to  make  us  Hectors  at  large,  and  keep  the  Whore 
Fortune  under. 

Brav?.  Welcome,  Gentlemen,  very  welcome.  Sir; 
wiil't  pleafe  you  to  walk  into  a  Room  ?  Or  fhall  I  wait 
upon  your  Honours  Pleafure  here  ? 

Sir  Dav.  Sweet-heart  le:  us  be  quiet,  and  bring  us  Wine 

hither:  So [Sits  dorvn. 

From  this  moment,  War,  War;   and  mortal  dudgeon  a- 
R  4  gainll 


368    The  Soldiers  Fortune. 

gainft  that  Enemy  of  my  Honour,  and  Thief  of  my  good 
Name,  called  Bep.ugard,  You  can  cut  a  Throat  upon  oc- 
caiion,  you  faid.  Friend? 

Four.  Sir,  cutting  of  Throats  is  my  Hereditary  Vocati- 
on 5  my  Father  was  hang'd  for  cutting  of  Throats  before 
me,  and  my  Mother  for  cutting  of  Purfes. 

Sir  lyav.  No  more  to  be  faid  3  m.y  Courage  is  mount- 
ed like  a  little  Trench  Man  upon  a  great  Horfe,  and  Til 
have  iiim  murder'd. 

tcur.  Murder'd  you  fay,  Sir? 

Sir  Btiv.  Ay,  .Murder'd  I  fay,  Sir;  his  Face  ffay'd  ofF, 
and  naii'd  to  a  Poit  in  my  great  Hall  in  the  Country,  a- 
mongR  all  the  other  Trophies  of  wild  Beads  flain  by  our 
Family  fmce  the  Conqueil:  There's  never  a  Whore- Ma- 
iler's Head  there  yet. 

loar.  Sir,  for  that  let  me  recommend  this  worthy 
Friend  of  mine  to  your  Service  3  he^s  an  induitrious  Gentle- 
man, and  one  that  will  deferve  your  Favour . 

Sir  Dav,  He  looks  but  fomething  ruggedly  though  me- 
thinks. 

Ilu^.  But,  Sir,  his  Parts  will  atone  for  his  Perfcnj 
Forms  and  Fafnions  are  the  leaft  of  his  ftudy :  He  affects 
a  ibrt  of  Philofophical  Negligence  indeed;  but,  Sir,  make 
trial  of  him,  and  you'll  find  him  a  Perfonfit  for  the  work 
of  this  World. 

Sir  D;^v.  What  Trade  are  you,  Friend  ? 

Blood,  No  Trade  at  all.  Friend ;  I  profefs  Murder :  Raf- 
cally  Butchers  make  a  Trade  on'c ;  'tis  a  Gentleman's  Di- 
vertifement. 

Sir  Bav,  Do  you  profefs  Murder  ? 

Blocd.  Yes,  Sir,  'tis  my  Livelihood :  I  keep  a  Wife  and 
fix  Children  by  it. 

Sir  D(i"j.  Tiien,  Sir,  here's  to  you  with  all  my  Heart : 
Wou'd  I  had  done  with  thefe  Fellows. 

Four.  Well,  Sir,  if  you  have  any  Service  for  us,  I  de- 
fire  we  may  receive  your  Gold  and  your  Inflrudiions  fo 
foon  as  is  pofTible. 

Sir  Dp.v.  Soft  and  fair,  Sweet-heart,  I  love  to  fee  a  lit- 
tle how  I  lay  out  my  Mony :  Have  you  very  good  trad- 
ing now-a-days  in  your  way,  Friend? 

Blood. 
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Blood.  In  peaceable  times  a  Man  may  eat  and  drink  com- 
fortably upon't:  A  private  Murder  done  handlbmely  is 
worth  Monyi  but  now  that  the  Nation's  unlettled,  there 
are  fo  many  general  Undertakers,  that  'tis  grown  almoft 
a  Monopoly ;  you  may  have  a  Man  murder'd  almoft  for 
little  or  nothing,  and  no  body  e'er  know  who  did  it  nei- 
ther. 

Sir  Bav.  'Pray,  what  Countryman  are  you?  Where 
were  you  bom,  moft  Noble  Sir  ? 

Blood.  Indeed  my  Country  is  Foreign,  I  was  born  in 
jirgier-^  my  Mother  was  an  A^o^2.tt-Greek,  my  Father 
a  Renegado  Englijlrmm,  who  by  oppreiTmg  of  Chriftian 
Slaves  grew  richj  for  which  when  he  lay  fick,  I  mur- 
der'd him  one  Day  in  his  ^td  j  made  my  Efcape  to  MM- 
tha;  where,  imbracing  the  Faith,  I  had  the  Honour  gi- 
ven me  to  command  a  thoufand  Horfe  aboard  the  Gal- 
lies  of  that  State. 

Sir  Dav.  Oh  Lord,  Sir!  my  humble  Service  to  you  a- 
gain. 

Four.  He  tells  you.  Sir,  but  the  naked  Truth. 

Sir  Dav-.  I  doubt  it  not  in  the  lead,  moft  worthy  Sir. 
Thefe  are'  devilifh  Fellows  Til  warrant  'em.  [Afds. 

Four.  War,  Friend,  and  fhining  Honour  has  been  our 
Province,  'till  rufty  Peace  redac'd  us  to  this  bafe  Obfcuri- 
tyj  Ah,  Bloody-Bones]  Ah,  when  thou  and  I  commanded 
that  Party  at  the  Siege  of  Vhilipsbourgh !  where  in  the 
Face  of  the  Army  we  took  the  impenetrable  Half-Moon. 

Blood.  Half- Moon,  Sir  1  by  your  Favour  'twas  a  Whole 
Moon. 

Fow.  Brother  thou  art  in  the  rights  'twas  a  Full  Moon, 
and  flich  a  Moon,  Sir! 

Sir  Dav.  I  doubt  it  not  in  the  leaft.  Gentlemen  j  but, 
in  the  mean  while,  to  our-Bulinefs, 

Fc^Ar.  With  alimy  Heart,  fo  foon  as  you  pleafe. 

Sir  Dxv.Do  you  know  this  Beaugardy  he's  a  deyiUlh 
Fellow  I  can  tell  you  that:  He's  a  Captain. 

Four,  Has  he  a  Heart,  think  vou,  Sir? 

Sir  Dav.  Oh,  like  a  Lion!  he  icars  neither  God,  iNkn. 
nor  Devil- 

^  S  Blood, 
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Blood.  I'll  bring  it  you  for  your  Breaktaft  to-Mor- 
row :  Did  you  never  eat  a  Man's  Heart,  Sir  ? 

Sir  D;i'v.  Eat  a  Man's  Heart,  Friend! 

Tour.  Ay,  ay,  a  Man's  Heart,  Sir;  it  makes  abfolutcly^ 
the  befl  Ragouft  in  the  World:  1  have  eaten  forty  of 
them  in  my  time  without  Bread. 

Sir  Dav.  O  Lord!  a  Man's  Heart!  my  humble  Service 
to  you  both,  Gentlemen. 

Blood.  Why,  your  Aigerine  Pirates  eat  nothing  elfc  at 
Sea;  they  have  tliem  always  potted  up  like  Venifon;  your 
well  grown  Dutchmm's  Heart  makes  an  excellent  Diili 
with  Oil  and  Pepper. 

Sir  Dav.  Oh  Lord!  Oh  Lord!.  Friend,  Friend,  a  word 
with  you :  How  much  mufl  you  and  your  Companion 
have  to  do  this  Buiinefs  ? 

Four.  What,  and  bring  you  the  Heart  home  to  your 
Houfe? 

Sir  Dav.  No,  no,  keeping  the  Heart  for  your  own  eat- 
ing,  ril  be  rid  of  'em  as  Toon  as  poflible  I  can. 

Four.  You  fay.  Sir,  he's  a  Gentleman? 

Sir  D,iv.  Ay,  fuch  a  fort  of  Gentlemen  as  are  about  this 
Town:  The  Fellow  has  a  pretty  handfomc  Outfide ;  but 
i  believe  little  or  no  Mony  in  his  Pockets. 

Four.  Therefore  wc  are  like  to  have  the  honour  to  re- 
ceive the  more  from  your  Worfhip's  Bounty. 

Blood.  For  my  part'l  care  for  no  Man's  Bounty :  I  ex- 
pect to  have  my  Bargain  perform'd,  and  I'll  make  as  good 
a  one  as  I  can. 

Sir  Dav.  Look  you,  Friend,  don't  you  be  angry,  Friend, 
don't  be  angry,  Friend,  before  you  have  Occalion :  You 

iky  you'll  have let's  fee  how  much  will  you  have 

_now 1  v/arrant  the  Devil  and  all  by  your  good  Will. 

Four.  Truly,  Sir  Dfitvid,  if  as  you  fay,  the  Man  mufl  be 
*vell  murdered  without  any  remorfe  for  Mercy,  betwixt 
Turk  and  few,  it  is  honcftly  worth  two  hundred  Pounds. 

Sir  Dav.  Two  hundred  Pounds!  Why,  Til  have  a  Phy- 
fician  diali  kill  a  whole  Family  for  half  the  Mony. 

Blood.  Damme,  Sir,  how  do  ye  mean  ? 

Sir  Dav.  Damme,  Sir,  how  do  I  mean?  Dsnime,  Sir, 
not  to  part  v/ith  my  Mony. 
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Blood.  Not  part,  Brother ! 

Fonr.  Brother,  the  Wight  is  improvable,  and  this  muil 
be  born  withal. 

Blood.  Have  I  for  this  diflblv'd  Circe~;m  Charms  ?  broke 
Iron  Durance,  whilfl  from  thefe  firm  Legs  the  well-fii'd 
ufelefs  Fetters  dropp'd  away,  and  left  me  Mafler  of  my 
native  Freedom  ? 

Sir  Dav,  What  does  he  mean  now  ? 

Four.  Truly,  Sir,  I  am  forry  to  fee  it,  with  all  my 
Heart  i  'tis  a  Diftradion  that  frequently  feizes  him,  tho* 
I  am  ibrry  it  fhould  happen  fo  unluckily  at  this  time. 

Sir  Dav.  Diilra6ied,  fay  youJ  is  he  fo  apt  to  be  di- 
ftraded? 

Four.  Oh,  Sir,  raging  mad :  We  that  live  by  Murder 
are  all  foi  Guilt  will  never  let  us  flcep.  I  befeech  you. 
Sir,  ftand  clear  of  him,  he's  apt  to  be  very  mifchie- 
voiis  at  thefe  unfortunate  Hours, 

Blood.  Have  I  been  drunk  with  tender  Infants  Blood, 
and  ripp'd  up  teeming  Wombs?  Have  thefe  bold  Hands 
ranfack'd  the  Temples  of  the  Gods,  and  ftabb'd  the  Pricfls 
before  their  Altars?  Have  I  done  this?  hah! 

Sir  Dav.  No,  Sir,  not  that  I  know,  Sir,  I  would  not 
fay  any  fuch  thing  for  all  the  World,  Sir :  Worthy  Gen- 
tleman, I  bcleech  you,  Sir,  you  feem  to  be  a  civ^il  Perfon, 
I  befeech  you,  Sir,  w  mitigate  liis  Padlon,  I'li  do  any- 
thing in  the  World  j  you  Hiall  command  my  whole  E- 
ftate. 

FoHr.  Nay,  after  all.  Sir,  if  you  have  not  a  mind  to 
have  him  quite  murder 'd,  if  a  fwinging  Drubbing  to  bed- 
rid him,  or  fo,  will  ferve  your  turn,  you  m.ay  have  it  at 
a  cheaper  Rate  a  great  deal. 

•  Sir  Dav.  Truly,  Sir,  with  all  my  Heart  j  for  methinks, 
now  I  confider  Matters  better,  I  wou*d  not  by  any  mean? 
be  guilty  of  another  Man's  Blood. 

F^ur.  Why,  then  let  me  confider, to  have  him  bea- 
ten fabftantially,  a  beating  that  will  ftick  by  him,  will 
coft  you half  the  Mony. 

Sir  Dav.  What,  one  hundred  Pounds!  Sure  the  Devil'© 
in  yoU;  or  you  would  no:  be  fg  uncoafcionablc. 
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5/<?oi.  The  Devil !  where?  where  is  the  Devil?  Shew 
me ;  ril  tell  thee,  Beehebub,  thou  haft  broke  thy  Cove- 
nant j  did  ft  thou  not  promife  me  eternal  Plenty,  when  I 
re/ign'd  my  Soul  to  thy  Allurements? 

Sir  Bdv.  Ah,  Lord ! 

Blood,  Tcxich  me  not  yet  j  Fve  yet  ten  thoufand  Mur- 
ders to  ad  before  I'm  thine :  With  all  thofe  Sins  I'll  come 
with  full  Damnation  to  thy  Caverns  of  endlefs  Pain,  and 
hovi^l  with  thee  for  ever. 

Sir  Bav.  Blefs  us !  what  will  become  of  this  mortal 
Body  of  mine  ?  Where  am  I  ?  is  this  a  Houfe  ?  do  I  live  ? 
am  I  Flefti  and  Blood  f 

Blood.  There,  there's  the  Fiend  again !  don't  chatter  To, 
and  grin  at  me ;  if  thou  muft  needs  have  Prey,  take  here, 
take  him,  this  Tempter  that  wou'd  bribe  me  with  ftii- 
ning  Gold,  to  ftain  my  Hands  with  new  Iniquity. 

Sir  D.%v.  Stand  off,  I  charge  thee,  Satan,  whofoe'er 
thou  art,  thou  haft  no  Right  nor  Claim  to  mej  I'll  have 
thee  bound  in  Necromantick  Charms.  Hark  you,  Friend;^ 
has  the  Gentleman  given  his  Soul  to  the  Devil? 

Jour.  Only  pawn'd  it  a  little;  that's  all. 

Sir  Ba'v.  Let  me  befeech  you.  Sir,  to  difpatch,  and  get 
rid  of  him  as  ibon  as  you  can.  I  would  gladly  drink  a 
Bottle  with  you,  Sir,  but  I  hate  the  Devil's  Company 
mortally :  As  for  the  hundred  Pound,  here,  it  is  ready  i 
no  moie  words,  I'll  flibmit  to  your  good  Nature  and 
Difcretion. 

Four.  Then,  Wretch,  take  this,  and  make  thy  Peace 
with  the  infernal  King;  he  loves  Riches,  facrifice  and  be- 
at reft. 

Blood.  'T.s  done,  111  follow  thee,  lead  onj  nay,  \i  thoui 
fmile,  I  more  defie  thee;  Fee,  Fa,  Fum.  [Exit. 

Four.  'Tis  very  odd  this. 

Sir  Bav.  Very  odd,  indeed;  Vva  glad  he's  gone  though. 

Tohr.  Now,  Sir,  if  you  pleaie,  we'll  refrelh  our  feh  es 

with  a  chearful  Ch(s,  and  fo  Chaque  un  chez.  lui 1 

Vv^ou'd  fain  make  the  Gull  drunk  a  little  to  put  a  little 
Mettle  into  him. 

Sir  Ba-v,  With  all  rny  Heart,  Sir;  but  no  more  words 
©f  the  Devil,  H  you  love  me. 

Jour, 
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lour.  The  Devil's  an  Afs,  Sir,  and  here's  a  Health  to  all 
thofe  that  defie  the  Devil. 

Sir  Di^v.  With  all  my  Heart,  and  all  his  Works  too. 

Four.  Nay,  Sir,  you  mufl:  do  me  right,  I  aflure  you. 

Sir  Dav.  Not  fo  full,  not  £o  full,  that's  too  much  of  all 
Confcience:  In  troth,  Friend,  thefe  are  fad  times,  very 
iad  times;  but  here's  to  you. 

Tour.  'Pox  o'  the  Times,  the  Times  are  well  enough, 
fb  long  as  a  Man  has  Mony  in  his  Pocket. 

Sir  Ddv.  'Tis  true,  here  I  have  been  bargaining  with 
you  about  a  Murder,  but  never  confider  that  Idolatry  is 
coming  in  full  fpeed  upon  the  Nation.  Pray  what  Reli- 
gion are  you  of.  Friend  ? 

Tour.^hdX  Religion  am  I  of,  Sir?  Sir,  your  humble 
Servant. 

SirD-^i;.  Truly  a  good  Confcience  is  a  great  Happinefs  j 
and  fo  ril  pledge  you,  hemph,  hemphj  but  Ihant  the 
Dog  be  murder 'd  this  Night  ? 

Four.  My  Brother  Rogue  is  gone  by  this  time  to  Sett 
him,  and  the  Bufmefs  fhail  be  done  effedually,  I'll  war- 
rant you.    Here's  reft  his  Soul. 

Sir  Dav.  With  all  my  Heart,  Faith  3  I  hate  to  be  uncha- 
ritable. 

Inter  Courtine  and  Draiver. 

CouY.  Look  you,  'tis  a  very  impudent  thing  not  to  he 
drunk  by  this  nmt;  iliall  Rogues  ftay  in  Taverns  to  fip 
Pints,  and  be  fobcr,  when  honefl  Gentlemen  are  drunk  by 
Gallons  ?  I'll  have  none  on't. 

Sir  D;iv.  O  Lord,  who's  there?      [Sits  up  in  his  Ch/iir. 

Brayo.  I  befeech  your  Honour,  our  Houie  will  be  ut- 
terly ruin'd  by  this  means. 
^  Cour.  Damn  your  Houfe,  your  Wife,  and  Children,  and 

all  your  Family,  you  Dog! Sir,  who  are  you. 

[To  Sir  David. 

S:r  Bav.  Who  am  I,  Sir,  what's  that  to  you  Sir?  Will 
you  tickle  my  Foot,  you  Rogue  ? 

Cour.  ill  tickle  }Our  Guts,  you  P^ultroon,  prefently. 

Sir  D.^t;.  Tickle  my  Guts,  you  Mad-cap!  1 11  tickle  your 
Toby  if  you  do. 
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Cour.V/hsit,  with  that  circumcis'd  Band?  That  grave 
hypocritical  Beard,  of  the  Reformation-cut?  Old  FeDow, 
I  believe  you  are  a  Rogue. 

Sir  Dav.  Sirrah  you  are  a  Whore,  an  errant  Bitch- 
Whore,  Til  ufe  you  like  a  Whore,  I'll  kifs  you,  you  Jade, 
ril  raviih  you,  you  Buttock,  I  am  a  Juftice  of  the  Peace, 
Sirrah,  and  that's  worfe. 

Com,  Damn  you,  Sir,  I  care  not  if  you  were  a  Con- 
iiable  and  all  his  Watch ;  what,  fuch  a  Rogue  as  you  fend 
honeft  Fellows  to  Prifon,  and  countenance  Whores  in 
your  Jurifdidion  for  Bribery,  you  Mongrel!  Til  beat  you. 
Sirrah,  I'll  brain  you,  I'll  murder  you,  you  Moon-Calf. 

[Throws  the  Chairs  after  him. 

Sir  Bav.  Sir,  Sir,  Sir,  Conftable,  Watch,  ftokes,  ftokes, 
ftokes.  Murder [Exit. 

Cotir.  Huzz.a,  Beaugard! 

Enter  Beaugard,  and  Sir  Jolly. 

Tour.  Well,  Sir,  the  Bufmefs  k  done,  we  have  bargain'd 
to  murder  you. 

Beau.  Murder 'd!  who's  to  be  murder'd,  ha,  Fourbin? 

Sir  J-ol,  You  are  to  be  murder'd.  Friend,  you  fball  be 
murder'd,  Friend. 

Beau.  But  how  am  I  to  be  murder'd  ?  Who's  to  mur- 
der me,  I  befeech  you? 

Tour.  Your  hurnble  Servant,  Tourhin\  I  am  the  Man, 
with  your  Worfhip's  leave.  Sir  T>avid  has  given  me  this 
Gold  to  do  it  haridibmly. 

Beau,  Sir  David\  uncharitable  Cur,  what  murder  an 
honeft  Fellow  for  being  civil  to  his  Family :  What  can 
this  mean,  Gentlemen  ? 

Sir  yoL  No,  'tis  f  jr  not  being  civil  to  his  Family,  that 
it  means  Gentlemen,  therefore  are  you  to  be  murder'd  to 
Night,  and  bury'd  a-bed  with  my  Lady,  you  J^ach  Strata 
you. 

Beau.  I  underfland  you,  Friends;  the  old  Gentleman 
hasdefign'd  tohavemebutcher'd,and  you  have  kindly  con - 
triv'd  it  to  turn  it  to  my  Advantage  in  the  Affair  of  Love. 
I  am  to  be  murder'd  but  as  it  were.  Gentlemen,  hah ! 

lour.  Your  Honour  has  a  piercing  Judgment ;  Sir,  Cap- 
tain Courtim's  gone, 

BeftH, 
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Bern.  No  matter,  let  him  go :  he  has  a  Defign  to  put 
in  Pradice  this  Night  too,  and  would  perhaps  but  fpoil 
oursj  but  when,  Si^  Jolly,  is  this  Bufinefstq  be  brought 
about? 

Sir  Jol.  Prefently,  'tis  more  than  time  'twere  done  al- 
ready; go,  get  you  gone,  I  iayj  hold,  hold,  let's  fee  your 

left  Ear  firft,  hum ha you  are  a  Rogue,  y'are  a 

Rogue,  get  you  gone,  get  you  gone,  go.  \Exemt, 

SCENE  changes  to  Covent-Garden  Piazza. 

Enter  Sylvia  and  her  Maid  in  the  Balcony. 

Maid.  But  why.  Madam,  will  you  ufe  him  fo  inhu- 
manly ?  I'm  confident  he  loves  you. 

Sylv.  Oh!  a  true  Lover  is  to  be  found  out  like  a  true 
Saint,  by  the  trial  of  his  Patience:  have  you  the  Cords 
ready  ? 

Maid.  Here  they  are,  Madam. 

Sylv,  Let  'em  down,  and  be  fure  when  it  comes  to 
Trial,  to  pull  luftily;  is  Will  the  Footman  ready? 

Will.  At  your  Ladyfhip's  Command,  Madam. 

Sylv.  I  wonder  he  fliould  flay  fo  long,  the  Clock  has 
ftruck  Twelve. 

Enter  Courtine. 

Cour.  y7?^^.        And  toas  fhe  mt  frank  and  free y 
And  was  fhe  not  kind  to  rfie. 
To  lock  up  her  Cat  in  her  Cupboard, 
And  give  her  Key  to  7ne,  to  me: 
To  lock  up  her  Cat  in  her  Cupboard, 
And  giv^  her  Key  to  me. 

Sylv.  This  mufl  be  he:  Ay,  'tis  he,  and,  as  I  am  a 
Virgin,  roaring  drunk ;  but  if  I  find  not  a  way  to  make 
him  fober 

Cour.  Here,  here's  the  Window:  Ay,  that's  Hell-door: 
and  my  Damnation's  in  the  Infide:  Sylvia,  Sylvia,  Sylvia, 
Dear  Imp  of  Satan  appear  to  thy  Servant. 

Sylv,  Who  calls  on  Sylvia  in  this  dead  of  Night,  when 
Reft  i%  wanting  to  her  longing  Eyes? 

Cour, 
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Cour.  'Tis  a  poor  Wretch  can  hardly  ftand  uprightj 
drunk  with  thy  Loves,  and  if  he  falls  he  lies. 

Sylv.  Cow-tine,  is  it  you? 

Cour.  Yes,  Sweet-Heart,  *tis  I;  art  thou  ready  for 
me? 

Sylv.  Fatten  your  felf  to  that  Cord  there;  there  it 

is. 

Cour.  Cord!  Where?  Oh,  oh,  here,  here,  fo  now  to 
Heav'n  in  a  String. 

Sylv.  Have  you  done? 

Cour.  Yes,  I  have  done  Child,  and  would  fain  be  doing 
too,  Huflie. 

Sylv.  Then  pull  away,  hoa  up,  hoa  up,  hoa  up,  fo,  a- 
vaft  there,  Sir. 

Cour.  Madam. 

Sylv.  Are  you  very  much  in  Love,  Sir  ? 

Cour.  Oh  damnably  Child,  damnably. 

Sylv.  I'm  forry  for't  with  all  my  Heart:  Good-nrght 
Captain. 

Cour.  Haj  gone!  what,  left  in  Emfmus's  Paradife,  be- 
tween Heav'n  and  Hell?  If  the  Conftable  fhould  take  me 
now  for  a  ftragling  Monkey  hung  by  the  Loins,  and  hunt 
me  with  his  Cry  of  Watch-men!  Ah!  Woman,  Woman, 
Woman;  well,  a  merry  Life,  and  a  Ihort,  that's  all. 

Sings.  Godprofper  long  our  Noble  King, 
Our  Lives  arnl  Safeties  all. 

I  am  miglity  Loyal  to  Night. 

Enter  Fourbin  and  Bloody-bones,  as  from  Sir  Davy 
Dunce'V  Houfe. 

Tom.  Murder,  Murder,  Murder  !  Help,  help,  Mur- 
der! 

Cour.  Nay,  if  there  be-  Murder  ftirring,  'tis  high  time 
to  fhift  for  my  felf,  [Climbs  up  to  the  Balcony. 

Sylv.  [Scjieaking.']  A  h,  h,  h,  h! 

Bhod.  Yonder,  yonder  he  comes ;  Murder,  Murder, 
Murder!  [f.-^  Blood. /?»^  Fourbin. 

lEriter 
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Enter  Sir  Davy  Dunce. 
Sir  Dav.  *Tis  very  late^  but  Murder  is  a  melancholy 
bufinefs,  and  Night  is  fit  for'c.   I'll  go  home.         [Knocks, 
Verm.  Who's  there  ? 

Sir  Dav.  Who's  there  ?  Open  the  Door  you  Whelp  of 
Babylon. 

Verm.  Oh  Sir!  Y'are  welcome  home  j  but  here  is  the 
faddeH  News!  Here  has  been  iMurder  committed,  Sir. 

S'wDav.  Hold  your  Tongue  you  Fool,  and  go  to  fleepj 
get  you  in,  do  you  hear  5  you  talk  of  Murder  you  Rogue  B 
You  meddle  with  State  Affairs?  Get  you  in. 
The  Scene  opens  the  middle  of  the  Houfe,  and  difiovers  S;>  Jol- 
ly Jumble  and  the  Lady  putting  Captain  Beaugard  in  or- 
der as  if  he  TV  ere  dead. 

Sir  fol.  Lye  ftill,  lye  ftill  you  Knave,  clofe,  clofe  when 
I  bid  you,  you  had  beft  queft,  and  fpoil  the  Sport,  you 
had! 

Beau.  But 'pray  how  long  muft  I  lye  thus? 
L. Dunce.  I'll  warrant  you'll  think   the  time   mighty 
tedious. 

Beau.  Sweet  Creature,  who  can  counterfeit  Death 
when  yau  are  near  him  ? 

Sir  fol.  You  fhall,  Sirrah,  if  a  body  defires  you  a  lit- 
tle, fo  you  fhall  i  we  fhall  fpoil  all  elfe,  all  will  be  fpoil'd 
clfe,  Man,  if  you  do  not:  Stretch  out  longer,  longer  yet, 
as  long  as  ever  you  canj  fo,  {o,  hold  your  Breath,  hold 
your  Breath  j  very  well. 

Enter  Maid. 
Maid.  Madam,  here  comes  Sir  David. 
Sir  fol.  Odds  fo,  now  clofe  again  as  I  told  you,  clofe 
you  Devil,  now  ftir  if  you  dare;   ftir  but  any  Part  about 
you  if  you  dare  nowi  odd  I'll  hit  you  fuch  a  Rap  if  you 
doj  lye  ftill,  lye  you  ftill. 

Enter  Sir  Davy  Dunce. 
Sir  Dav.  My  Dear,  how  doft  thou  do,  my  Dear?  I 
am  come. 

L.  Dunce.  Ah,  Sir  !  what  is't  y'ave  done?  Y'ave  ruin'd 
me,  your  Family,  your  Fortune,  all  [5  ruin'd  j  where  ftiall 
wc  go,  or  whether  fhall  we  flye  ? 

Sir  P/i-w 
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Sir  Tiav.  Where  fhall  we  go !  why,  we'll  go  to  Bed, 
you  little  Jackadandy ,  why,  you  are  not  a  Wench,  you 
Rogue,  you  are  a  Boy,  a  very  Boy,  and  I  love  you  the 
better  for't:  Sirrah,  hey! 

L.  Dunce.  Ah,  Sir,  fee  there. 

Sir  Dav.  Blefs  us !  a  Man!  and  bloody!  what,  upon  my 
Hall-Table ! 

L.  Bunce.  Two  Ruffians  brought  him  in  jufl:  now, 
pronouncing  the  inhuman  Deed  was  done  by  your  Com- 
mand :  Sir  foUy  came  in  the  diftraiSting  Minute,  or  fure 
I  had  dy'd  with  my  diftrading  Fears  j  how  could  you 
think  on  a  Revenge  fo  horrid  f 

Sir  Dav.  As  1  hope  to  be  fav'd,  Neighbour,  I  only 
bargained  with  'em  to  baftinado  him  in  a  way,  or  fo,  as 
one  Friend  might  do  to  another  j  but  do  you  fay  that  he 
is  dead  ? 

Sirfol.  Dead,  dead  as  Clayj  ftark  ftiflf  and  ufelefs  all, 
nothing  about  him  ftirring,  but  all's  cold  and  ftillj  I 
knew  him  a  lufty  Fellow  once,  very  mettled  Fellow,  'tis 
a  thoufand  Pities. 

Sir  Dav.  What  fhiall  I  do  ?  I'll  throw  my  felf  upon 
him,  kifs  his  wide  V/ounds,  and  weep  'till  blind  as  Buz- 
zard. 

L.  Dunce.  Oh,  come  not  near  him,  there's  fuch  horrid 
Antiphy  follows  all  Murders,  his  Wounds  would  ftream  a- 
frefh  fhould  you  but  touch  him. 

Sir  Dav.  Dear  Neighbour,  deareft  Neighbour,  Friend, 
Sir  Jolly,  as  you  love  Charity,  pity  my  wretched  Cafe, 
and  give  me  Counfelj  Til  give  my  Wife  and  all  myEftate 
to  have  him  live  again  i  or  fl:iall  I  bury  him  in  the  Arbour 
at  the  upper  end  of  the  Garden? 

Sir  y^ol.  Alas-a-day,  Neighbour,  never  think  on't,  never 
think  on't  j  the  Dogs  will  find  him  there,  as  they  fcrape 
Holes  to  bury  Bones  in^  there  is  but  one  way  that  I 
know  of. 

Sir  Dav.  What  is  it,  dear  Neighbour,  what  is  it  ?  You 
fee  I  am  upon  my  Knees  to  you,  take  all  I  have  and  cafe 
me  of  my  Fears, 

Sir  Jel.  Truly  the  beft  thing  that  I  can  think  of,  is 
putting  of  him  to  Bed,  putting  him  into  a  warm  Bed, 

and 
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and  try  to  fetch  him  to  Life  again,  a  warm  Bed  is  thebeft 
thing  in  the  World  i  my  Lady  may  do  much  too,  llie's  a 
good  Woman,  and  I've  been  told,  underftands  a  green 
Wound  well. 

Sir  Hav.  My  Dear,  my  Dear,  my  Dear ! 

L,  Timce.  Bear  me  away,  oh  fend  me  hence  afar  oft! 
where  my  unhappy  Name  may  be  a  Stranger  i  and  this 
fad  Accident  no  more  remember 'd  to  my  Dillionour. 

Sir  Txiv.  Ah,  but  my  Love!  my  Joy!  are  there  no 
Bowels  in  thee  ? 

L.  Bmu.  What  would  you  have  me  do  ? 

SirD/ii;,  Prithee  do  fo  much  as  try  thy  Skill,  there  may 
be  one  drachm,  of  Life  left  in  him  yet  j  take  him  up  to 
thy  Chamber,  put  him  into  thy  own  Bed,  and  try  what 
thou  canfl  do  v/ith  him^  prithee  do;  if  thou  canfl  but 
find  Motion  in  him,  all  may  be  well  yet ;  Til  go  up  to 
my  Clofet  in  the  Garret,  and  fay  my  Prayers  in  the  mean 
while. 

Ij.Timce.  Will  ve  then  leave  this  Ruin  on  my  Hands? 

Sir  Dav.  Pray,  Pray,  my  Dear^  I  befeech  you  Neigh- 
bour, help  to  perfuade  her  if  it  be  poiTible. 

Sir  JoL  Faith,  Madam,  do,  try  what  you  can  do,  I 
have  a  great  fancy  you  may  do  him  good :  who  can  tell 
but  you  may  have  the  gift  of  ftroakingi  pray  Madam,  be 
perfuaded. 

L.  BmcQ.  ril  do  whate'er's  your  Pleafure. 

Sir  TiAv.  That's  my  beft  Dear  :  I'll  go  to  my  Clofet 
and  pray  for  thee  heartily.  Alas,  alas,  that  ever  this 
fhould  happen SJ-xlt. 

Beau.  So,  is  he  gone,  Madam,  my  Angel! 

Sir  fol.  What  no  Thanks,  no  Reward  for  old  Jolly  now  ? 
Come  hither  Huffie,  you  little  Canary  Bird,  you  little  Hop- 
o'my-thum.b,  come  hither :  make  me  a  CurtTie,  and  give  me 
a  Kifs  now,  hah !  give  me  a  Kifs  I  fay,  odd  I  will  have  a  Kifs, 
foIwill,IwillhaveaKifs  if  Ifet  on't;  fhoogh,  Hioogh,  get 
you  into  a  corner  when  I  bid  you,  fhoogh,  jfhoogh,  fhoogh, 
what  there  already  ?  [She goes  te  Beaugard. 

Well,  I  ha'  doncj  this  'tis  to  be  an  old  Fellow  now. 

Bern.  And  will  you  fave  the  Life  of  him  y'ave  wound- 
ed? 

L.  Dmce, 
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L.  Dunce.  Dare  you  tnift  your  felf  to  my  Skill  for  a  Cure  > 
[Sir  David  appears  at  a  Windoro  above. 

Sivjol  Hifl!  Hift!  Clofe,  clofe,  I  fay  again,  yonder's 
SirD,w7,   oddsfo!  /    &     >   / 

Sir  Dav.  My  Dear!  my  Dear!  my  Dear! 

L.  Dunce.  Who's  that  calls?  my  Love,  is't  you? 

Sir  Dav.^  Ay,  fome  comfort,  or  my  Heart's  broke !  \$ 
there  any  hopes  yet?  I've  try'd  to  fay  my  Prayers,  and 
cannot ;  if  he  be  quite  dead,  I  fhall  never  Pray  again  j  Neigh- 
bour, no  hopes  ? 

Sir  Jol.  Truly,  little  or  none,  fome  fmall  Pulfe  I  think 
there  is  left,  very  little:  there's  nothing  to  be  done  if  you 
don't  Pray,  get  you  to  Prayers  whatever  you  do,  get  you 
gone  3  nay,  don't  flay  now,  fhut,  the  Window  I  tell 
you. 

^  Sir  Dav.  Well,  this  is  a  great  trouble  to  me;  but  good 
night.  ^ 

Sir  Jol.  Good  night  to  you,  dear  Neighbour,    Get  ye 
up,  get  ye  up,  and  begone  into  the  next  Room,  prefentlv 
make  haile :  [To  Beaugard  and  Lady  Dunce, 

but  don  t  fteal  away  'till  I  come  to  you,   be  fure  you  re- 
member,  don't  ye  ftir  'till  I  corne^  pilh,  none  of  this  bow- 
ing and  faoling.  It  but  lofes  timei  Til  only  bolt  the  deor  that 
belongs  to  Sir  David^s  Lodgings,  that  he  may  be  i^fe,and 
be  with  you  in  a  twinkle:   Ah,  h,  h,  h!  So,  now  foj- 
tiieDoor,  very  well.  Friend,  you  are  faft.  [Bolts  the  Door, 
Sings. 
Bonney  Lafs  gan  thoo  wert  mine, 
And  tmntj  thoofand  poonds  skbout  thee^  Sec. 


ACT 
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ACTV.      SCENE   I. 

Courtine  bound  on  ft  Couch  in  Sylvia'/  Chamber, 
CourXJ  Eigho!  hcigho!  ha!  Where  am  I  ?  Was  I  drunk" 
^  .\  or  no^laft  night?  Something  leaning  that  way 
But  where  the  Devil  am  I?  Sincerely  in  a  Bavvdy-We- 
Fogh!  What  a  fmeU  of  Sin  is  here!  \et  me  S  abot  .* 
-If  there  be  ever  a  Geneva  Bible  or  a  Traaice  of  T:ety  in  the 
Room,  I  am  fure  I  have  guefs'd  right.  What's  the  mat 
ter  now?  Ty'd  faf^!  bouldtoo!  wL tricks  hate ipWd 
to  come  into  this  condition!  I  have  lighted  into  the  Ter- 
ritories of  fome  merrily-difpos'd  Chamber-Maid  or  other- 
and  Ih.  m  a  w.tty  fit,  forfcoth,  hath  truiVd  me  up  hu  ' 
has  flie  pinn'd  no  Rags  to  my  Tail,  or  chalked  me  upon 
th^e^Back  trow?   Would  1  had  her  Miflrefs  here  at  a /en^ 

Sylv.  What  would  you  do  v>^ith  her,  my  enchanVd 
Knight,  It  you  had  her?  You  are  too  fober  4he  by  this 
time;  next  time  you  get  drunk,    you  may  perhaos  ven 

""o^  'h '/X  '!i^^^^^^^  ^  v;iiLtap?a:n't  S/^^^^^ 
Ccur.  Hafl  thou  done  this,  my  dear  Deflruc^ion?  And 
am  I  in  thy  L.;;^.,  I  n.uil  confefs,  when  I  am  in  m J 
Beer  my  Courage  does  run  away  with  menowand  then^ 
but  let  me  loofe  and  thou  fnalt  fee  what  ageatle  humble 
Ammal  thou  haft  made  me.  Fie  upon't,  wh  tie  me 
up  like  an  ungovernable  Cur  to  the  Frame  of  a  Tab'e  '  I?^ 
of  thJeS^^  ^^^'^^  ^'"  ^emay  fawnandm'lemu:i; 
Sylv.  What,  with  thofe  Paws  which  you  have  been 
ferreting  Mcor^dds  withal,  and  are  very  dirty  ftil  after 
you  have  been  daggling  your  felf  abroad  for  P  i;  and 
can^meet  wuh  none,  you  come  iheaking  hither  Sci^Tft' 

Mail  Shall  I  fetch  the  Whip  and  the  Bell  Madarr  --nd 
nafh  him  for  his  Roguery  fouAdiy  ?  '  '  "^^ 


Cour» 
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^Cour  Indeed,  indeed!  Do  you  long  to  be  ferkingof 
Ma^fpiem,  Madam  Flea-trap  ?  Does  the  Chaplain  of  the 
Family  ufe  you  to  the  Exerciie,  that  you  are  fo  ready  for 

^^\,l'v.  If  you  (hould  be  let  leofe,  and  taken  into  Favour 
now,  you  would  be  for  rambling  again  fo  foon  as  you 

^^%ml  Do'but^try  me,  and  if  ever  I  prove  recreant  more, 
let  me  be  beaten  and  us'd  like  a  Dog  in  good  earneft 
syx;.  Promife  to  grant  me  but  oneRequefi,  and  it  ihall 

be  done. 
Cour.  Hear  me  but  fwear.  ,     ^    ^  •  j 

Ssl-v.  That  any  body  may  do  ten  thoufand  times  a-day. 
Cour  Upon  the  word  of  a  Gentleman,  nay,  as  I  hope 

"^ot'Tf  f  don't,  hang  me  up  in  that  Wenche's  old  Gar- 

^%dv  See,  Sir,  you  have  your  freedom, 

I7ur  well,  no4  namethePricej  what  mufti  pay  for  t? 

s7  Youknow,  Sir,  confideringour  fmall  Acquaintance, 
you  have  been  pleafed  to  talk  to  me  very  freely  of  Love- 

"^crj.'*!  muft  confefs  I  have  been  fomething  to  blame 
tha?way  ^  but  it  ever  thou  heareil  more  of  ^t  /rom  my 
MGurafter  this  Night's  Adventure would  I  were 

well  out  of  this  Houfe.  _  .    ^     ,  r 

S  i°    Have  a  care  (Jf-fwearing,  1  befeech  you;  for  you 

muflunderftand,  that  fpight  of  my  Teeth,  I  am  at  laft 

ft'lfn  in  Love  moft  unmercifully.  ,    ,     , ,  , 

c"«^  And  deft  thou  imagine  I  am  fo  hard-hearted  a 

Villain  as  to  have  no  compaflion  of  thee  ? 
iy°.  No,  no,  for  I  hope  he's  a  Man  you  can  have  no 

^  or?e.?yes!"the  Man  is  a  Man,  HI  affureyou,  that's 

%/rwho  do  you  think  it  may  be  now,  try  if  you  can 
guefi  him?  Qii^_ 
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0«r  Whoever  he  \s  he's  an  honelt  Fdlow  Til  warrant 
him  and  I  behcve  will  not  think  h:iv^^\i  very  imhaonv 
neither.  ^  ^^zl 

Sylv.  If  a  Fortune  of  j-ooo  Pounds,  pleafant  Niehts 
and  quiet  Days  can  make  him  happy,  I  aiTure  youhemay 
be  foi  but  try  once  to  guefs  at  him.  ' 

Cour.  But  if  I  fhould  be  miftaken. 

Sylv.  Why,  who  h  it  you  would  wifh  me  to? 

Cour.  You  have  ;f  ooo  Pound  you  fay 

Sylv.  Yes.  J         J' 

Cour.  Faith,  Child  to  deal  honeflly,  I  know  welle- 
nough  who  'tis  I  wifli  fori  but  Sweet-heart,  before  ut]\ 
you  my  Inchoations,  it  were  but  reafonable  that  I  kne«, 
yours.  -     ^^'^w 

Sylv  V/eil,  Sir  becaufe  I  am  confident  you  will  ftand 
my  Fnendinthebufmefs,  Til  make  a  difcLryTand  "o 
hold  you  in  fufpence  no  longer,  you  muft  know  I  have 
a  Months-mmd  for  an  Arm-full  of  vour  dearlv  beln^I? 
Friend  and  Brother  Captain^  what  laV  you  to't ^^ 

C(;«..  Madam,  your  humble  Servant,  good  bV/y  thatN^U 

Sylv.  What  thus  cruelly  leave  a  Lad^y  that  fok&^S 
you  in,  in  your  laft  Night's  pickle,  into  her  Lodging  ^  whi^ 
ther  would  you  rove  now,  my  Wanderer?      ^    & »  vvm 

Conr.  Faith,  iVadam,  you  have  dealt  fo  gallantly  in 
truibng  me  with  your  Paffion,  that  I  cannof  iSy  L  e 
wid^out  telling  you,  that  I  am  three  times  as  mLh  n 
ove  with  an  Acquaintance  of  yours,  as  you  can  be  wiS 
any  Friend  of  mine.  ^  ^^'■^ 

Sylv.  Not  with  my  Waiting- Worn  an,  I  hope.  Sir 

rh^7;K;  '  h"^  '' '"  ^;th  ^certain Kinfwoma;iof;hine 
Child,  they  call  her  my  Lady  Dunce,  and  I  think  rhil  fj 
her  Houie  tco^  they  lay  fneU  be  avil  upon     JoSoc 

t^^i::^:iu:^ '-  ^"^^  -dVw^tht^a^; 

wfeTarJ.Sulp"'^^^^'  ^^^^^"^  '^  "P<>°^tf 
_  &ar  No,  no,  only  venture  my  Body  a  little  that's 
^i  look  you  you  know  tte Secret,  andmayimSnfmy 
Mres,  therefore  as  you  would  have  me  ali  ft  yZlncl 
natu^ns,  pray  be  evil  and  help  me  to  mine;  look  you  no 

demurring 
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■demurring  upon  the  Matter,  no  qualm,  but  fhew  me  the 
way,  or  you,  HulTie,  you  ftiall  do'ti  any  Bawd  will  ferve 
at  prefent,  for  I  will  go. 

Syh.  But  you  fhan't  go,  Sir. 

0«r.  Shan't  go.  Lady? 

Syh  No,  (han't  go,  Sir;  did  I  not  tell  you,  when  once 
you  had  got  your  Liberty,  that  you  would  be  rambling 

Ceur.  Why,  Child,  would'fl:  thou  be  fo  uncharitable  to 
tie  up  a  poor  Jade  to  an  empty  Rack  in  thy  Stable,  when 
he  knows  where  to  go  elfe- where,  and  get  Provender 

e^oush 

Sylv  Any  mufty  Provender,  I  find,  will  ferve  your 
Turn,  fo  you  have  it  but  cheap,  or  at  another  Man's 

olr!*No,  Child;  I  had  rather  my  Ox  fhould  graze  in 
a  Field  of  m'y  own,  than  hve  hide-bound  upon  the  Com- 
mon, or  run  the  Hazard  of  being  Pounded  every  Day 

for  Trefpafles.  ^ ,    , ,    ,  .  «•      r 

Syh.  Truly,  all  things  confider'd,  'tis  a  great  Pity  fo 
good  a  Husband-man  as  you  fhould  want  a  Farm  to  cul- 

^^"^Cour.  Wouldft  thou  be  bu[.  kind,   and  let  me  have  a 
Bargain  in  a  Tenement  of  thine,  to  try  how  it  would  a- 

sree  with  me.  ,         ,        r     r  c 

Syh.  And  would  you  be  contented  to  take  a  Leafe  for 

^^cL^!  A  pretty  Lady  of  the  Manor,    and  a  moderate 

^Ty'h.  Which  you'll  be  fure  to  pay  very  punauaUy ? 

Cour.  If  thou  doubteft  my  Honefty,  faith  een  take  a 
little  Earneft  before-hand,  r   *  •    • 

Syh.  Not  fo  Tiafty  neither,  good  Tenant;  Impr!m:s 
You  fV:all  oblige  your  felf  to  a  conftant  Refidence,  and 
not  by  leaving  the  Houfe  uninhabited,  let  it  run  to  Re- 
pairs. 

Cour.  Agreed.  ,  ^   „  -n,  t.^ 

Syh.  Item,  For  your  own  fake  you  M  promife  to 
keep  the  Eftatc  well  fenc'dand  inclos'd,  kft  fome  time^or 
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other  your  Neighbours  Cattle  break  in  and  fpoil  the  Crop 
on  the  Ground,  Friend. 

Com.  Very  jull:  and  reafonable,  provided  I  don'c  find  it 
lye  too  much  too  Common  already. 

Sylv.  Item,  You  Ihall  enter  into  ftrict  Covenant,  not  to 
take  any  other  Farm  upon  your  Hands,  without  myCon- 
fent  and  Approbation  ;  or  if  you  do,  that  then  it  fliall  be 
hwM  for  me  to  get  me  another  Tenant,  how  and  where 
I  think  fit. 

Cotir.  Faith,  that's  fomething  hard  though,  let  me  tell 
you  but  that.  Landlady. 

Sylv.  Upon  thefe  terms,  we'll  draw  Articles, 

Cour.  And  when  fhall  we  fign  'em  ? 

Sylv.^  Why,  this  Morning,  as  foon  as  the  Ten-a-Clock 
Office  in  Covent-Gftrden  is  open. 

Cour.  A  Bargain  3  but  how  will  you  anfwer  your  En- 
tertainment of  a  drunken  Red-coat  in  your  Lodgin^^s  at 
thefe  unfeafonable  Hours  ?  ^ 

Sylv,  That's  a  Secret  you  will  be  hereafter  oblig'd  to 
keep  for  your  own  fake,  and  for  the  Family  5  your  Friend 
Beauganl  fhall  anfwer  for  us  there. 

Cour.  Indeed  I  fancy'd  the  Rogue  had  Mifchief  in  his 
Head,  he  behav'd  himfelf  fo  foberly  laft  Night  j  has  he 
taken  a  Farm  lately  too  ? 

Sylv.  A  TrefpafTer,  I  believe,  if  the  Truth  were  known 
upon  the  Provender  you  would  fain  have  been  biting  a£ 
juft  nov/.  ° 

Entsy  Maid. 

Maid.  Madam,  Madam,  have  a  Care  of  your  fdf  •  I  fee 
Lights  in  the  great  Hallj  whatever  is  the  Matter,  SirD^vy 
and  all  the  Family  are  up. 

Ceur.  I  hope  they'll  come,  and  catch  me  here:  Welf, 
now  you  have  brought  me  into  this  Condition,  what  will 
you  do  with  me,  hah ! 

Sylv.  You  won't  be  contented  for  a  while  to  be  ty'ci 
up  like  a  Jade  to  an  empty  Rack  without  Hay,  wiU 
you  ?  -' 

Cour.  Faith  e'en  take  me,  and^)ut  thy  xMark  upon  me 
quickly,  that  If  I  light  in  ftrange  Hands  they  may  knov^. 
me  for  a  Sheep  of  thine.  J        J         ' 

Vol.  L  q  ..  , 
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Sylv.  What,  by  your  wanting  a  Fleece  do  you  mean  ? 
If  it  muft  be  fo,  come  follow  your  Shepherd,  B  a  a  a.  \_Ex. 
Enter  Str  Davy  Dunce  And  Vermin. 

Sir  Dav.  I  cannot  fleep,  I  {hall  never  fleep  again ;  I 
have  pray'd  too  fo  long,  that  were  I  to  be  hang'd  pre- 
lendy,  I  have  never  a  Prayer  left  to  help  my  felf  j  I  was 
no  fooner  laid  upon  the  Bed  juft  now,  and  fall'n  into  a 
Slumber,  but  methought  the  Devil  was  carrying  me 
down  Ludgctte-hill  a  Gallop,  fix  puny  Fiends  with  flaming 
Fire-forks  running  before  him  like  Link-boys,  to  throw 
me  head-long  in  Fleet-ditch,  which  feem'd'to  be  turn'd 
into  a  Lake  of  Fire  and  Brimflone :  would  it  were  Morn- 
ing. 

Verm.  Truly,  Sir,  it  has  been  a  very  difmal  Night. 

Sir  Dav.  But  didft  thou  meet  never  a  white  thing  up- 
on the  Stairs  ? 

Verm.  No,  Sir,  not  I  j  but  methoughts  I  fav/  our  great 
Dog  Touzer,  with  his  great  Collar  on,  ftaad  at  the  Cellar- 
door  as  I  came  along  the  old  Entry, 

Sir  Dav.  It  could  never  be,  Touzer  has  a  Chain  j  had 
this  thing  a  Chain  on  ? 

Verm.  No,  Sir,  no  Chains  but  it  had  Touzer's  Eyes  for 
all  the  World. 

SirD^i;.  What,  ugly  great  frightful  Eyes? 

Verm.  Ay,  ay,  huge  faucer  Eyes,  but  mightily  like  Tou- 
zer s. 

Sir  Dav.  Oh  Lord  !  Oh  Lord !  Heark !  Heark ! 

Verm.  What!  v/hat  I  beieech  you.  Sir? 

SlrDav.  What's  that  upon  the  Stairs  ?  Didfl  thou  hear 
nothing  ?  Hifl,  heark,  pat,  pat,  pat,  heark,  heh ! 

Verm.  Hear  nothing!  Where,  Sir? 

Sit  Dav.  Look!  Look!  What's  that!  What's  that!  In 
the  Corner  there  ? 

Verm.  Where? 

Sir  Dav.  There, 

JcVTw,  What,  upon  the  Iion.Chcft? 

Sir  Dav.  No,  the  long  black  thing  up  by  the  old 
Clock- Cafe,  Sec!  See!  Now  it  Itirs,  and  is  coming  this 
v/ay. 

Virm. 
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Verm.  Alas,  Sir,  Ipeak  to  it,  you  are  a  juflice  o'Peace ; 
I  befeech  you ;  I  dare  not  ftay  in  the  Houfe  -.  I'll  call  the 
Watch,  and  teil  'em  Hell's  broke  loofci  what  Ihall  I  do  ? 
Oh !  [Exit. 

Sir  Bav.  Oh  Vermin,  if  thou  art  a  true  Servant,  have 
pity  onthyMa/^er,  and  do  not  forfake  me  in  this  diilrelTed 
Condi rion.  Satan  be  gone,  I  defie  thee.  Til  repent  and 
be  fav'd,  I'll  fay  my  Prayers,  I'll  go  to  Church j  Help! 
help !  help !  Was  there  any  thing,  or  no  ?  In  what  hole 
(hall  I  hide  my  felf  ?  [Exit, 

Enter  Sir  Jolly  Jumble,  Fourbin  and  Bloody-Bones. 
S'lfjo-..  That  fhould  be  Sir D^^ys  Voice 3  the  Waiting- 
woman  indeed  told  me,  he  was  afraid  and  could  notfleep ; 
prett)'  Fellows,  pretty  Fellows  both,  you've  done  your 
Bulinefs  handfomly ;  what,  I'll  warrant  you  have  been  a 
Whoring  together  now ;  ha !  You  do  well,  you  do  well, 
I  like  you  the  better  for't :  What's  a  Clock? 

Tour.  Near  four,  Sir;  'twill  not  be  Day  yet  thefe  two 
Hours. 

Sir  Jol.  Very  v/ell,  but  how  got  you  into  the  Houfe? 
Tour.  A  ragged  Retainer  of  the  Family,  Vermin  I  think 
tliey  call  him,  let  us  in   as  Phyficians  fent  for  by  your 
Order. 

Sir  Jol  Excellent  Rogues!  And  then  I  hope  all  things 
are  ready,  as  I  gave  Directions.? 

Tour.  To  a  tittle.  Sir;  there  fhall  not  be  a  more  critic 
cal  Obferver  of  your  Worfliip's  Pkafure  than  your  hum^ 
ble  Servant  the  Chevalier  Tourbin. 

Sir  Jol.^  Get  you  gone  you  Rogue,  you  have  a  fliarp 
Nofe,  and  are  a  nm:b]c  Fellow ;  I  have  no  more  to  fay  to 
you,  ftand  afide,  and  be  ready  when  I  call;  here  he  conies  • 
hiil,  hem,  hem,  hem.  "    ' 

Enter  Sir  Davy  Dunce. 
SirD^".;.  Hah!  what  art  thou?  Approach  thou  like  the 
rugged   Bankfide  Bear,    the  Eaji-Cheap-Bull,    or  Monger 
fhewn  in  Fair,  take  any  Shape  but  that,  and  I'll  confront 
thee. 
Sir  Jol.  Alas  unhappy  Man!  I  am  thy  Friend. 

S  2  SlrDaz; 
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Sir  Bav.  Thou  can'll:  not  be  my  Friend,  for  I  defie 
thee.  S'w  Jolly!  Neighbour!  Hah!  Is  it  you?  Are  you 
ilire  it  is  you  ?  Are  you  your  felf ?  If  you  be,  give  me 
your  Hand.  Alas-a-day,  I  ha'  feen  the  Devil. 
Sir  Jol.  The  Devil,  Neighbour! 
Sir  Dav.  Ay,  ay,  there's  no  help  for't ;  at  firft  I  fancy 'd 
it  was  a  young  white  Bear's  Cub  dancing  in  the  Shadow 
of  my  Candle,  then  it  was  turn'd  to  a  Pair  of  blue 
Breeches  with  Wooden-legs  on,  flampt  about  the  Room, 
as  if  all  the  Cripples  in  Town  had  kept  their  Rendevous 
there-;  when  all  of  a  fudden  it  appeared  like  a  Leathern 
Serpent,  and  with  a  dreadful  clap  of  Thunder  flew  out 
of  the  Windov/. 

Sir  Jol.  Thunder !  Why  I  heard  no  Thunder. 
Sir  Dav.  That  may  be  too  j  what,  v/ere  you  afleep? 
Sir  JoL  Afleep,  quotha,  no,  no  3  no  fleeping  this  Night 
for  me  I  aflure  you. 

Sir  Dav.  Well,  what  is  the  befl  News  then?  How  does 
the  Man? 

SiYjffl.  E'en  as  he  did  before  he  was  born,  nothing  at 
alU  he's  dead. 

Sir  Dav.  Dead !  What  quite  dead ! 
Sir  Jol.  As  good  as  dead,  if  not  quite  dead ;  'twas  a  hor- 
rid Murder !  and  then  the  Terror  of  Confcience,  Neigh- 
bour, 

Sir  Dav.  And  truly  I  have  a  very  terrify 'd  one,  Friend, 
though  I  never  found  I  had  any  Confcience  at  all  'till  now. 
Pray  where-about  was  his  Death's  Wound  ? 

Sir  Jol.  Juft  here,  juft  under  his  left  Pap,  a  dreadful 
Gafh. 

Sir  Dav.  So  very  wide  ? 

Sir  fol.  Oh,  as  wide  as  my  Hat,  you  might  have  feen 
his  Lungs,  Liver  and  Heart,  as  perfectly  as  if  you  had 
been  in  his  Belly. 

Sir  Dav.  Is  there  no  way  to  have  him  privately  bury'd, 
and  conceal  this  Murder?  Mufl:  I  needs  be  hang'd  by  the 
Neck  like  a  Dog,  Neighbour  ?  Do  I  look  as  if  I  would 
bs  harg'd  ? 

Sir  7  J, 


The  Soldiers  Fortune.     389 

Sir  JoL  Truly,  Sir  T)ci".y,  I  mull  deal  faithfully  with 
you,  you  do  look  a  little  furpicioufly  at  prefent  ^  but  have 
you  feen  the  Devil,  fay  you  ? 

Sir  D  it;.  Ay,  furely  it  was  the  Devil,  nothing  elfe 
could  have  frighted  me  fo. 

Sir  Jo/.  Blels  us,  and  guard  us  all  the  Angels/  what's 
thar  ? 

Sir  Dciv,  Voteflm  femftternA  cujus  bemvok'nt'oi  [ernjan- 
tur  gentes,  ^  cujus  mifericordia, 

[Kneels  holding  up  his  Hands,  and  mutt 'ring  as  if  ha 
pray'd. 

Sir  Jol.  Neighbour,  v/here  are   you.  Friend,   Sir  Ba- 

Sir  Bav.  Ah,  whatever  you  do,  be  fure  to  fbnd  clofe 
to  m.e  j  where,  where  is  it  ? 

Sir  foL  Juft,  juil  there,  in  the  Shape  of  a  Coach  and  fix 
Horfes  again  ft  the  Wall. 

Sir  Z>;}r.  Deliver  us  a'l,  he  won't  carry  me  away  in 
that  Coach  and  iix,  will  he  ? 

Sir  J-ol.  Do  you  fee  it  ? 

Sir  Z);«r.  Seeit!  Plain,  plain :  dear  Friend  advife  me 
what  I  fhall  do  :  Sir  J  oily  ^  Sir  Jolly,  do  you  hear  nothing? 
Sir  Jolly,  Hah!  has  he  left  me  alone!  Vermin. 

Verm.  Sir. 

Sir  Dav.  Am  I  alive?  Doft  thou  know  me  aeain?  Am 
I  thy  ^^ndum  Mafler,  Sir  Bavy  Bmce  ? 

Vermel  hope  I  fhall  never  forget  you.  Sir. 
.    Sir  Bsi'v.  Didft  thou  fee  nothing  ? 

Verm.  Yes,  Sir,  methought  the  Houfe  was  all  o'fire, 
Fire  as  it  v/ere. 

Sir  Bav.  Didft  thou  not  fee  how  the  Devils  grin'd  and 
gnafh'd  their  Teeth  at  me.  Vermin  ? 

Verm.  Alas,  Sir,  I  v/as  afraid  one  of  'em  would  have 
bit  off  my  Nofe,  as  he  vanifh'd  out  of  the  Door. 

Sir  Bav.  Lead  me  away,  I'll  go  to  my  Wife,  I'll  die 
by  my  own  dear  Wife^  run  away  to  the  Temple,  and 
call  Gounfellor  my  Lawyer,  I'll  make  over  my  Eftate 
preiently,  I  Ihan't  live  'till  Noonj  I'll  give  all  I  have  to 
my  Wife,  Hah,  Vermin! 

S  I  Verm. 
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V^m.  Truly,  Sir,  ihe's  a  very  good  Lady. 

Sir  J^av.  Ah  much,  much  too  good  for  me,  Vermin^ 
?hou  canft  not  imagine  what  fhe  has  done  for  me,  Man  j 
1)je  would  break  her  Heart  if  I  fhould  give  any  thing  a- 
way  from  her,  fiie  loves  me  fo  dearly.  Yet  if  I  do  die, 
the  a  fi  alt  have  all  my  old  Shoes. 

Verm,  1  hope  to  fee  ycu  Hve  many  a  fair  Day  yet 
■|  hough. 

^xyT'Av.  Ah,  my  Wife,  my  poor  Wife,  lead  m.e  to  my 
poor  V/ife.  \I.xmnt, 

SCENE  arasos  and  difiovers  Sir  Jolly  Jumble,   Ca^tai?i 
Beaugard,  and  Lady  in  her  Chamber. 

L.  Dunce.  What  think  you  now  of  a  cold  wet  March 
over  the  Mountains,  your  Men  tir'd,  your  Baggage  not 
€om-e  up,  but  at  Night  a  dirty  watry  Plain  to  encamp 
apon,  and  nothing  to  fhelter  you,  but  an  old  Leager 
Cloak  as  tatter'd  as  your  Colours?  Is  not  this  much  bet- 
ter jao  A%  than  lying  wet,  and  getting  the  Sciattlca? 

Bean,  The  Hopes  of  tjiis  made  all  Fatigue  eaiie  to  me; 
the  thoughts  of  Clarinda  have  a  thoufand  times  refrefn'd 
me  in  my  Solitude ;  whene'er  I  march'd,  I  fancy'd^  ftill 
it  was  to  my  Clarinda  ^  when  I  fought,  I  imagin'd  it 
was  for  my  Clarinda  j  but  when  I  came  Home,  and  found 
Clarinda  lofl!  —How  could  you  think  of  wafting  but 
a  Night  in  the  rank  furfeiting  Arms  of  this  foul  fcedmg 
Moniterj  this  rotten  Trunk  of  a  Man,  that  lays  Claim  to 
you  .*' 

L.  Dunce.  The  Perfuafion  of  Friends,  and  the  Authori- 
ty of  Parents! 

Beau.  And  had  you  no  more  Grace,  than  to  be  rul  d 
by  a  Father  and  Mother  ? 

:      U  Dmce.  When  you  were  gone,  that  fhould  have  gi- 
yen  me  better  Counfel,  how  could  I  help  my  felf  ? 

Bean,  Methinks,  then,  you  might  have  found  out  fome 
cleanlier  fhift  to  have  thrown  away  your  felf  upon,  than 
waufeous  old  Age,  and  unwholefome  Deformity. 

L.  D«w<:e.What,  upon  fome  over-grown  full-fed  Coun- 
try Fool,  with  a  Horfe  Face,  a  great  ugly  Head,  and  a 

'  great 
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great  fine  Eftate  ?  one  thar  i"hould  have  been  drained  and 
fqucez'd,  and  jolted  up  and  down  the  Town  in  Hacknie* 
v/ith  Cheats  and  Hectors,  and  fo  fent  Home  at  three  o' 
Clock  every  Morning,  like  a  lolling  Booby,  ilinking, 
wirh  a  Belly  full  of  ft'jmm'd  Wine,  and  nothing  in's 
Pockets. 

Beau.  You  might  have  made  a  tradable  Btrit  of  fuch 
a  one,  he  would  have  been  young  enough  for  training. 

L.  Dfi^.ce.  fe  Youth  then  fo  gende,  if  xAge  be  ftubborn? 
Young  Men  like  Springs  wrought  by  a  flibtle  Work-man, 
eafily  ply  to  what  their  Wiflies  prefs  'em  i  but  the  Defire 
once  gone  that  kept  'em  down,  they  foon  f^arr  ilrait  a- 
gain,  and  no  iign's  left  which  way  they  bent  before. 

[Sir  Jolly  at  the  Door  peeping. 

Sir  fo!.  So,  fo,  who  fays  I  fee  any  thing  now  ?  I  fee 
nothing,  not  1  j  I  don't  fee,  1  don't  fee,  I  don't  look,  not 
fo  much  as  look,  not  I.  [Enters. 

Enter  Sir  Davy  Dunce, 

Sir  Dav.  I  will  have  my  Wife,  carry  me  to  my  Wife, 
let  me  go  to  my  Wife,  l''il  live  and  die  with  my  Wife*. 
let  th^  Devil  do  his  worflj  ah,  my  Wife,  my  Wife  mv 
Wife! '     ^ 

L.  Dunce,  Alas!  aia:!  we  are  ruin'd!  fhift  for  your 
ielfi_  counterfeit  the -dead 'Corps  once  more,  or  any  thing. 

Sir  Dr*^■.  Hah!  v/hofce er  thou  art,  thou  can f/ not  eat 
me 3  fpeak  to  me,  whp  iias  done  this?  Thou  canft  not 
fay  I  did  it- 
Sir /£>/.  Did  it.?  did  what?  Here's  no  Body  fays  you 
did  any  thing  that  I  know  Neighbour  j  what's  the  matter 
with  you.?  what  ails  you?  whither  do  you  go?  whither 
do  you  run:  I  tell  you  here's  no  Body  fays  a  word  to 
you. 

Sir  Dav.  Did  you  not  fee  the  Ghofl  ju/l  nov/  ? 

Sir  ^oL  Ghofl  1  prithee  now,  here's  no  Ghoftj  whither 
would  you  go?  I  tell  you,  you  fiiall  not  fiir  one  Foot  far- 
ther Man,  the  Devil  take  me  if  you  do-,  Ghofl,  prithee 
here's  no  Ghoft  at  all,  a  little  Flefh  and  Blood  indeed 
there  is,  fome  old,  fome  young,  fome  alive,  fome  dead, 
and  foforth,  but  Ghoft !  pifh,  here's  no  Ghoil. 

S  4,  Sir  Dav, 
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Sir  Ba-v,  But,  Sir,  if  I  fay  I  did  fee  a  Ghoft,  I  did  fee  a 
Ghoftj  and  you  go  to  that,  why  fure  I  know  a  Ghoft 
when  I  fee  one :  Ah  my  Dear,  it  thou  hadfl  but  feen  the 
Devil  half  fo  often  as  I  have  feen  him. 

L.  Dunce.  Alas,  Sir  Davy!  if  you  ever  lov'd  me,  come 
not,  oh  come  not  near  me,  I  have  refolv'd  to  wafte  the 
ihort  remainder  of  my  Life  in  Penitence,  and  tafte  of 
Joys  no  more. 

Sir  Dav.  Alas,  my  poor  Child,  but  do  you  think  then 
there  was  no  Ghoft  indeed? 

Sir  Jol  Gholt!  Aias-a-day,  what  fhould  a  Ghoft  do 
here? 

Sii'  Dav,  And  is  the  Man  dead  ? 

Sir  J'cL  Dead,  ay,  ay,  ftark  dead,  he's  ftiff  by  this 
time. 

L.  Dmsce.  Here  you  may  fee  the  horrid  ghaftly  Speda- 
cle,  the  fad  effefts  of  my  too  rigid  VirtuCj  and  your  too 
fierce  Refentment 

Sir  foL  Do  you  fee  there  ? 

Sir^Dav.  Ay,  ay,  I  do  fee,  would  I  had  never  feen 
him  y  would  he  had  lain  with  my  Wife  in  every  Houfe 
between  ChAring-Crofs  and  Aldgaie,  fo  this  had  never  hap- 
pen'd. 

'^  Sir  Jol.  In  troth,  and  would  he  had ;  but  fwe  are  all 
mortal,  Neighbour,  all  mortal  j  to  Day  we  are  here,  to 
Morrow  gone,  like  the  Shadow  that  vanifheth,  like  the 
Grafs  that  withereth,  or  like  the  Flower  that  fadeth ;  or 
indeed,  like  any  thing,  or  rather  like  nothing :  But  we 
are  all  mortal. 

Sir  Diiv.  Heigh! 

L.  Dunce.  Down,  down  that  Trap-door,  it  goes  into  a 
Bathing-Room  ^  for  the  reft,  leave  it  to  my  Condu6^. 

Sir  Jol.  'Tis  very  unfortunate,  that  you  fhould  run 
your  iclf  into  this  Premunire,  Sir  David. 

Sir  Dav.  Indeed,  and  fo  it  is. 

Sir  Jol.  For  a  Gentleman,  a  Man  in  Authority,  a  Per- 
fon  in  Years,  one  that  us'd  to  go  to  Church  with  his 
Keighbours. 

S.r  Dav. -^\ try  Sunday,  truly,  Su-  Jelly, 

Sir 
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Sir  J-ol.  Pay  Scot  and  Lot  to  the  Parifh. 
Sir  Ddv,  Six  Pounds  a  Year  to  the  very  Poor,  without 
Abatement  ©r  Deduction}  'tis  very  hard,  if  fo  good  a 
Commonwealths-Man  fhould  be  brojght  to  ride  in  a  Cart 
at  laft,  and  be  hang'd  in  a  Sun-fhiny  Morning,  to  make- 
Butchers  and  Suburb- Apprentices  a  HoUdayj  Til  e'en  run 
away. 

S'wfcl.  Run  away!  why  then  your  Eftate  will  be 
forfeited ;  you'll  lofe  your  Elbte,  Man ! 

Sir  D^v.  Truly,  you  fay  right,  Friend  j  and  a  Man  had 
better  be  half  hang'd,  than  lofe  his  Eftate,  you  know. 

Sir  J-ol.  Hang'd !  No,  no,  I  think  there's  no  great  fear 
of  hanging  neither  j  what,  the  Fellow  was  but  a  fort  of 
an  unaccountable  Fellow,  as  I  heard  you  fay. 

Sir  D;iv.  Ay,  ay,  a  Pox  on  him,  he  was  a  Soldierly  fort 
of  a  Vagabond,  he  had  little  or  nothing  but  his  Sins  to 
live  upon :  If  I  could  have  had  but  Patience,  he  would 
have  been  hang'd  within  thefe  two  Months,  and  all  this 
Mifchief  fav'd. 

[Beaugard  rifes  up  like  a  Ghoji  at  a  Tmp-door,  jufl 
before  Sir  Davy. 
Sir  Bfiv.  Ah  Lord!  the  Devil,  the  Devil,  the  Devil! 

[Tails  upon  his  Face. 
Sir  JoL  Why,    Sir  Bavy,  Sir  Davy,    what  ails  you? 
What's  the  matter  with  you? 

Sir  I>^v,  Let  me  alone,  let  me  lie  ftilU  I  will  not  look 
up  to  fee  an  Angel:  Oh,  h,  h. 

L=  Dance.  My  Dear,  why  do  you  do  thefe  crwd  things 
to  affright  me  ?  Pray  rife  and  fpeak  to  me. 

Sir  Dav.  I  d'd}:Q  not  ilir,  I  faw  the  Ghofl  again  juft 
now. 

L.  Dunce.  Ghoft  again!  \Vhat  Ghoft,  Where? 
Sir  Dav.  Why,  there!  there! 
Sir  Jol.  Here  has  been  no  Ghoft. 
Sir  D;iv.  Why,  did  you  fee  nothing  then  ? 
L.  Dunse.  See  nothing !    No,  nothing  bit  one  ano- 
ther. 

Sir  Dav,  Then  I  am  Enchanted,  or  my  End  near  at 
hand.  Neighbour ^  for  Heav'ns  dke,  Neighbour-  advift 
iQe  what  1  ihaU  do  to  be  at  Refl? 

S  f  Sir 
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S'wfol.  Do!  why,  what  think  you  if  the  Body  were 

removed?  ,     ,  „      j    t. 

Sir  Vav.  Remov'd  !  I'd  give  a  hundred  Pound  the 
Body  were  out  of  my  Houfej  may  be  then  the  Devil 
wou'd  not  be  fo  impudent. 

Sir  JoL  I  have  difcover'd  a  Door-place  in  the  Wall  be- 
twixt my  Lady's  Chamber,  and  one  that  belongs  to  me; 
if  you  think  fit,  we'll  beat  it  down,  and  remove  this 
troublefome  lump  of  Earth  to  my  Houfe. 

Sir  Bmj.  But  will  ye  be  fo  kind?  ^ 

Sir  Jol  If  you  think  it  may  by  any  means  be  iervicea^ 
bletoyou. 

Sir  Dav.  Truly,  ii  the  Body  were  remov  d,  and  di- 
fpos'd  of  privately,  that  no  m.ore  might  be  heard  of  the 

3T5atter 1  hope  he'll  be  as  good  as  his  word. 

Sir  Jel  Fear  nothing,  111  warrant  you  i  but  m  troth,  I 
liad  utterly  forgot  one  thing,  utterly  forgot  it. 
SirD^v.  What's  that? 

Sir  fol  Why.  it  will  be  abiolutely  necefiary,  that  my 
Lady  ikid  with  me  at  my  Houfe  for  one  Day  ^ 'till  things 
V/ere  better  fettled. 

Sir  Bdv.  Ah,  Sir  Jolly\  Whatever  you  think  fit ;  any 
•thing  of  mine  that  you  have  a  mind  toi  pray  take  her, 
i?fay  take  her,  you  fliall  be  very  welcome;  hear  you, 
:my  deareft,  there  is  but  one  way  for  us  to  get  rid  of  this 
untoward  Bufinefs,  and  Sir  foUy  has  found  it  out;  there- 
fore by  all  means  go  along  with  him,  and  be  ruid  by 
Mm;  and  whatever  Sir  Jolly  would  have  thee  do,  e  en  do 
lU  fo  Heav  n  profper  ye,  good  b'w'y,  good  b  w  y,  tiU  1. 

iee  you  again,  ^        ,    u  •  ^7?'^ 

Sit  JoL  This  is  certainly  the  civ illeft  Cuckold  in  Uty, 

Xov/n,  or  Country. 

'  Bern.  Is  he  gone?  [Steps  out, 

L.  Dunce.  Yes,  and  has  left  poor  me  here. 

£eau.  In  troth,  Mada-m,  'tis  barbarourty  done  of  him, 
to  commit  a  horrid  Murder  ©n  the  Body  of  an  innocent 
poor  Fellow,  and  then  leave  you  to  ilem  the  danger 
Df  it. 
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sir  fol.  Odd,  an  I  were  as  thee.  Sweet-heart,  I'd  be 
reveng'd  on  him  for  it,  fo  I  would:  Go  get  you  toge- 
ther. Ileal  out  of  the  Houfe  as  foftly  as  you  can,  I'll 
meet  ye  in  the  Fiazza  prefentlyj  go,  be  fure  you  fteal 
out  of  the  Houfe,  and  don  t  let  Sir  Davy  fee  you. 

[The  Scene  JJmts* 
Sir  Jolly  comes  forward.    I.nter  Bloody-Bones. 
Bloody -Boms. 

Blood.  I  am  here,  Sir. 

Sir  Jol  Go  you  and  lourbin  to  my  Houfe  prefently, 
bid  Monfieui'  Vourbin  remember  that  all  things  be  order'd  ac- 
cording to  my  Direftions  j  tell  my  Maids  too,  I  am  commg ; 
Home  in  a  trice,  bid  'em  get  the  great  Chamber,  and 
the  Banquet  I  fooke  for,  ready  prefently,  and  d'ye  hear 
carry  the  Minfti^ls  with  you  too,  for  I'm  refolv'd  to  re- 

joyce  this  Morning  j  let  me  fee Sir  Davy. 

Enter  Sir  Davy  Dunce. 

SirD^-u.  Ay,  Neighbour,  'tis  I ^  is  the  Bufinefs  done? 
I  canaot  be  fatisfy'd  'tiU  I  am  furej  have  you  removed  the 
Body?  Is  it  gone? 

Sir  fol.  Yes,  yes,  my  Servants  convey  d  it  out  ot  the 
Houfe  juft  nowi  well,  Sir  Davy,  a  good  Morning  to  you: 
I  wilb  you  your  Health  with  all  my  Heart,  Sir  Davy  ; 
the  ftrft  thing  you  do  though,  I'd  have  you  fay  your 
Prayers  by  all  meaas,  if  you  can.^ 

Sir  Dav,  If  I  can  polTibly,  I  will. 

Sir  fol.  Well,  God  b\v'y.  [Exit  Sir  Jolly, 

Sir  Dav.  God  b'w'y  heartily,  good  Neighbour 

Vermin  J  Vermin. 

Inter  Vermin. 

Verm.  Did  your  Honour  call? 

Sir  Dav.  Go  run,  run  prefently  over  the  Square,  and 
csll  the  Conftable  prefently,  tell  him  here's  Murder  com- 
mitted, and  that  I  muft  fpeak  with  him  inftantly I'll 

e'en  carry  him  to  my  Neighbour'?,  that  he  may  find  the 
dead  Bcdv  there,  and  fo  let  my  Neighbour  be  very  fairly 
hang'd  in' my  fteadj  hah!  a  very  good  Jeft  as  I  hope  to 
live,  ha,  ha,  ha!  hey,  vyhat's  that? 
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^Watchmen  M  the  Door.  Almoft  Four-a-Clcck,  and  a  dark 
c'oudy  Morning,  good- morrow  my  Mailers  all,  good- 
morrow. 

I,nter  _ponJiable  and  IVatch. 

Conji.  How's  this  f  a  Door  open,  come  in  Gentle- 
men,-  Ah,  ^iv  Daiy,  your  Honour's  humble  Servant! 

I  and  my  Watch  going  my  Morning  Rounds,  and  find- 
ing your  Door  open,  made  bold  to  enter  to  fee  there 
were  no  danger,  your  Worfhip  will  excufe  our  Care  3  a 
good  Morning  to  you.  Sir. 

Sir  Bav,  Oh,  Mr.  Conftable,  I'm  glad  you're  here,  I 
fent  my  Man  juft  now  to  call  you ;  I  have  fad  News  to 
tellyou,  Mr.Conftable. 

Conft.  I  am  forry  for  that,  Sirj  fad  News! 

Sir  Dav.  Oh,  ay,  fad  News,  very  fad  News,  truly  ; 
"Here  has  been  Murder  committed. 

O^?,/?.  Murder!  ij-"  that's  all,  we  are  your  humble  Ser- 
vants, Sir,  we'll  bid  you  good-m.orrowj  Murder's  no- 
thing at  this  time  o'night  in  Covent-Garden. 

SwDnv.  Oh,  but  this  is  a  horrid  bloody  Murder,  done 
under  my  Nofe,  I  cannot  but  take  notice  of  it;  though  I 
am  ferry  to  tell  you  the  Authors  of  it,  very  forry  tiu- 

'    Co»jt.  V/as  it  committed  here  near  hand  ? 

S\vDav.  Oh,  at  the  very  next  Door,  a  fad  Murder  in- 
deed; after  they  had  done  they  carry'd  the  Body  pii- 
.vately  into  my  Neighbour  Jolly s  Houfe  here,  I  am  forry 
to  tell  it  you,  Mr.  Conftable,  for  I  am  afraid  it  will  look 
but  fcurvily  on  his  fide 3  though  I  am  a  Juftice  o'Peace, 
gentlemen,  and  am  bound  by  my  Oath  to  take  notice 
of  it  j  I  can't  help  it, 

I  Watch.  I  never  lik'd  that  Sir  Jolly, 

Confi,  He  threatned  me  t'other  Day,  for  carrying  a 
little  dirty  di^aggle-tail'd  Whore  to  Bridewell,  and  faid  fhe 
was  his  Coulm,  Sir  j  if  your  Worfhip  thinks  fit,  v/e'il 
go  fearch  his  Houfe. 

Sir  Dav.  Oh,  by  all  means,  Gentlemen,  it  mufi:  be  fo, 
}uftice  muft  have  its  courfe,  the  King's  liegi  Subjedts 
jnuilnotbe  dejftroy'di  Vermm,  carry  Mr.  Conftable  and 

his 
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his  Dragons  into  the  Cellar,  and  make  'em  drink  -,  TH  but 
ftep  into  my  Study,  put  on  my  Face  of  Authority,  and 
call  upon  ye  inftantly. 

All  Watchmen.  We  thank  your  Honour. 

SCENE  changes  to  Sir  JollyV.    A  Banquet. 

'Enter  Sir  Jolly  Jumble,  Gj^/'^w  Beaugard,  mdLady  Dunce. 

Sir  J-ol.  So,  are  ye  come?  I  am  glad  on'tj  odd  y'are 
welcome,  very  welcome,  odd  ye  are  3  here's  a  fmall  Ban- 
quet, but  I  hope  'twill  pleafe  you^  fit  ye  down,  fit  ye 
down  both  together,  nay,  both  together:  A  Pox  o' him 
that  parts  ye,  I  fay. 

Beau.  Sir  Jolly,  this  might  be  an  Entertainment  for 
Anthony  and  Cleopatra,  were  they  living. 

Sir  Jol.  Pifh!  a-Pox  of  Aithony  and  Cleopatra,  they 
are  dead  and  rotten  long  ago  5  come,  come,  time's  but 
fhort,  time's  but  fliort,  and  mull  be  m.ade  the  befl  u(e 
ofi  for 

Youth's  a  Flower  that  fion  doei  fade, 
And  Life  is  but  a  Span-, 
Man  roasfor  the  Woman  made, 
And  Woman  made  for  Man. 

\Vhy  now  we  can  be  bold,  and  make  merry,  and  frisk, 
and  be  brisk,  rejoice,  and  make  a  Ngllc,  and— ©dd,  I 
am  p]eas'd,  mightily  pleas'd,  odd  I  am. 

L.  Vmce,  Really,  Sir  Jolly,  you  are  more  a  Philofopher 
than  I  thought  you  were. 

Sir  Jol.  Philofopher,  iMadam !  yes.  Madam,  I  have  read 
Books  in  my  timcj  odd,  Ariptle,m  fome  things,  had  very 
pretty  Notions,  he  was  an  underilanding  Fel^ou'.  Why 
don't  ye  eat,  odd  an'  ye  don't  eat  —  here  Child,  herc'« 
fome  Ringoes,  help,  help  your  Neighbour  a  little  ^  odd 
they  are  very  good,  very  comfortable,  very  cordial. 

Beau.  Sir  Jolly,  your  Health. 

Sir  JqI  With  all  my  Heart,  old  Boy. 

L.  Bimce.  Dear  Sir  Jolly  what  are  thefe?  I  never  tailed 
of  thefe  before. 

Sit 
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Sir  fol  That!  eat  it,  eat  it,  eat  it  when  I  bid  you  ; 
odd,  'tis  the  Root  Sat)»4on,  a  very  precious  Plant,  I  ga- 
ther 'em  every  Mny  my  felf  j  odd,  they'll  make  an  old 
Fellow  of  fixty-five  cut  a  Caper  like  a  Dancing-Mafter  j 
eiveme  fome  Wine:  Madam,  here's  a  health,  here's  a 
health.  Madam,  here's  a  health  to  honeft  Sir  Davy,  faith 
and  troth,  ha,  ha,  ha.  [P^^^- 

Enter  Bloody-bones. 

IBlood.  Sir,  Sir,  Sir!  What  will  you  do?  Yonder's  the 
Conilable  and  all  his  Watch  at  the  door,  and  threatens  de- 
molifhment,  if  not  admitted  prefently. 

Sivjol.  Odds  fo!  Odds  fo!  The  Conftable  and  his 
Watch!  What's  to  be  done  now?  Get  ye  both  mto  the 
Alcove  there,  get  ye  gone  quickly,  quickly;  no  noiie, 
no  noife;  d'ye  hear,  the  Conftable  and  his  Watch!  A  Pox 
on  the  Conftable  and  his  Watch;  what  the  Devil  have 
the  Conftable  and  his  Watch  to  do  here  ? 

Enter  Conphh,  Watch  and  Sir  Bzwid.  Scene  Jhuts. 
Sir  Jolly  Jumble  comes  forward. 

Confl.  This  wav,  this  way,  Gentlemen  5  ftay  one  of  ye 
at  the  Door,  and  let  no  body  pafs,  do  you  hear?  Su-  JoUy, 

^°Sir  Jol  What,  this  Outrage,  this  Difturbance  committed 
upon  my  Houfc  and  Family;  Sir,  Sir,  Sir!  What  do  you 
mean  by  thefe  doings,  fweet  Sir  ?  Hoh! 

Confl  Sir,  having  receiv'd  Informatton,  that  the  Body 
of  a  murder'd  Man  is  conceal'd  in  your  Houfe  1  am  come, 
according  to  my  Duty,  to  make  iearch,  and  diicover  the 
l-j-uth. Stand  to  my  affiftance,  Gentlemen. 

^ivjol  A  murder'd  Man,  Sir!      ^ 

Sir  Dav.  Yes,  a  murder'd  Man,  S\r;  Sir  JoUy,  Sirja/- 
/y  I  am  forry  to  fee  a  Perfon  of  your  Charafter  and  Fi- 
gure in  the  Parifti,  concern'd  in  Murder,  I  fay.  ^ 

Sir  fol.  Here's  a  Dog!  Here's  a  Rogue  for  you!  Here  s 
a  Villain!  Here's  aCuckoldly  Son  of  his  Mother!  I  never 
knew  a  Cuckold  in  my  Life,  that  was  not  a  falfe  Rogue 
in  his  Heart;  there  are  no  honeft  Fellows  living,  but 
Whore-Mafters:  Hark  you,  Sirj  what  a  Pox  do  you  me^n? 
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You  had  beft  play  the  FoqI,  and  fpoil  all,  you  had  j  wha  t's 
all  this  for  ? 

S>]tD(Iv.  When  your  Worfhip  comes  to  be  hang'd,  you'll 
find  the  meaning  on't  Sir.  I  fay  once  more,  fearch  the 
Houfe. 

Conji,  It  {hall  be  done.  Sir  j  come  along,  Friends. 

[Ex.  Conflable  and  Watch, 

Sir  Joh  Search  my  Houfe!  OLord!  Search  my  Houfe! 
What  will  become  of  me  ?  I  fhall  lofe  my  Reputation  with 
Man  and  Woman,  and  no  body  will  ever  trufl  me  again: 
OLord!  Search  my  Houfe!  All  will  be  diicover'd  do 
what  I  canj  111  fmg  a  Song  like  a  dying  Swan,  and  try 
to  give  'em  warning. 

Go  from  the  Wmdo-w,  my  Love,  my  Love,  my  Love, 

G 9  from  the  Wtndovp,  my  Dear  j 

The  Wind  and  the  Ram 

Has  brought  'em  back  again. 

And  thou  canjl  have  yw  Lodging  here. 

O  Lord !  Search  my  Houfe ! 

Sir  T>av.  Break  down  that  Door,  I'll  have  that  Door 
broke  openj  break  down  that  Door,  I  fay. 

[Knocking  -ffithin. 

Sir.  yd.  Very  well  dene,  break  down  my  Doors!  break 
down  my  Walls,  Gentlemen!  plunder  my  Houfe!  ravi(h 
my  Maids !  Ah,  curft  be  Cuckolds,  Cuckolds,  Conftables 
and  Cuckolds. 

SCENE  draws,  and  difcovers  Beaugard  and  Lady 
Dunce. 

Beau,  Stand  off,  by  Heav'n  the  firft  that  comes  here 
comes  upon  his  Death. 

Sir  Dav,  Sir,  your  humble  Servant,  I  am  glad  to  fee 
you  are  alive  again  with  all  my  Heart  3  Gentlemen,  here's 
no  harm  done,  Gentlemen,  here's  no  body  murder'd. 
Gentlemen,  the  Man's  alive  again,  Gentlemen i  but  here's 
my  Wife,  Gentlemen,    and  a  fine  Gentleman  with  her. 

Gentle 
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Gentlemen ;  and  Mr.  Conftable,  I  hope  you'll  bear  me 
witnefs,  Mr.  Conftable. 

Sir  Jol,  That  he's  a  Cuckold,  Mr.  Conftable.      lAjide. 

Beau.  Hark  ye,  ye  Curs,  keep  off  from  fnapping  at  my 
Heels,  or  I  ftiall  fo  feage  ye. 

Sir  Jol.  Get  ye  gone,  ye  Dogs,  ye  Rogues,  ye  Night- 
Toads  of  the  Parifh-Dungeon :  difturb  my  Houfe  at  thefe 
unfeafonable  hours,  get  ye  out  of  my  Doors,  get  ye  gone, 
or  I'll  brain  ye.  Dogs,  Rogues,  Villains. 

[Exeunt  Conflable  and  Watch. 

Beau.  And  next  for  you,  Sir  Coxcomb,  you  fee  I  am 
not  murder'd  though  you  paid  well  for  the  Performance ; 
what  think  you  of  bribing  my  own  Man  to  butcher  me  ? 

Enter  Fourbin  and  Bloody-bones. 
Look  ye,  Sir,  he  can  cut  a  Throat  uponoccafion  5  and  here's 
another  drefles  a  Man's  heart  with  Oyl  and  Pepper,  better 
than  any  Cook  in  Chriftendom. 

Tour.  Will  your  Worftiip  pleafe  to  have  one  for  your 
Breakfaft  this  Morning  ? 

Sir  Bav.  With  all  my  heart,  Sweet-heart,  any  thing  m 
the  World,  faith  and  troth,  ha,  ha,  ha!  this  is  the  pureft 
fport,  ha,  ha,  ha! 

Enter  Vermin. 

Verm.  Oh,  Sir,  the  moft  unhappy  and  moft  unfortunate 
News!  There  has  been  a  Gentleman  in  Madam  Sylvia' z 
Chamber  all  this  Night,  who  juft  as  you  went  out  of 
doors  carry 'd  her  away ,  and  whither  they  are  gone  no 
body  knows. 

Sir  Bav.  V/ith  all  my  heart,  I  am  glad  on't.  Child,  I 
would  not  care  if  he  had  carry 'd  away  my  Houfe  and  all, 
Man  J  unhappy  News  quotha!  poor  Fool,  he  does  not 
know  I  am  a  Cuckold,  and  that  any  body  may  make  bold 
with  what  belongs  to  me,  ha,  ha,  ha!  I  am  fo  pleas'dj 
ha,  ha,  ha,  1  think  I  was  never  fo  pleas'd  in  all  my  Life 
before,  ha,  ha,  ha! 

Beau.  Nay,  Sir,  I  have  a  hank  upon  you  j  there  are 
Laws  for  Cut-throats,  Sir  j  and  as  you  tender  your  future 
CI  edit,  take  this  wrong'd  Lady  home,   and  uie  her  hand- 

fomly, 
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handfomly,  ufe  her  like  my  Miftrefs,  Sir,  do  you  mark 
me,  that  when  we  think  fit  to  meet  again.  I  hear  nocom- 
plamt  of  youi  this  muft  be  done  Friend. 

Sir  Jol.  In  troth,  and  it  is  but  reafonable,  very  reafona- 
ble  in  troth. 

L.  Dunce,  Can  you,  my  Dear,  forgive  me  one  Misfor= 
tune  ? 

Sir  ^>^^'.  Madam,  in  one  Word,  I  am  thv  Ladyfhip's 
moll:  humble  Servant  and  Cuckold,  Sir  JDav]d  Bmice  Kt. 
Living  in  Covent-Garden;  ha,  ha,  ha,  well  this  is  mighty 
pretty,  ha,  ha,  ha! 

E7:ter  Sylvh  follotoed  by  Courtine. 

5)7.  Sir  Jolly,  ah  Sir  Jolly,  proted  m.e  or  I'm  ruin'd. 

Sir  JgI.  My  little  Minik:n,  is  it  thy  fqueek? 
^  JBeau.  My  dear  Courtme,  welcome. 

Sir  Jol.  Well  Child,  and  what  would  that  wicked  Fel- 
low do  to  thee  Child }  hah  Child,  Child,  what  would  he 
do  to  thee  ? 

H"j.  Q\\,  Sir,  he  has  mofl  inhumanely  {ti^z'^  me  out 
of  my  Uncle's  Houfe,  and  threatens  to  marry  me. 

Cour,  Nay,  Sir,  and  fhe  having  no  more  grace  before 
her  Eyes  neither,  has  e'en  taken  me  at  my  word. 

Sir  Jol  In  troth,  and  that's  very  uncivilly  done:  I  don't 
like  thefe  Marriages,  I'll  have  no  Marriages  in  my  Houfe, 
and  there's  an  end  on't. 

Sir  Dav.  And  do  you  intend  to  marry  my  Neice, 
Friend.?  /        ;  ^ 

CoHY.  Yes,  Sir,  and  never  ask  your  Confent  neither. 

Sir  Dsiv.  In  troth  and  that's  vQvy  v/ell  faid  j  I  am  glad 
on't  with  all  my  Heart,  Man,  becaufe  Ihe  h^s  five  thou- 
fand  pound  to  her  Portion,  and  my  Eftate's  bound  to  pay 
iti  well,  this  it  the  happiefi:  Day,  ha,  ha,  ha. 

Here  take  thy  Bride;  like  Man  and  Wife  agree, 
jindmay  jhe  pro've  as  true — as  mine  to  me.    Ha,  ha,  ha. 

Be^u.  Courtine,  I  wi  fn  thee  Joy  :  thou  art  come  oppor- 
tunely to  be  aWitnefs  of  aperfearReconcilemeLtbetv/een 
me  and  that  worthy  Knight  Shr  Davy  Dmce;   which  to 

prelervc 
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preferve  inviolate,  you  muft.  Sir,  before  we  part  enter 
into  fuch  Covenants  for  Performance  as  I  fhall  think  fit. 

Sir  Bciv,  No  more  to  be  faid,  it  (hall  be  done  Sv/eet- 
heart :  but  don't  be  too  hard  upon  me,  ufe  me  gently  as 
thou  didft  my  Wife  3  gently,  ha,  ha,  ha !  a  very  good  Jeil:, 
rfaith,  lia,  ha,  ha !  or  if  he  Ihould  be  cruel  to  me  Gen- 
tlemen, and  take  this  advantage  over  a  poor  Cornuto,  to 
lay  me  in  a  Prifon,  or  throw  me  in  a  Dungeon,  at  leaft, 

I  hope  nmongfi  all  pu.  Sirs,  i  jlmn't  fall 
"^0  find  one  Brother-Cuckold  out  for  Bail. 


EPI- 
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^^7  IT H  the  discharge  ofPaJJlojts  much  opprefi^ 
Difiurb'd  in  Brcun^  and  peafive  in  his  Breafi, 
Full  ofthofe  Thoughts-  which  make  th""  V'ahappy  fad^ 
jindby  Imagination  half  grown  mad^ 
The  Poet  led  abroad  his  Mourning  Mufe ^ 
And  let  her  range ^  to  fee  what  Sport  Jhe'*d  chufe. 
Straight  like  a  Bird  got  loofe^  and  on  the  Wing^ 
fleas'' d  with  her  Freedom^Jbe  began  to  Sing  \ 
Each  Note  was  Eccho'^  all  the  Vale  along^ 
And  this  was  what  Jhe  utter'' d  in  her  Song : 
Wretch^  write  no  more  for  an  uncertain  Fame^ 
Nor  coil  thy  Mnfe,  when  thou  art  dull,  to  blame  \ 
Confider  with  thy  f elf  how  th' art  unfit 
To  make  that  Monfler  of  Mankind,  a  Wit: 
A  Wit's  a  Toad,  who  fwelPd  with  filly  Pride^ 
Full  ofhimfelf  f corns  all  the  World  befule ; 
Civ'tl  would feem,  though  he  good  Manners  lacks^ 
Smiles  on  all  Faces,  rails  behind  all  Backs: 
Ife'ergood-natur''d,  nought  to  Ridicule, 
Good-Nature  melts  a  Wit  into  a  Fool: 
P lac' d  high,  likefome  Jack-pudding  in  a  Hall, 
At  Chriftmas  Revels  he  makes  Sport  for  alL 
So  much  in  little  Praifes  he  delights, 
But  when  he's  angry  draws  his  Pen  and  writes : 
A  Wit  to  no  Man  will  his  Dues  allow ; 
Wits  Will  not  part  with  a  good  Ward  thafs  due: 

So 
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So  who  e'er  'ventures  on  the  Ragged  Coaji 

Offtarz'ing  Toets^  certainly  is  lofi^ 

They  rail,  like  Porters  at  the  Penny-Tofl. 

jit  a  new  ^uthor^s  Play  fee  one  hit  Jit ^ 

Jidaking  his  fnarling  froward  Face  of  Wit, 

The  Merit  he  allows,  and  Praife  he  grants^ 

Comes  like  a  Tax  from  a  poor  Wretch  that  wants.. 

0'  Poets,  have  a  care  of  one  another. 

There"* s  hardly  one  amongft  ye  trite  to  t"* other : 

Like  Trinc-iIoV  and  Stcphzno^s  ye  play 

The  lewdejl  Tricks,  each  other  to  betray. 

Like  Foes  detraB,  yet  flatt'^ring  friend-like  fmile,  ^ 

And  aU  is  one  another  to  beguile  > 

Of  Praife,  the  Monjier  of  your  Barren  IJle,         J 

"Enjoy  the  Proftitute  ye  fo  admire,  ^ 

Enjoy  her  to  the  full  of  your  Dejire,  > 

Wh'tlft  this  poor  Scribler  wifbes  to  retire,  ^ 

Where  he  may  ne^er  repeat  his  Follies  more^ 

But  curfe  the  Fate  that  wracked  him  on  your  Shore* 

JSfow  you,  who  this  Day  as  his  Judges  fit. 
After  you^ve  heard  what  he  has  fa'td  of  Wit  \ 
Ought  for  your  own  fakes  not  to  be  fever e, 
Butjhew  fo  much  to  think  he  meant  none  here^ 


The  End  of  the  Firft  Volume. 
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Siege  o.  Thebes,  by  John  Lidgate,  Monk  of  Bury 

An  Hiilorical  and  Critical  Diftionary  by  Mon^.eur 
P^/e,  traniiated  into  £«^///7;,  with  many  Acditions  and 
Corredtions,  made  by  the  Author  himfelf,  that  are  not  in 
the  Trench  Editions  5  in  four  Vol. 

The  Royal  Commentaries  oi  FerH,m  two  Parts^  illuftra- 
ted  with  Sculptures  i  written  Originally  in  SfamfJ,,  by  the 
Inca  GarcdaJJo  de  U  Vega,  and  rendred  inro  Emlifh  bv 
Sir  Taul  Rycauf,  Kt.  s  j        y 

The  whole  Works  of  Bifl^.op  THlotfon,  containing  thofe 

?nK;l^>/K    n  ^f  ?^''   ^l^  ^^^  ^''  Pofthumous^  fince 
publish  d  by  Dr.  Barker,  in  three  Vol. 
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OUARTO's. 

Ol'vres  Mepes  de  Monfimr  de  Saint --Evrmond,  fubliks 
fur  Us  Mmufcrlts  de  VAuteur.   3  Tome. 
Horatius. 
Viygdiui' 
Terentius. 
Catullus,  TtbuUus  ^  Tropertius, 

,■1 

OCTArO's.  ' 

THE  Works  of  Mr.  William  Shake/pear,  in  Six  Vol.    | 
adorn'd  with  CutSj  revis'd  and  corre6ted,   with  an 
Account  of  the  Life  and  Writings  of  the  Author,    by 

N.  Rowe,  Efq;  j  n/r      cr  ; 

The  Works  of  Mr.  Tranas  Beaumont,  and  Mr.  John 
Fletcher,  in  Seven  Vol.  adorn'd  with  Cuts j  revis'd  and 
correfted,  with  fome  Account  of  the  Life  and  Writings 
of  the  Authors.  . 

The  Works  of  Mr.  Wtlliam  Congreve,  in  Three  \ol. 
containing  his  Plays  and  Poems,  fome  of  which  were  ne- 
ver before  publifh'd.  , 

The  Works  of  Sir  George  Itherege,  containing  his  Plays 
and  Foems.  . 

The  Works  of  Mr.  Abraham  Covpley,  m  Two  Vol. 
corlifting  of  thofe  which  were  formerly  printed,  and 
thofe  which  he  defign'd  for  the  Prefs,  publilh'd  out  of  the 
Author's  Original  Copies  ;  with  the  Cutter  of  Coleman- 
fireet.    The  Eleventh  Edition,  adorn'd  with  Cuts. 

Mifcellany  Poems,  m  Six  Vol.  containing  Variety  of 
new  Tranflations  of  the  ancient  Poets ;  together  with 
feveral  Original  Poems :  By  the  moft  Eminent  Hands. 

Poems  and  Tranilations^  with  the  Sophy,  a  Tragedy. 
V/ritten  by  the  Honourable  Sir  John  Venham,  Kt.  ot  the 
^^f/7i  the  Fifth  Edition. 

The  Works  of  Sir  John  Sucklings  contammg  his 
Poems,  Letters  and  Plays, 

Oiid's 
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m^  S^h"'  '''"'^'i''^  ^y  ^'^"'^  W^nJ^-  The  Eighth 

raIHar^'3:  To  which  fs  added  the  CoiiofTove^a  rile 
from  Chaucer,  .nd  the  H.ftory  of  Love.   aWdvvkh 

.c.,  with  Add  J..,  eo  which  i^KSu'thor'; 

xhe'rrlT.  '^^'^  ^"^  ^^^'^^^^  with  feveralo= 

tiler  Tranilations  out  oi"  French  vtidi  u 

!f/;4-         ^  ^^  '  Honourable  >fe  late  Earl 

Poems  on  feveral  Occafions,  by  Mr.  P™r 

Bi:Srrr°^-^'^^"  ''"^'^ '" '"-  '^-'^^^  "y  Si. 

Remarks  on  fevera!  Parts  oUmly,  A,,  in  the  Yar- 

fbuarchs  Lives,  tranilated  from  the  Grk  bv  fever=l 
hancis,  :n  ,  Vol  to  which  is  prefix'd  .^:ll' iTlt 

Tht -Roman  Hiflory  complcat,  m  <■  Vo? 

A  general  Ecclefiaffical  Hiftory  froni'ihe  M^m'.  v      r 
o^  Bleil^d  Saviour,  ro  the  firfl  iSlaSSn^e^t'^cSfi; 
anity  by  Human  Laws,   under  the  Fl-nnf-,v^r  X  "^"^^'^.^^^ 
.^he  Great,  containing  the  S,...lf^^^:i\^::fX2 
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fo  much  of  the  femflj  and  Roman  Hiftory,  as  is  neceffary 
and  convenient  to  illuflrate  the  Work:  To  which  is  ad- 
ded a  large  Chronological  Table  of  all  the  Roman  and 
Ecclefiaflical  Affairs,  included  in  the  fame  Period  of  time 
Bv  Laurence  Echard,  A.  M.  Prebendary  of  Lincoln,  and 
Chaplain  to  the  Right  Reverend  miiam  Lord  Bifliop  ot 

thatDiocefs.  ^    ,«     o  i.-  i.  •     jj^j 

Seneca's  Morals  by  way  of  Abftraft;  to  which  is  added, 
a  Difcourfe  under  the  Title  of  an  After-Thougnt,  by  Sir 
Ro^er  VEftrange.  r  ^     •    •  . 

Tullfs  Offices  in  three  Books,  turn'd  out  of  Latm  into 
ZnglifJ^,  by  Sir  Roger  L'Eflrange. 

The  Retir'd  Gard'ncr,  in  2  Vols.  Vol.1.  Being  a  Tran- 
flation  of  Lejardmier  Solitaire,  or  Dialogues  between  a 
Gentleman  and  a  Gardiner  5  containing  the  Methods  ot 
making,  ordering  and  improving  a  Fruit  and  Kitchm- 
Garden,  with  many  new  Experiments,  from  the  lecond 
Edition  printed  at  P^m.  Vol.  II.  Containmg  the  man- 
ner of  Planting  and  Cultivating  all  forts  of  Flowers,  Plants, 
Shrubs  and  Under-Shrubs,  neceffary  for  the  adorning  ot 
Gardens  3  in  which  is  explained  the  Art  of  making  and 
difpofing  of  Parterres,  Arbours  of  Greens,  Wood-Works, 
Arches,  Columns,  and  other  Pieces  and  Compartments  u- 
fually  found  in  the  moft  beautiful  Gardens  of  Country- 
Seats  The  whole  enrich'd  with  variety  of  Figures,  be- 
in?  a  Tranilation  from  the  Sicur  Louis  Liger.  To  which 
is  added  a  Defcriptlon  and  Plan  of  Count  Tallards  Gar- 
den at  Nottingham.  The  whole  revis'd,  with  feveral  Al- 
terations and  Additions,  which  render  it  proper  for  our 
:Engli[lj  Culture,  by  George  London  and  Henry  Wife. 

The  Tryal  of  Dr.  Henry  Sache-verell,  before  the  Houle 
of  Peers,  for  High  Crimes  and  Mifdemeanors ;  upon  an 
Impeachment  by  the  Houfe  of  Commons  3  publilh'd  by 
Order  of  the  Houfe  of  Peers. 

Table-Talkjbeingjthe  Difcourfes  of  John  Selden,  Elqj 
or  his  Senfe  of  various  Matters  of  Weight  and  high  Con- 
fequence,  relating  efpecially  to  Religion  and  State.        ^ 

Le  Diakle  Boiteaux:  Or  the  Devil  upon  Two  SticKSj 
tranilated  from  the  laft  Edition  at  Paris,  with  feveral  Ad- 
ditions i  the  fecond  Edition  corre<aed. 
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